


Here’s what kids have to say to
Mary Pope Osborne, author of
the Magic Tree House series:

WOW! You have an imagination like no other.—Adam W.

I love your books. If you stop writing books, it will be like losing a best
friend.—Ben M.

I think you are the real Morgan le Fay. There is always magic in your
books.—Erica Y.

One day I was really bored and I didn’t want to read … I looked in your
book. I read a sentence, and it was interesting. So I read some more,
until the book was done. It was so good I read more and more. Then I
had read all of your books, and now I hope you write lots more.—Danai
K.

I always read [your books] over and over … 1 time, 2 times, 3 times, 4
times … —Yuan C.

You are my best author in the world. I love your books. I read all the
time. I read everywhere. My mom is like freaking out.—Ellen C.

I hope you make these books for all yours and mine’s life.—Riki H.



Teachers and librarians love
Magic Tree House® books, too!

Thank you for opening faraway places and times to my class through
your books. They have given me the chance to bring in additional books,
materials, and videos to share with the class.—J. Cameron

It excites me to see how involved [my fourth-grade reading class] is in
your books … I would do anything to get my students more involved,
and this has done it.—C. Rutz

I discovered your books last year … WOW! Our students have gone
crazy over them. I can’t order enough copies! … Thanks for
contributing so much to children’s literature!—C. Kendziora

I first came across your Magic Tree House series when my son brought
one home … I have since introduced this great series to my class. They
have absolutely fallen in love with these books! … My students are now
asking me for more independent reading time to read them. Your stories
have inspired even my most struggling readers.—M. Payne

I love how I can go beyond the [Magic Tree House] books and use them
as springboards for other learning.—R. Gale

We have enjoyed your books all year long. We check your Web site to
find new information. We pull our map down to find the areas where the
adventures take place. My class always chimes in at key parts of the
story. It feels good to hear my students ask for a book and cheer when a
new book comes out.—J. Korinek

Our students have “Magic Tree House fever.” I can’t keep your books
on the library shelf.—J. Rafferty

Your books truly invite children into the pleasure of reading. Thanks for
such terrific work.—S. Smith

The children in the fourth grade even hide the [Magic Tree House]
books in the library so that they will be able to find them when they are
ready to check them out.—K. Mortensen



My Magic Tree House books are never on the bookshelf because they
are always being read by my students. Thank you for creating such a
wonderful series.—K. Mahoney



Dear Readers,

When I did research for Thanksgiving on Thursday, I learned something
I hadn’t known before. I learned that what we generally think of as the
first Thanksgiving—the 1621 feast with the Pilgrims and the
Wampanoag people of Plymouth Bay—was not a day set aside to give
thanks. It was a three-day festival to celebrate a good harvest. During
that time, the Pilgrims and Wampanoag shared many meals. Even so,
we traditionally think of this harvest festival as the first Thanksgiving.
More than two hundred years later, in 1863, President Abraham Lincoln
designated the last Thursday in November as America’s national day of
Thanksgiving.

I love doing the research for Magic Tree House books because I
always learn something new. I hope you’ll learn lots of new things, too,
when you visit the “first Thanksgiving” with Jack and Annie.

    All my best,
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For Bill, LuAnn, Mickey, and Alan—
Thanksgiving friends for many years



 



One summer day in Frog Creek, Pennsylvania, a mysterious tree house
appeared in the woods.

Eight-year-old Jack and his seven-year-old sister, Annie, climbed into
the tree house. They found that it was filled with books.

Jack and Annie soon discovered that the tree house was magic. It
could take them to the places in the books. All they had to do was point
to a picture and wish to go there. While they are gone, no time at all
passes in Frog Creek.

Along the way, Jack and Annie discovered that the tree house belongs
to Morgan le Fay. Morgan is a magical librarian of Camelot, the long-
ago kingdom of King Arthur. She travels through time and space,
gathering books.

Jack and Annie have many exciting adventures helping Morgan and
exploring different times and places. In Magic Tree House Books #25–
28, they will learn the art of magic … .



“Come on,” said Annie. She stood in the doorway to Jack’s bedroom. “Let’s
check the woods.”

“But it’s Thursday,” said Jack. “We’re going to Grandmother’s soon.”
“I know,” said Annie. “But I have a feeling the tree house might be back. I

think Morgan might have sent us a new rhyme.”
Jack trusted Annie’s feelings.
“Okay, but we’ll have to be quick,” he said. He threw his notebook and

pencil into his backpack. He followed her downstairs.
“Be back soon!” Jack called to their parents.
“Very soon!” their dad said.
“Don’t forget—it’s Thursday,” said their mom. “We’re leaving for

Grandmother’s at nine!”
“I know!” said Jack.
“We’ll be back in ten minutes!” said Annie.
They hurried out of their house. They ran across their yard and up their

street and into the Frog Creek woods.
Jack and Annie ran through light and shadow, until they stopped under the

tallest oak.
“Yay!” said Annie.
“You were right!” said Jack.
High in the tree was the magic tree house.
Jack grabbed the rope ladder and started up. Annie was right behind him.
They climbed into the tree house. Sunlight slanted in through the window.
“Good, our gifts from our last trips are still here,” said Annie.



She pointed to the scrolls from Shakespeare’s theater and the twig from the
gorillas.

“Proof we found the magic of the theater and the magic of animals,” said
Jack.

“Look,” said Annie. She pointed to a book lying in a dark corner. A piece
of paper was sticking out of it.

Jack pulled out the paper.
“It’s from Morgan,” he said.
He read:

Dear Jack and Annie,
Good luck on your third journey to find a special magic. This rhyme will

guide you:

To find a special magic,
When work and toil are done,
Gather all together,
Turn three worlds into one.

                Thank you,
                Morgan

“So who do we gather with?” wondered Jack.
Annie held up the book. The painting on the cover showed a basket of corn

on a wooden table. The title said A Feast to Remember.
“We gather at a feast,” she said. She pointed to the cover. “I wish we could

go there.”
“Hold on,” said Jack. “What kind of feast? Where and when?”
But the wind had started to blow.
The tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster.
Then everything was still.



Absolutely still.



Jack opened his eyes. Bright, golden sunlight poured into the tree house. The
air felt crisp and cool.

Annie was wearing a long dress, a white cap, and an apron.
Jack wore a jacket with a frilly collar. He wore short pants, long socks,

leather shoes, and a hat. His backpack was now a leather bag.
“I like your hat,” said Annie. “It’s funny.”
“Yours, too,” said Jack.
“You look like a Pilgrim,” said Annie.
“So do you,” said Jack. “Oh, man. I bet we’re in the time of the Pilgrims!”
He and Annie scrambled to the window.
The tree house had landed in a tall oak near the edge of a forest. Red and

yellow leaves rattled in the cool breeze. Past the forest was a small village
and past the village was the ocean.

“It looks like where the Pilgrims lived,” said Jack. “We studied it in
school.”

He opened the research book and found a picture of the village by the sea.
He read aloud:

In 1620, a group of 102 passengers sailed from England to America on a ship called the
Mayflower. Many of the people on board wanted freedom of religion. They wanted to
worship God in their own way—not the way the king of England made them. Others
wanted to find a new life in a new land. Today, we call all the people who sailed on the
Mayflower Pilgrims.

“Yes!” said Annie.



Jack read on:

The Pilgrims wanted to settle near New York. But a storm blew their ship north. They
landed in a bay on the coast of what is now Massachusetts. Six years before, Captain John
Smith had explored the coast. He had named the bay Plymouth.

“Plymouth?” said Annie. “That’s where the first Thanksgiving was!”
“Oh, man … ” Jack smiled. “So that’s the feast.”
“Wow,” said Annie. “My class put on a play about the first Thanksgiving.”
“Mine, too,” said Jack.
“I played Priscilla,” said Annie.
“I played a turkey,” said Jack.
“Now we’ll get to meet the real Priscilla!” said Annie. “And Squanto! And

Governor Bradford and Miles Standish! Come on!”
She started down the ladder.
“Wait. What will we say?” asked Jack.
“We’ll just tell them hi and stuff,” said Annie.
“Are you nuts?” said Jack. He put the book into his bag. “They won’t

understand who we are! We need a plan.”
He slung the bag over his shoulder and hurried down the ladder after

Annie.



“Listen, we need—” Jack started.
“I know, a plan,” said Annie. “But first let’s get closer to the village and

just watch.”
“Okay,” said Jack, “but we can’t let anyone see us. We have to be careful

and quiet.”
He and Annie started walking carefully through the woods. But they did

not walk quietly. The autumn leaves crunched and crackled under their
leather shoes.

“Shh!” said Jack.
“I can’t help it,” said Annie. “You’re doing it, too!”
“Then we have to stop,” said Jack. “Let’s get behind that tree and watch

from there.”
They crunched over to a tree at the edge of the woods. In the distance was

a row of small log houses with steep thatched roofs.
Jack pulled out the book. He found the part about the village. Then he

pushed his glasses up and read to himself:

The Pilgrims brought chickens, geese, goats, and sheep from England. They brought seeds
to plant, and they knew how to make traps to catch wild animals for food. But they could
not have survived without the help of a Wampanoag (wom-puh-NO-ag) Indian named
Squanto. Squanto taught them how to grow corn.

“Hi, you,” Annie whispered. Jack looked up.
Annie was talking to a skinny yellow dog. The dog was sniffing a tree near

them.
“Don’t let him see us,” Jack whispered.
“Why?” said Annie.
The dog looked at them and barked.
“That’s why!” said Jack.
The skinny dog barked again and again.
Two Pilgrim men ran from the other side of the houses. Then more

Pilgrims appeared. They all looked in the direction of the barking dog.
“Oh, no!” said Jack. “Let’s go back! We don’t have a plan yet!”



He packed up his book and started away from the tree. Suddenly
something tightened around his ankle. A tree branch snapped.

“AHHH!” Jack shouted as he was jerked up into the air.



“Jack!” cried Annie.
The skinny dog barked and jumped around happily.
Jack was hanging a few feet off the ground, with a rope around his ankle.

His glasses and hat and bag had fallen to the ground. Jack felt the blood
rushing to his head.

“I must have stepped into a hunting trap,” he said in a strangled voice.
“I’ll free you,” Annie said. She tried to reach the rope, but it was too high.
Jack heard voices over the wild barking of the dog. A blur of people

gathered around him and Annie.
“Oh, mercy!” a woman cried.
“We have caught a boy!” a man said.
The dog licked Jack’s face.
“Help,” said Jack.
A burly man shooed the dog away, then grabbed Jack. Another cut the rope

with a knife. Then they gently lowered Jack to the ground.
Jack sat in the leaves, feeling dizzy. He took the rope off his foot and

rubbed his ankle.
“Here,” said Annie, handing Jack his glasses, hat, and bag.
He put them all on and stood up. Now he could see. About forty or fifty

Pilgrims—men, women, and lots of children—stared at him and Annie. Some
of the children were laughing.

The girls were dressed just like the women. The boys were dressed just
like the men.

One person, though, looked different from everyone else in the crowd. His
skin was brown. A deer skin hung over his shoulder. His black hair was



braided and had a feather in it.

Is that Squanto? Jack wondered. The Wampanoag Indian who helped out
the Pilgrims?

Two Pilgrim men stepped forward. One had a smile on his face. The other
was frowning.

“Good day!” the friendly-looking man said. “Who art thou?”
“I’m Annie,” said Annie. “This is my brother, Jack. We come in peace.”
“Welcome to Plymouth Colony,” said the man. “I am Governor Bradford.

This is Captain Standish.”
Captain Standish kept frowning. He carried a long gun over his shoulder.
“Oh, wow!” said Annie.
“Wow?” said Captain Standish.
“Wow?” whispered others, as if they didn’t understand.
“I’ve just heard a lot about you,” said Annie. She looked around. “Is

Priscilla here?”
“Shhh!” whispered Jack.
“I am Priscilla,” said a young woman. She looked about seventeen or

eighteen. Her face looked weary, and her eyes were sad.
“Hi,” said Annie shyly. “I was you.”



“Annie,” warned Jack.
“Thou was me?” Priscilla asked. She sounded puzzled.
“Never mind my sister,” said Jack. “She’s nuts.”
“Nuts?” repeated Priscilla.
“Nuts?” whispered others.
“Oh, brother,” said Jack, with a nervous laugh.
“Oh, brother?” repeated Priscilla.
Annie giggled.
“Um. Never mind,” said Jack. “That’s just how we say things at home.”
“And where is thy home?” Captain Standish asked. He didn’t sound as

friendly as Governor Bradford or Priscilla.
“Um, we live in a village up north,” said Jack. “Our parents sent us here to,

uh”—he remembered something from their research book—“to learn how to
grow corn.”

“But how and when did your family come to America?” the captain asked.
Jack was worried. Now that he had started making up a story, he couldn’t

back out. Luckily, he remembered something else from their book.
“We sailed to America with Captain John Smith,” he said, “when he was

exploring the coast. Annie and I were babies then.”
“Ah, indeed?” said Governor Bradford.
Jack nodded. “Indeed,” he said.
“I believe Squanto knew Captain John Smith when he was in Plymouth,”

said Captain Standish. “Perhaps he remembers thee.”
Everyone in the crowd turned to the man with the braid.
Oh, no! thought Jack. He knew Squanto wouldn’t remember them.
“These children say they sailed with Captain John Smith,” Governor

Bradford said to Squanto. “Does thou remember two wee babes named Jack
and Annie?”

Squanto moved closer to Jack and Annie. He looked carefully at their
faces. Jack held his breath. His heart pounded.



Squanto turned to the governor.
“Yes,” he said quietly. “I remember.”



Annie grinned. “Good day, Squanto!” she said.
“Good day, Annie,” said Squanto. He smiled at her and Jack.
Jack was too surprised to speak. Why did Squanto say he remembers us?

he wondered. Is he mistaking us for two other kids?
Captain Standish looked surprised, too. But Governor Bradford smiled

warmly.
“ ’Tis a wonder,” he said. “We welcome all the small folk sent to us.

Children are a gift from God—no matter where they come from.”
That’s a nice way of looking at things, Jack thought.
Just then, a boy ran up. “Chief Massasoit is here with ninety men!” he

shouted.
The boy pointed to a long line of men walking down a path near a

cornfield.
Chief Massasoit walked ahead of the others. His face was painted red. He

wore a fur robe and white beads.
Governor Bradford, Captain Standish, and Squanto went to meet the

visitors.
“Mercy!” a Pilgrim woman whispered.
All the Pilgrims looked worried.
“Art thou afraid?” Annie asked.
“Oh, no,” said Priscilla. “We invited Chief Massasoit and his men to our

harvest feast. But we did not expect so many. We have not prepared enough
food.”

Governor Bradford and Squanto spoke to the chief. Then Squanto led a
number of men into the woods. And the governor walked back to the



Pilgrims.
“The Wampanoag men will hunt more deer,” he said. “But we must also

bring more food to the table. Priscilla, please tell the young folk what they
must do.”

The grown-ups went back to the village as the Pilgrim kids gathered
around Priscilla. She told some to carry water or set up tables. She told others
to gather vegetables or hunt small animals.

Once the kids were given their jobs, they rushed off to do them. Finally
only Jack, Annie, and a small girl holding a big basket were left.

“Jack, would thou like to go fowling with the boys?” Priscilla asked him.
She pointed to a group of boys who had just headed off with the dog.

Jack stared at her in panic. What does she mean? he wondered.
“What’s ‘fowling’?” Annie asked.
“Thou does not know?” said the little girl. “ ’Tis hunting water birds, of

course.”
“Jack doesn’t know how to do that,” said Annie.
“ ’Tis true? How does thou eat and live?” the little girl asked curiously.
“We, uh … ” Jack froze.
“We catch—fish!” said Annie.
We do? thought Jack.
“Ah, good!” said Priscilla. “Then I bid thee bring back as many eels and

clams as thou can. We have near one hundred fifty mouths to feed.” Priscilla
took the basket from the small girl and gave it to Annie.

“We will see thee later!” Priscilla said, waving. “Mary and I must go help
with the cooking.”

“Um … ?” said Jack.
But before he could ask any questions, Priscilla and the little girl started

back to the village.





Jack looked at Annie.
“We can’t stay here,” he said.
“What?” she said. “We can’t go home now. The Pilgrims need us to help

them.”
“But we don’t know how to do anything!” Jack said. “And Squanto is

going to figure out he doesn’t really know us. And—”
“Don’t worry so much,” said Annie. “We help Mom and Dad make our

Thanksgiving dinner every year, don’t we? We can help the Pilgrims. But
we’d better hurry!”

Clutching the big basket, she started running toward the bay. Jack sighed,
then ran after her.

At the rocky shore, they stopped and looked around. Little waves rolled
onto the short stretch of sand. The salty air felt clean and fresh. Seagulls
swooped over the water.

“I wonder where the eels are?” said Annie. “And the clams?”
“I’ll look in the book,” said Jack.
He pulled out their book and looked up eels in the index. He turned to the

right page and read aloud:

Squanto showed the Pilgrims a way to catch eels. He showed them how to push the eels out
of the wet sand with their bare feet, then grab them with their hands.

“That sounds fun!” said Annie. She put down her basket and pulled off her
shoes and stockings. She held up her long skirt with one hand. Then she
walked over the rocks to the edge of the water.

Jack put the research book into his bag. He pulled off his shoes and
stockings and joined Annie.



They dug their bare feet into the wet sand.
“I don’t feel anything,” said Jack.
“Let’s wade into the water,” said Annie.
Together they stepped forward.
“Brrr!” said Annie.
“No kidding!” said Jack with a shiver.
He kept squishing the muddy sand with his toes. He felt pebbles and shells.

Then he felt something soft.
“Hey, I think I found one,” he said.
Annie splashed over to him. “Where?”
“Stand back,” he said. “Here.”
Jack squished harder with his feet. The soft thing moved! Jack squished

more. An eel slithered through the water.
Jack grabbed it with both hands!
“AHH!” he yelled.



The eel was long and skinny like a snake. It felt slimy and icky! It twisted
and squirmed. Annie laughed as Jack tried to hold on to it.

The eel wiggled out of Jack’s hands and fell against Annie.
“Yikes!” she yelled, jumping away and bumping into Jack.
With more screams, they both tumbled into the cold water.
They scrambled up and splashed back to shore. Annie was still laughing.
“Poor eel!” she said, trying to catch her breath. “We scared him half to

death!”
“Him?” said Jack.
“F-forget eels,” said Annie, her teeth chattering. “What about c-clams?”
Jack was wet and cold. But he took out the book again and looked up

clams. He turned to the right page and read aloud:

Squanto taught the Pilgrims how to dig for quahog (KO-hog) clams. Quahog clams are



hard-shell clams. They can live for sixty years or more. The oldest have been known to live
for almost 100 years. They—

“Oh, forget it,” Annie broke in.
“What?” said Jack.
“We can’t catch them,” she said. “They live to be so old. We can’t just end

their lives.”
Jack sighed. He sat down on a rock. Annie sat next to him. Their clothes

were soaking wet. Their feet were caked with muddy sand. Their basket was
empty.

“What other things do Pilgrim kids do to help?” said Annie.
Jack opened the book again. He looked up Pilgrim children. He read

aloud:

Pilgrim children worked very hard. They built fences and cared for animals. They planted,
harvested, and ground corn. They picked pumpkins, peas, and beans. They guarded the
fields. They fished and hunted. They carried water. They collected nuts. They cooked and
cleaned. They did everything they were told. They never complained about being tired.

“Oh, man, I feel tired just reading this,” said Jack, closing the book. “We
make lousy Pilgrim children.”

“Yeah, I know,” said Annie. “Maybe we could do something like … like
keep an eye on the turkey and tell them when it’s ready. That’s how I help
Mom every year.”

“Annie, Thanksgiving in Frog Creek is a whole different story from
Thanksgiving with the Pilgrims,” said Jack.

“Annie! Jack!” a voice called.
Jack quickly put away their book. Then they turned around.
Priscilla was standing on a rock. She held a pumpkin and carried a basket

filled with yellow squash and red corn.
“I was looking for you,” she said.



“Good day, Priscilla!” said Annie.
“Good day,” said Priscilla. She walked to them. “Did thou fill the basket

with eels and clams?”
“Not really,” said Jack.
“The eel didn’t want to get caught,” said Annie. “And the clams live to be

so old! We didn’t think it was right to take their lives.”
Priscilla laughed. Her sad eyes sparkled.
“What strange children,” she said. “But you both look wet and cold. Would

you like to come to my house and warm up by the fire?”
“Yes!” said Jack and Annie.
They washed off their feet and pulled on their shoes and stockings. Jack

picked up his bag. Annie picked up their empty basket.
“Would thou like to put some of my corn and squash in thy basket?” said

Priscilla.
“Oh, thanks!” said Annie. She took some corn and squash from Priscilla’s

basket.
“And perhaps thou would like to carry the pumpkin?” Priscilla said to

Jack.
“Sure!” said Jack.
“Sure?” said Priscilla.
“I mean, indeed,” said Jack. He felt relieved. Now they wouldn’t have to

go back empty-handed.
Jack wrapped his arms around the heavy pumpkin. Annie carried the

basket. They followed Priscilla back to the village.
The Pilgrims and Wampanoag were gathering in a wide dirt street. Women



were baking bread in an outdoor oven. Some boys were setting wooden
planks on barrels to make tables. Mary, the little girl, was carrying a bucket
of water.

Squanto sat smoking a pipe with Chief Massasoit, Governor Bradford, and
Captain Standish.

Jack hoped Mary wouldn’t ask him about the clams and eels. He hoped
Squanto wouldn’t ask him about Captain John Smith. He hoped the governor
and the captain wouldn’t ask him about home. Jack hid his face behind the fat
pumpkin.

Priscilla opened the door to a small house. Then she led Jack and Annie
into a dark, smoky room. The only light came from one window and a fire.

“Sit by the hearth,” said Priscilla, “so your clothes can dry.”
“Where’s the hearth?” Annie asked, looking around.
Priscilla laughed again, shaking her head. “There, where the fire lies,” she

said.
Jack put down the pumpkin and his bag. Annie put down her basket. The

hearth was so large, Jack could have stood in it. He and Annie got as close as
they could to the warm, crackling fire.

Several pots hung over the fire. Near the pots, a turkey was roasting on an
iron rod.

“The Thanksgiving turkey,” whispered Annie.
“Cool,” said Jack. The very first Thanksgiving turkey, he thought.
“Would thou please stir the corn pudding whilst thou art drying?” asked

Priscilla. She pointed to one of the pots.
“Indeed,” said Jack.
Priscilla took a wooden spoon out of a jug of water near the hearth. She

gave it to Jack. He put it into the thick, bubbly pudding and stirred.



“I must gather nuts,” said Priscilla. “Whilst I am gone, move the roots
close to the ashes and stir herbs into the seafood chowder.”

“Indeed,” said Annie.
After Priscilla left, Annie looked at Jack.
“What are ‘roots’ and ‘herbs’?” she asked.
“Look in the book,” said Jack.
Annie took the research book from Jack’s bag. She looked up roots and

read aloud:

The Pilgrims called certain vegetables roots. These vegetables, such as carrots and turnips,
grow under the ground.

“Ah!” said Jack. He picked up some carrots and turnips near the hearth and
moved them close to the hot ashes.

Next, Annie looked up herbs. She read aloud:



The Pilgrims called leafy vegetables that grow above the ground herbs. They made salads
with herbs. They used dried herbs to flavor soups and seafood chowders.

Jack saw some dried plants hanging from the rafters.
“Those must be the herbs,” he said.
Annie broke off a leaf and sniffed it.
“Mmm, that smells good,” she said. She leaned close to one of the pots.

“And that must be the seafood chowder. It smells like the ocean.”
She crumbled the leaf into the chowder. She took another spoon from the

jug of water. She and Jack both stirred pots.
“Good work!” Priscilla said as she stepped back into the room.
Jack smiled. The fire had made him hot and sweaty. The smoke burned his

eyes. But he didn’t mind. Finally he felt useful.
Priscilla put some walnuts close to the fire.
“Squanto taught us which nuts are good to eat,” she said.
“Squanto taught thee a lot,” said Annie.
“He saved our lives,” Priscilla said quietly. “Last winter we were cold and

hungry. Half our people died.”
Annie gasped. “How?” she said.
“Sickness,” said Priscilla. “Fever took my mother, my father, and my

brother.” Her eyes were bright with tears.
No one spoke. The sound of the crackling fire filled the room. Then Annie

put her arm around Priscilla.
“We’re so sorry,” said Annie.
“Yes, we are,” said Jack.
“Thank you,” Priscilla said with a sad smile. “ ’Twas a terrible winter. But

we never gave up hope. And now, God be praised, we have had a good
harvest, and we have peace with our neighbors.”

In the glow of the firelight, Priscilla was beautiful, Jack thought. Not only
was she kind, but she was incredibly brave as well.

“Come,” she said. She wiped her eyes and stood up. “Something special is



about to take place. Would thou like to watch?”
“Sure! I mean, indeed!” said Annie.
She and Jack jumped up and followed Priscilla outside.



Priscilla led Jack and Annie away from the village toward a large field. The
Pilgrims and Wampanoag men had already gathered there.

Jack could hear the beat of a drum. But he couldn’t see what was going on.
“Make haste or we will miss it!” said Priscilla.
“Miss what?” asked Annie.
“Captain Standish is about to lead the men and boys,” said Priscilla. “They

will exercise their arms.”
Why do they exercise their arms? Jack wondered. Will they expect me to

join in?
As he hurried after Priscilla toward the crowd, Jack practiced. He stretched

his arms out wide. He made circles in the air. Then he flapped his arms up
and down.

Priscilla caught sight of him.
“What art thou doing, Jack?” she asked.
“Exercising my arms,” he said.



Priscilla smiled. Then she started to laugh. She laughed and laughed.
So did Jack, but he wasn’t sure why.
A loud BANG! came from the field.
Jack jumped. He stopped laughing.
A puff of smoke rose into the air. As the crowd parted, Jack saw the

Pilgrim men and boys proudly holding up their long guns.
“What just happened?” said Annie.
“The men fired their muskets,” said Priscilla. “On special occasions they

like to show off their arms.”
Oh! thought Jack. Now I get it! The long guns are muskets, which are also

called arms. So “exercising arms” means firing muskets!
Jack blushed. Priscilla must think I’m an idiot, he thought.
But she just smiled at him fondly.
“I thank thee for making me laugh, Jack,” she said. “I have not laughed

hard in a long time.”
Jack shrugged, as if he had meant to make her laugh.



“It is time now to serve our feast,” said Priscilla. “I must help with the
bread.”

“What can we do?” asked Jack.
“Return to my home,” said Priscilla, “take the turkey off the spit, put it on

a platter, and bring it to a table.”
“Oh, great, we get to help with the turkey!” said Annie. “I always help

with the turkey at home.”
“Good,” said Priscilla. “May thou feel my home is thy home today.”
Jack was excited, too. He and Annie were about to serve the first turkey at

the first Thanksgiving! They ran back to the smoky house and rushed inside.
“Where’s the platter?” said Jack, looking around. He saw a flat wooden

block. “That must be it.”
Annie picked up the wooden platter. “How do we get the turkey on it?” she

asked.
They moved close to the fire and stared at the turkey roasting on the iron

rod.
“That must be the spit,” said Jack. The spit sat on iron legs. It had a handle.
Jack pushed his glasses into place. “I’ll lift the spit,” he said. “Then we’ll

push the turkey onto the platter.”
“Be careful,” said Annie.
Jack reached out and wrapped his fingers around the handle of the iron

spit.
“OWW!” he shouted. The handle was super hot! He yanked his hand away

and knocked the spit off its legs.
The turkey fell into the fire. The grease from the turkey sputtered and

popped. The turkey burst into flame! The fire roared!
“AHH!” yelped Jack and Annie together. They jumped back from the

hearth.



Jack grabbed the water pot on the floor. He threw the water into the fire.
The fire sizzled and smoke billowed up. When the smoke cleared, the fire
was out.

But the turkey was completely black.



Jack buried his face in his hands.
“I don’t believe it,” he said. “I just burned up the Pilgrims’ turkey!”
“Stay calm,” said Annie. “I’ll get Priscilla.”
“No, don’t tell Priscilla,” moaned Jack.
“We have to tell Priscilla,” said Annie.
She hurried out of the house.
Jack lifted his head and stared at the burned turkey.
“Oh, man,” he whispered unhappily. The Pilgrims had worked so hard to

get their food. They had had such a terrible winter—especially Priscilla. And
now he had ruined their first Thanksgiving!

The door opened. Annie pulled Priscilla over to the hearth.
“See!” said Annie. “The turkey fell into the fire! It burned up!”
“I did it,” Jack confessed.
Priscilla just stared at the burned turkey in the wet, messy hearth. Then she

looked at Jack. He looked away from her.
“Ah, Jack,” Priscilla said softly. “Thou looks sad.”
He nodded.
“I ruined everything,” he mumbled.
“No, thou did not,” said Priscilla. She reached out her hand. “Come.”
Priscilla led Jack and Annie out into the bright autumn light.
“Look,” she said.
Jack saw Pilgrim women and kids walking to the tables. They all carried

wooden platters piled with food.
“In the other houses, there was cooking also,” said Priscilla.



Jack saw roasted ducks, turkeys, and deer meat. He saw baked fish,
lobsters, eels, clams, and oysters.

He saw pumpkins, beans and corn, dried plums, berries and roasted nuts,
steamy pots of soups and puddings, and loaves of baked breads.

“We had a very good harvest this fall,” said Priscilla. “We stored many
vegetables. We salted our fish and cured our meat. And today, our
Wampanoag neighbors brought back five deer from the forest for our feast.”

Jack was relieved to see all the food.
Priscilla knelt down and looked him in the eye.
“See, thou did not ruin anything, Jack,” she said. “Thou and Annie have

helped me a lot this day. You have both made me laugh. And you have both
acted with kind hearts.”

Jack was amazed. He thought he’d been no help at all.
“Come,” said Priscilla. “Let us join the others. Art thou hungry?”
Jack nodded. Seeing all the platters of food had made him really hungry.
He and Annie followed Priscilla.
In the golden glow of autumn light, Jack and Annie joined the Pilgrims and

the Wampanoag at the long tables.



Priscilla gave Jack and Annie wooden plates. She gave them big white
cloth napkins. Then she served them plenty of food.

Before they started to eat, Governor Bradford stood up to speak.
“Those of us who came here on the Mayflower did not know how to live in

this land,” he said. “But Squanto came to help us. And today, we give thanks
for him, and for the peace we share with his people, and for all our great
blessings.”

Governor Bradford looked at Jack and Annie.
“Welcome to our feast,” he said. “At this moment, three worlds—your

world, our world, and the world of the Wampanoag—are not three. They are
one. ’Tis the magic of community.”

“Indeed!” said Annie. She clapped her hands and looked at Jack. “We did
it,” she whispered.

Did what? thought Jack.
Governor Bradford then put his napkin over his shoulder.



“Now!” he said. “Let us feast till our bellies are filled!”
As everyone started to eat, Annie leaned close to Jack.
“We found the special magic,” she whispered. “The magic of community.

Remember the rhyme?” She repeated Morgan’s words:
“To find a special magic,
When work and toil are done,
Gather all together,
Turn three worlds into one.”
“Oh, man,” said Jack. He’d forgotten all about it.
“We can go home now,” said Annie.
“No way,” said Jack. “We have to eat first.”
Jack and Annie used their fingers to pick up their food. And they ate and

ate and ate. Jack tried everything on his plate—except a little bit of eel and
two clams. Everything he did eat, he liked—even the turnips.

Food really tastes good, he thought as he chewed, when you eat it outside,
on a beautiful day, with lots of nice people.



Slowly the feast came to an end. The guests wiped their plates with their last
bits of bread. Then they wiped their hands and faces with their napkins.

Jack and Annie stood up.
“We have to go home,” Annie said to Priscilla.
“Ah, thou must go back to thine own community now,” said Priscilla.
Annie nodded. Then she kissed Priscilla on the cheek.
“Thanks for everything,” Annie said.
Jack wanted to kiss Priscilla, too, but he was too shy.
“Thanks, Priscilla,” he said.
“I thank thee, Jack,” she said. Then she leaned over and kissed his cheek.
Jack felt his face grow red.
“Excuse me, sir,” Annie said to Governor Bradford. “But we must leave

now.”
“Oh, but we have not yet taught thee how to grow corn!” said the little girl

Mary.
Squanto stood up.
“Come,” he said. “I will walk Jack and Annie back to the forest. I will

teach them.”
“Oh, thou does not have to do that,” Jack said quickly. He feared that once

they were alone, Squanto would figure out they’d never met before.
But Squanto only smiled and waited for them to follow.
“Bye, everyone!” said Annie, waving.
Jack waved, too. All the Pilgrims and Wampanoag waved back at them.

The skinny dog barked.



Squanto led Jack and Annie away from the village toward the autumn
woods. As they passed the cornfield, the dried stalks swayed in the breeze.
They made shushing sounds.

Squanto stopped walking. He pointed to the field.
“You must plant corn in the spring,” he said. “Put the seed in the ground

when the oak-tree bud is as small as a mouse’s ear.”
“Oh, wait, please,” said Jack. He slipped his notebook and pencil out of his

bag. It was the first time he’d had a chance to take notes all day. He wrote:

Then he looked up at Squanto and nodded.
“Dig holes and put two rotting fish in each hole,” said Squanto.
“Rotting fish?” said Annie, making a face.
“Yes, rotting fish is good food for the soil,” said Squanto. “On top of the

fish, place four corn seeds. Then cover them with dirt.”
Jack quickly wrote:

“Got it,” he said, looking up.
“I give you these corn seeds to take home,” said Squanto. He held up a

small pouch.
“Thanks,” said Annie, taking the pouch.
“Thanks a lot,” said Jack. “Well, good-bye.” Jack was eager to get going—

before Squanto could ask them questions about the past.
“Wait, I have a question,” said Annie. “Squanto, why did you say you

remembered us?”
Squanto’s dark eyes twinkled. “I did not say I remembered you,” he said.

“I only said I remember.”



“What did you remember?” asked Annie.
“I remembered what it was like to be from a different world,” said

Squanto. “Long ago, I lived with my people on this shore. But one day, men
came in ships. They took me to Europe as a slave. In that new land, I was a
stranger. I felt different and afraid. I saw the same fear in your eyes today. So
I tried to help you.”

Annie smiled. “We thank thee,” she said.
“And now you must always be kind to those who feel different and afraid,”

said Squanto. “Remember what you felt today.”

“Indeed,” said Jack.
Before closing his notebook, he added one last thing:

Squanto bowed.



“Good day, Jack and Annie,” he said.
“Good day!” they said.
Squanto turned and headed back to the village. The sun was setting. All of

Plymouth was lit with a fiery light.
“It really was a good day,” said Annie.
“Yeah, it was,” said Jack.
Annie sighed. “Ready to go home?” she asked.
“Indeed,” Jack said.
They started running through the woods. Their feet crunched through the

red and yellow leaves. They scrambled up the rope ladder into the tree house.
From the distance came the sounds of the Pilgrims singing a hymn and the

Wampanoag beating their drums. Annie picked up the Pennsylvania book.
She pointed at a picture of the Frog Creek woods.

“I wish we could go home!” she said.
“Good-bye, Priscilla!” Jack called.
“Good-bye, Squanto!” said Annie. “Good-bye, everyone!”
The wind started to blow.
The wind blew harder.
The tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.



Jack opened his eyes. He sighed. They were wearing their own clothes again.
His leather bag was a backpack.

Sunlight slanted through the tree house window. As always, no time at all
had passed in Frog Creek.

“Home,” said Annie. She held up the pouch of corn seeds. “Proof for
Morgan we found a special magic.”

“The magic of community,” said Jack.
Annie placed the pouch on the floor—next to the scrolls from Shakespeare

and the twig from the gorillas of the cloud forest.
“Let’s go,” she said.
Jack took the research book out of his pack. He left it under the window.

Then they climbed down the rope ladder.
As they started through the woods, a warm wind blew, rattling the leaves.

Jack felt happy. He was looking forward to visiting their grandmother today
and seeing their cousins and aunts and uncles.

“You know, Pilgrim kids had a really hard life,” said Annie.
“Yeah. They did as much work as the grown-ups,” said Jack. “Maybe

more.”
“Worst of all, lots of their friends and family members died,” said Annie.
“Yeah,” said Jack.
Both were silent for a moment.
“If they could be so thankful,” said Annie, “we should be really thankful.”
“No kidding,” said Jack. “Really, really thankful.”
And they were.





MORE FACTS FOR
JACK AND ANNIE AND YOU!

In 1863, President Abraham Lincoln designated the last Thursday in
November as a national day of Thanksgiving. But in 1939, President Franklin
D. Roosevelt changed it to the fourth Thursday in November—in case there
were ever five Thursdays in the month.

Wampanoag means “people of the first light.” When the Pilgrims arrived, the
Wampanoag people had lived in southeastern New England for thousands of
years. They were experts at hunting, fishing, and planting.

Squanto’s real name was Tisquantum. He was a native of the Patuxet people,
which belonged to the Wampanoag federation of tribes. The Patuxet had
lived in Plymouth before the Pilgrims arrived. But when Squanto returned to
Plymouth in 1619 after being kidnapped as a slave, he discovered that all his
people had died in a plague in 1617. Since Squanto knew English as well as
the language of the Wampanoag, he helped negotiate a peace treaty between
the Pilgrims and Chief Massasoit.

Less than half of the original Pilgrims survived their first terrible winter. But
after that, their numbers began to grow. More and more people came from
England. Within ten years, the population of Plymouth Colony rose to almost
2,000.

Priscilla Mullins was the eighteen-year-old daughter of a shopkeeper. In the
“general sickness” of the first year, she lost her parents and her brother. In
1623, Priscilla married another Pilgrim—John Alden, a barrel-maker.
Priscilla and John had ten children.



The character of Mary was based on Mary Allerton, who was a small child
when the Pilgrims landed in Plymouth. She was the last survivor of the
Mayflower’s passengers. She died at Plymouth in 1699, at the age of eighty-
three.
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Jack and Annie were sitting on their porch, reading books. Jack was reading
about gorillas. Annie was reading about Pilgrims.

Suddenly Annie closed her book. She looked up into the sunset.
“Hey!” Annie said with a smile.
Jack looked over at her.
“It’s back!” she said, jumping up.
“Oh, man,” breathed Jack. He knew she was talking about the magic tree

house. Annie could always tell when it was back.
Jack closed his book and stood up.
“We’re going to the woods!” he called through the screen door. “There’s

something we have to check on!”
“Be back before dark!” their mom said.
“We will!” said Jack.
He picked up his backpack. Then he and Annie headed across the yard.

When they got to the sidewalk, they started running. They ran up their street
and into the Frog Creek woods.

In the last light of day, they hurried between the trees. Finally, they came
to the tallest oak. They held their breath as they looked up.

The magic tree house was back.
“Good going,” said Jack.
“Thanks!” said Annie.
She started up the ladder. Jack followed. It was nearly dark inside. But the

sun-dried wood smelled like a summer day.



“What kind of special magic will we look for this time?” said Jack.
They glanced around the tree house. They saw the scrolls they’d brought

back from Shakespeare’s theater. They saw the twig from the mountain
gorillas and the pouch of corn seeds from the first Thanksgiving.

“There!” said Annie. She pointed to a book in the corner. A piece of paper
was sticking out of it.

Jack picked up the book. Then he pulled out the paper and read:

Dear Jack and Annie,
Good luck on your fourth journey to find a special magic. This secret

rhyme will guide you:
To find a special magic,
build a special kind of ship
that rides the waves,
both high and low,
on every kind of trip.
          Thank you,
          Morgan

Jack looked at Annie.
“A ship?” he said.
She shrugged. “Yep. I guess we have to build a ship. Where do we go to

build it?”
She and Jack looked at the book’s cover. It showed palm trees, a beach,

and a beautiful ocean. The title was:

A VISIT TO OLD HAWAII

“Oh, wow!” said Annie. “I love Hawaii!”
“How do you know you love it?” Jack asked. “We’ve never been to

Hawaii.”



“Well, we’re going now!” said Annie. She pointed at the cover. “We wish
we could go there!”

The wind started to blow.
The tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.
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