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AUTHOR’S NOTE





Anneke Jans in the New World is a fictional biography of a real woman who immigrated from Europe to North America nearly four hundred years ago. At the time of her journey, the Dutch Republic had awarded a contract to the Dutch West India Company (WIC) to exploit the resources of that part of North America they called New Netherland. The WIC was primarily interested in the fur trade, but in time the impulse toward colonization triumphed, which led to a remarkably diverse society. New Netherland was certainly multilingual and multiethnic. The “Dutch” included French, German, and Scandinavians, as well as transplants from Southern and Eastern Europe. The Dutch Reformed Church was the only denomination permitted to openly practice, but freedom of conscience was the law of the land, with the result that members of other religious groups were free to worship in private as they saw fit.


European immigrants who made their homes in New Netherland interacted with American Indians speaking various Algonquian dialects, including Munsee and Mohican, and with the Iroquoian-speaking Mohawks. Although the court records of the colony, made available online by the New Netherland Institute, often refer to individual tribes and their leaders by name, Indians in general were more commonly called Wilden. This term, which derives from the word “wild,” is sometimes translated as “savages,” but it also has the connotation of “native to this place,” which is in part why I have chosen to retain it in this novel. I have also included a few words of Lenape taken from The Lenape Talking Dictionary, although I know modern Lenape is bound to be very different from the languages spoken in New Netherland four centuries ago.


European newcomers also interacted with Africans. In 1627, a group of at least eleven enslaved Africans, most likely taken from a Portuguese prize ship, were brought to New Amsterdam. Slavery was prohibited in the Dutch Republic, and initially in the colony there seemed to be some confusion between indentured servitude and slavery. The original cohort of slaves were allowed many of the same legal rights and privileges as the colonists, including the right to marry and raise families and the right to have their complaints adjudicated in court. In 1644, this group petitioned for freedom, and their petition was granted. In the meanwhile, however, the WIC had entered the slave trade, which resulted in the commodification of Africans and increased codification and severity of rules and regulations governing their lives. This book’s protagonist, Anneke Jans, knew enslaved Africans and almost certainly benefited from their labor, but she herself was never an enslaver.


Anneke Jans in the New World is an act of imagination, but Anneke Jans (1605–1663) was a real person who lived in a complex society on the cusp of our own modern world. In telling her story, I have tried to stay as close as possible to the known facts of her life, but where the record is unclear, I have written this novel in a way that I believe is true to its era. I wish to acknowledge the harm done to American Indians and to enslaved Africans and their descendants during the American colonial period, and I have also tried to imagine what it felt like to live within that world of rapid change when motivations were unclear and outcomes uncertain. My characters witness and sometimes perpetrate acts of brutality, and they sometimes express themselves in the prejudicial language of fear and ignorance. This story could have been told in many different ways, but my intention has been to express it in one of the ways it really could have happened.
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A NOTE ON NAMES







People


Anneke Jans in the New World is a fictionalized account of events that took place in the Dutch colony of New Netherland in the seventeenth century. The names of most of the characters appear in the historical documents of the period. Many of those characters use patronymics, a form of their father’s name that means “son of” or “daughter of,” rather than surnames. Anneke Jans, for example, is Anna daughter of Jan, but her oldest daughter is Sara Roelofs, Sara daughter of Roelof, and her oldest son is Jan Roelofsen, Jan son of Roelof.


Women are most often referred to by diminutives of their given names, so Anna Jans is known as Anneke (“Annie”), and her sister Maria Jans is Marritje (“Molly”).







Places


The colony of New Netherland included parts of what are now New York, New Jersey, Pennsylvania, Maryland, Connecticut, and Delaware. The most important place names in the novel are:




	New Amsterdam—the chief settlement, today’s lower Manhattan


	North River—today’s Hudson River


	Rensselaerswyck—the area surrounding today’s Albany, New York


	Fort Orange and Beverwyck—today’s Albany, New York


	Esopus and Wiltwyck—today’s Kingston, New York
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ARRIVAL







(1630)




New Amsterdam


When the Eendracht dropped anchor off the tip of Manhattan Island, Anneke should have been relieved that their long voyage was nearly over, but instead she stood by the railing of the ship, tightly gripping Roelof’s hand. Accustomed to the flat gray horizon of the Dutch polders, she found the spring sunlight sparkling off the pristine waters of the harbor unnerving, and the dense forest that covered the hills rising in the distance filled her with dread.


“How will we ever live here?” she asked. “There are no people, no buildings, nothing but wild animals and savages.”


“It’s too late to turn back now,” Roelof said. “And besides, there are people here. Look, there’s Fort Amsterdam.” He pointed to a small fortification directly ahead of them where two lounging sentries, matchlocks by their sides, stared at the newcomers. Closer to the water’s edge, a larger crowd had gathered to meet the newly arrived ship.


Roelof was right, of course, but knowing that it was too late to turn back, that they had left behind forever family and friends and the only home they had ever known only intensified Anneke’s fear. It was all her mother’s fault. All of Amsterdam had been awash in rumors of the vast fortunes to be made by investing in the colonial ventures of the Dutch West India Company, more commonly known as the WIC. Anneke had heard the rumors, just like everybody else, but she knew those vast fortunes weren’t for the likes of her and Roelof.


Her mother, Tryn Jonas, working as a dry nurse in the home of diamond merchant Kiliaen van Rensselaer, had had other ideas.


“Listen,” she said to her daughters Anneke and Marritje and to son-in-law Roelof, “here’s what we must do. The WIC has already sent more than one shipload of settlers to New Netherland, and there will be others. Where there are people, there will be babies. If I can get them to hire me as midwife, I can take care of myself and Marritje. Then, Heer Van Rensselaer has been granted a patroonship there. He’s willing to pay the expenses of families who will work on his farmsteads. Roelof, I want you and Anneke to be one of those families.” Anneke had protested, but Tryn prevailed, saying, “Anneke, a seaman’s wife lives like a widow even when her man’s still alive. Do this for Roelof so you can spend your time on Earth together instead of wondering whether he will ever come home again.”


Anneke gripped Roelof’s hand even more tightly and smiled up at him through her tears. “I don’t want to turn back,” she said. “I want to be with you.”


For the rest of the morning, tender boats ferried passengers, livestock, cargo, and crew from the Eendracht to the dock. Wolfert Gerritsen, who would be the new Director of Rensselaerswyck, shook hands with Roelof as he departed and gave Anneke a quick hug.


“I’m going to arrange to have farming equipment, livestock, and seed shipped ahead to Fort Orange. Then I’ll go there directly to make sure everything’s ready for your arrival. I’ll see you in a month or so.”


Anneke gathered up their meager possessions—clothing, bed linens, and a few cooking utensils—and packed them away in Roelof’s old sea chest. Had they brought enough? Tryn had assured them that everything they might possibly need would be available for purchase here, but looking at the half-finished buildings that lined the quay, Anneke had her doubts. Her packing completed, she turned her attention to four-year-old Sara and two-year-old Katryn. How in the world was she supposed to make them presentable after two months at sea? Washing was out of the question, so at last she contented herself with wiping their faces and dressing them in the clean aprons and caps she had set aside for their arrival.


Roelof gave final instructions to Claes and Jacob, the two farm boys Tryn had recruited to join their party. “Remember,” he told them, “we will not be staying long here in New Amsterdam, so don’t get too comfortable. Heer Van Rensselaer expects us to proceed north as quickly as possible. It’s already May, and he wants us to sow at least five morgens of wheat before the hard frosts come.”


At last their turn came to disembark, and Roelof and Anneke finally set foot on the land they planned to call home. Unsteady after so many long weeks at sea, Anneke walked cautiously along the unpaved road, trying not to step in the refuse that lay all about. The girls clung to her skirt, but they were fascinated by everything they saw. Sara spotted a group of copper-colored men wearing tight leather leggings and coats made of blue duffle. Their straight black hair appeared to be long in some places and shaved in others. “Look, Mamma,” she exclaimed. “Are those Wilden?”


“Hush, Daughter, it’s rude to stare,” Anneke said, but she herself was staring at a group of Africans who were making repairs to the fort. She had seen Africans before back in Amsterdam but never so many of them working together. Katryn had noticed a dead hog lying in the middle of the road and was trying to hold onto her mother with one hand while holding her nose with the other.


As they made their way along the waterfront, a pock-faced man with a heavy German accent called out from the door of his tavern to ask whether they needed a place to stay. “No,” Roelof replied, “but can you direct us to Dirck Holgertsen’s?”


“Sure I can,” the taverner answered, “but that’s Dirck over there.” He pointed to a stocky blond man loading wares from the Eendracht onto a cart.


Roelof waved his thanks and then hailed the carter in Norwegian. “Hei, Dirck, I have letters for you from Tryn Jonas.”


Dirck jerked his head up in surprise at being addressed in his native tongue. “Newcomers, heh? Help me get this lot delivered to the WIC warehouse, and then we’ll hear what Tryn has to say.”


Roelof and Claes began shifting heavy containers of axes and adzes while Jacob loaded bundles of undyed duffle. Anneke sat off to one side on their old sea chest, holding the sleeping Katryn on her lap. The quay was not crowded—at least not by Amsterdam standards—but everyone there seemed to bustle about with important business. A tall European dressed in a homemade costume of deerskin walked down the middle of the road with a bundle of beaver pelts slung over his shoulder. A group of people, both European and Wilden, were bartering for food. Where are the shops? she wondered. She noticed how few old people there were, none really, and how few women and children. So, she thought, it’s a country of young men. She reached over and pulled Sara close. “We’re on our own here, girls,” she whispered. “We’re going to have to make our own rules and be very quick-witted and careful if we mean to survive.”


After the last load had been delivered, Dirck helped Anneke and the girls clamber into the cart, and they set off for his house on the north side of the fort. “When we get there,” he cautioned them, “we will need to speak Dutch. My wife, Christine, is French, and she’s never gotten her tongue around Norwegian.”


“Mes cher enfants!” Christine exclaimed when she saw Sara and Katryn. She won their hearts by hustling them to the back of the house and setting them down before bowls of warm apple custard swimming in clotted cream—the first real food they had tasted since leaving Texel more than two months ago. She kissed Anneke on the cheek. “You poor thing. You must be exhausted. Sit here on your trunk and don’t worry about a thing. Tomorrow we will heat a kettle and wash all of your linens, but today you must rest.”


Christine bustled about setting everyone at ease. “You know,” she said to Sara, “I was also a little girl when I first came here six years ago.” Anneke looked at her quizzically. This tiny woman with frizzy black hair peeping out from under her cap was small enough to be a child, but clearly she was already a married woman with children of her own and another on the way.


“It’s true,” Christine said, turning to Anneke. “Well, I was a little older than your Sara but not by much, and my two little sisters were exactly the same ages your girls both are now. My father, God rest him, was a vintner in Valenciennes, Guilliam Vigne, but then the Spanish came, and since they meant either to kill us or convert us, he and Maman fled with the other Walloons to Leiden, and then, when the WIC gave them permission to create a community of their own here in the New World, they were ready to take the gamble.”


“What was it like back then?” Anneke asked.


“Ouf! You can’t imagine. There was nothing here, nothing. That first year we lived in holes in the ground, and then Maman had another baby—you know my brother Jan was the very first boy ever born here—but everything’s so much nicer now. You’ll see.”


Anneke smiled at her uncertainly. “I hope so.”


At last, after the girls had been put to bed and Claes and Jacob had gone out to explore, the adults sat down in the front room of the small house to visit. Roelof was awkwardly trying to smoke one of Dirck’s long clay pipes—a luxury he hadn’t been able to afford in Patria—but Anneke had declined. She would learn to smoke, of course she would, but today she didn’t want to embarrass herself.


“So, Roelof,” Dirck began, pulling his ladder-back chair closer to the hearth, “what takes you to Rensselaerswyck? There are a few fur traders up by Fort Orange, but otherwise not much going on up there.”


“We’re not going for peltries. Heer Van Rensselaer means to make his profit from agriculture. He’s hired me to manage one of the farms there, the one called De Laetsburg that’s across the river from the fort.”


“What would possess Van Rensselaer to entrust one of his precious farms to a Norwegian sailor with absolutely no farming experience?”


“Her moeder,” Roelof said, nodding toward Anneke.


“Of course.” Dirck laughed. “Tryn knows everyone.”


“How wonderful that she and your sister will be coming, too,” Christine said to Anneke. “We’ve needed a midwife for so long. I just hope she makes it in time.” She patted her own midriff and glanced knowingly at Anneke. Anneke blushed; she hadn’t realized she was already showing.


“You know there aren’t any other women up there,” Dirck said to Anneke. “You’ll be the only one.”


“No, I didn’t know,” Anneke answered, “but I was the only woman on the Eendracht, and I managed.”


“But what terms did Van Rensselaer give you?” Dirck turned back to Roelof. “What would it take to get you to drag your wife and daughters into this wilderness?”


“I think they’re pretty good ones,” Roelof said, gingerly trying to relight his pipe with a coal from the hearth. “For the next four years I’ll be his tenant farmer with a salary of one hundred and eighty guilders per year. Van Rensselaer will provide seed and stock. At the end of my contract, everything I build will belong to him, and I’ll return all of his initial investment, but then half of any surplus will be mine.”


“You know you’re never going to see a stiver of that money, don’t you?”


“Oh?” Roelof raised an eyebrow.


“Well, think about it. Everything you take from his warehouse for your personal use, and I mean everything, will be deducted from your salary. And then all of the accounts, and I mean all of them, will need to be sent back to Patria to be verified. How long did it take you to get here?”


“Not long. Just a couple of months.”


“Sixty-five interminable days at sea,” Anneke clarified.


“Hmm, that is pretty fast. Let’s say the average trip takes closer to three months. That means any request from here takes three months to arrive, at least another three months to be chewed over, and yet another three months for any possible decision to get back to us, by which time everything here already will have changed so whatever reply we receive will be irrelevant. And that’s why, whether we work for the Dutch West India Company or not, we all live in the Company’s town. The director, no matter who he is, has unlimited power.”


“Let’s hope Rensselaerswyck will be different,” Roelof said.


“Maybe it will be, maybe it will, but don’t expect to see any silver anytime soon.”


“But how can that be?” Anneke cried. “We’re counting on that salary. We have nothing of our own. We have children to feed. How will we live?”


“It will be all right.” Christine patted her arm. “You will learn to trade for what you need. Look,” she said, reaching into a chest and pulling out several strings of beads. “This is sewant. It’s made from seashells. The Wilden use it for ceremonial purposes, and we’ve taken to using it, too, as a form of currency. You’ll see tomorrow when we go to buy bread.”


“How do you get along with the Wilden?” Roelof asked. “We were told at home that they are gentle and loving.”


“Phew,” Dirck exhaled. “I suppose some of them might be gentle and loving, but they’re people just like anyone else, and some of them can be downright brutal. Europeans have different nations and tongues and religious beliefs, and so do the Wilden. The ones closest to us are called Wecquaesgeek, but each tribe has its own name. After you live here for a while, you’ll learn to tell them apart. Up north, where you’re going, you’ll see mainly Mohicans, but you’ll also run into Mohawks who bring their beaver to trade at Fort Orange. A couple of years ago, the Mohawks and the Mohicans were at war with each other, but things are pretty quiet now.”


“You may see some River Indians when you sail past Esopus Creek next week,” Christine added. “They farm there in the summer.”


“What about language?” Anneke asked. “How do they communicate?”


“Here in the south, they all seem to speak some version of the same language. There are all sorts of differences, but they seem to understand each other pretty well … just as we Northern Europeans do. Further north, the Mohawks speak a different tongue. Some of our fur traders claim to understand it, but I’m guessing they know only the words they need for trade—beaver, bear, how many, how much.”


“But our relations with them are correct,” Roelof said. “We haven’t taken their land by force, have we?”


“No, it’s the WIC’s policy to buy their land. Peter Minuit—he’s our director—bought the land we’re sitting on now for about sixty guilders worth of trade goods. It’s hard to say whether it was a fair price or not, but everyone seemed satisfied. The trouble is no one seems to understand what we purchased. The Wilden act like we are their tenant farmers. They come and go as they please, enter our homes, eat our food, even sleep on our floors.”


“When you outfit yourselves next week, be sure to take plenty of trade goods—tin mirrors, jaw harps, combs, beads,” Christine advised.


“But we’re not traders,” Roelof protested.


“You won’t earn your living by trading, but every interaction with the Wilden will include an exchange of gifts. They will give gifts to you, and you’d better have something on hand to give to them, that’s all.”


“And don’t worry about the Wilden,” Christine added. “There are plenty of other things out there that can kill you just as easily.”


Anneke looked at her with concern. This was not the reassurance she had been seeking.
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DE LAETSBURG FARM







(1630–1632)




The North River


The trip up the North River from Fort Amsterdam to Fort Orange took less than a week. The time they spent on the river sloop felt like a respite to Anneke. Sometimes when the tide was coming in, their small craft sped forward, but as the tide went out again, they began to tack, giving Anneke leisure to observe. Tall rock formations resembling palisades jutted up into the air on their left, and rugged mountains appeared in the distance ahead.


“Oh, Roelof!” she exclaimed, “I never thought it would be so beautiful. Do you imagine this is what the Rhine Valley looks like?” From time to time, she spied deer moving through the trees, and once she caught sight of a bear fishing from the shore. Occasionally she saw smoke rising in the distance and wondered whether it might be coming from Indian encampments. And when they sailed past the mouth of Esopus Creek, she did see people farming there. “Look,” she called out to Roelof, “there are women working in the field.”


“That must be because the men are all so lazy,” he joked. “Maybe we can learn something from them after all.”


A few days later, Anneke, sitting in the stern of their sloop, caught sight of the palisaded walls of Fort Orange. Within hours, their captain took advantage of the outgoing tide to bring their vessel to a juddering halt on the muddy bank of the river, and men rushed from the fort to lay planks across the mud for the disembarking passengers.


True to his word, Wolfert Gerritsen was there to meet them, but he seemed tired and out of sorts. The WIC had refused to ship the weapons, farm implements, livestock, and seed that he had been expecting, and Commissary Houten, who was in charge of the sixteen WIC soldiers garrisoned at Fort Orange, was downright hostile to the idea of any Rensselaerswyck colonists settling nearby and reluctant to provide assistance.


“So, what does that mean for us?” Roelof asked.


“Your farmhouse is nearly complete, so at least you’ll have a place to stay. I don’t have any wheat seed to give you, and for the time being, you’re going to have to make do with four horses. I’m trying to purchase additional livestock from settlers on Manhattan, and I’ll get them to you as soon as I can, but right now, that’s the best I can do.”


In the end, it was Commissary Houten, perhaps softened by the sight of Anneke and her girls, who gave Roelof the most useful information about what to expect on the other side of the river. “You’ll find the Wilden have already cleared the land,” he explained. “They do it by burning the trees, but they leave the stumps in the ground, so you and your lads will want to dig them out, and then in time you’ll want to be putting more land under plow, but one step at a time, heh?”


On the day they left the fort for their intended farm, the Commissary sent one of his men to guide them to the farmstead. “Here, mevrouw,” he slipped a parcel to Anneke. “This is dried venison. There’s plenty of game to be had in those woods, but this will tide you over until you’re settled in. Sloops will be arriving frequently for the rest of the summer, and your man can come over to the fort to pick up provisions, but when the river freezes, you’ll pretty much be on your own.”


Their farm would be on the east side of the North River. It was the whole reason they had come to this land. Carrying Katryn on her hip and pulling Sara by the hand, Anneke followed the others up the embankment with a sinking heart. Her back hurt, and she was fighting bouts of nausea, but at last, just when she thought she could walk no longer, they came to a clearing where blue and yellow wildflowers danced in the wind and filled the air with their scent. On the far side of the clearing she saw a small, swaybacked house-barn. Roelof stopped and pointed to the house. “This is it,” he said. “This is where we will make our home.” And Anneke smiled, happy for the first time since they left Amsterdam.


The summer was well advanced by the time Wolfert Gerritsen managed to get additional livestock—sheep, cows, and hogs—to Roelof, and there was still the question of what to plant and where to plant it. “Well, we do have some barley,” Roelof said to Claes and Jacob. “We might as well give it a try, but I don’t know how we’re going to get a plow into this ground.”


“Why don’t we burn off the grass the way the Wilden do?” Claes suggested.


The next day Roelof measured an area that he reckoned could be plowed in about five mornings, checked to see which way the wind was blowing, and strategically set fires in the dry grass. Anneke was the first to notice the wind shifting, and she screamed as the flames came rushing toward the house. “Sara, run!” she cried, as she scooped up Katryn and fled to a place of safety behind a boulder on the outskirt of the clearing. Roelof and the boys frantically drove the panicking horses and cows in the same direction. Anneke stared in dismay as the fire licked the edges of her doorway. She ran back once to grab the small trunk where most of their clothing was stored, but after that it was too late, and she sobbed as she watched the flames devour their home and everything within.


Roelof held her as she cried. “Come now,” he chided. “It’s just a building. The next one will be bigger and better. We’re all safe, and that’s the only thing that matters.”


“You don’t understand,” Anneke cried. “This is the only house I’ve ever lived in that I’ve been able truly to call my own.”


Wolfert Gerritsen, when he learned of the mishap, quickly rounded up a crew of two farmhands and a carpenter and brought them across the river to see what they could do about repairing the damage.


“Don’t worry, it happens to everyone,” he said to the chagrined Roelof, “but we’ll make the next one out of stone and see if we can’t get it to last a little longer.”


The hearth and chimney from the old house were still intact, so the men quickly built a living area with the hearth in the middle, a loft overhead for storing grain, and six box beds along the outer walls. Then, during the rest of the warm months, they added a barn with a large threshing floor, stalls for horses and cows, and pens for hogs and sheep. “There now, better than ever,” Roelof said. Anneke nodded, but in her heart she still missed their old house.


Anneke had naively thought that when her time came, she would take the sloop to New Amsterdam or at least be able to cross the river to Fort Orange, but one morning when she was out milking, her water burst. “Sara!” she screamed for her oldest daughter, “finish the milking. Don’t let it spoil!” And then she walked, slowly and deliberately, sometimes stopping for a strong contraction, back from the stable into the house. “Katryn,” she said calmly to her three-year-old, not wanting to frighten her, “run fetch Pappa. I need help.” Then she pulled a stool over, sank down on it, supporting her back against the wall, spread her legs wide and began pushing—gently at first and then with greater urgency.


Roelof came running, and for the next two hours he supported her, letting her grip his arm and helping her lean back against the wall and rock forward again to push. At last, he received his new baby daughter, wiped her clean and swaddled her, and gave her to Anneke to suckle. “I know you wanted a boy,” she whispered.


He wiped the sweat from her face and kissed her. “I want any child that God chooses to give us. I’m just sorry you won’t be able sit in bed with pink ribbons on your bonnet as you recover.”


Anneke laughed at the very thought of sitting idle in bed. “And I’m sorry we don’t have a paternity cap for you to flaunt. But it doesn’t matter,” she murmured, drowsily clutching her baby girl to her breast, “we’ll have other chances.” They named the infant Sofia and wanted to call her Fytje, but Katryn couldn’t make the f sound, so she became Sytje, and Sytje she would remain.


By their second spring on the farm, Sara and Katryn were old enough to help with chores, but Anneke often found that she could get more done if she sent them “to look for berries.” With the entire farm theirs to explore, every day became a day of discovery.


“Mamma, Mamma!” they cried. “We saw a tiny bear!”


“Bears aren’t tiny.”


“But we saw one! And it had stripes on its tail and a mask on its face, and three tiny, tiny baby bears walking in a line behind it, and oh! Mamma! if we catch one, can we keep it?”


“Maybe when Baby Sytje is a little bigger. Let’s talk about it then, heh?”


And then, “Mamma, Mamma! We saw two royal birds, and one of them was blue and the other red, and they both had crowns on their heads, and we think the blue one is the pappa bird and the red one is the mamma.”


“And why do you think that?”


“Because the red one is the prettiest, and we think the mamma should always be the prettiest.”


Anneke was pleased by their adventurousness, but she was also mindful of what Christine had warned her about—a poisonous snake that made a noise like a dried gourd, mushrooms that looked good to eat but made you sick—but so far the girls had found only things that were beautiful and enchanting.


But then there came the day when they ran in shouting, “Mamma, Mamma! Wilden!” Anneke, who had been slicing cabbage for koolsla, stiffened. Roelof and the others were out spreading manure, too far away to help. Still holding her heavy knife, she walked slowly to the open door and saw at the edge of the clearing a boy of about eight holding two smaller girls by their hands.


“Well, girls. I guess if you have guests, you had best give them something to eat.” She cut off large slabs of roggebrood, smeared them thickly with butter, and handed them to Sara, who was bouncing up and down in excitement. Then, standing with Katryn in the doorway, ready to intervene at any second, she watched as her six-year-old daughter marched over to the strangers and offered them the dense rye bread with one hand while making an eating gesture with the other. The small girls tried to run, but the older boy held them fast and stretched out his hand to accept a piece of bread. Then, as Anneke looked on, Sara drew herself up to her full height and said in her best grown-up voice, “Ik heet Sara.”


The children looked at Sara in puzzlement, so she tried again. This time she simply put her hand on her chest and said, “Sara.” Then she pointed to the boy, who copied her gesture and said, “Kitpul.” Seeming pleased with their accomplishment, they both broke out laughing.


Sara apparently wanted more. She gestured toward the entire group and said, “Wilden.”


Again, Kitpul copied her gesture, but he said, “Mohican.” Then he made a circling gesture that took in the entire farmstead and said, “Swanneken.”


Sara hesitated, and Anneke wondered how she would respond. Everyone at the farm spoke Norwegian, but Sara also knew the land they were living on belonged to the Dutch. At last, she said with great dignity, “Europeans.”


Roelof was alarmed to learn of the strange visit, but Anneke was quick to reassure him. “They were just children. They were curious. And anyway, if we are to make our home here, we must have good neighbors.”


“Children have parents, you know, and there’s no reason to suppose they have any love of us.”


“And there’s no reason to suppose they don’t. If the youngsters come again, I don’t see any harm in letting our girls spend time with them. I promise I will keep a close eye on everyone.”


The following week when Anneke was out in the farmyard straining the morning milk, she was not alarmed to hear the girls cry, “Mamma, Mamma! Wilden!” She again prepared rye bread and butter, but when she looked toward the clearing, she realized that Kitpul was accompanied not by small children but by a young woman. She let Sara carry the bread again, but this time she went with her. When they reached the clearing, Sara, acting as though she were in charge of introductions, put her hand on her mother’s hip and said, “Anneke.”


“Welanie,” Kitpul responded, pursing his lips and jerking his chin toward his companion.


Anneke and Sara shared their bread, and then Welanie opened her notas, an elaborately beaded pouch, and poured seeds of maize and squash into her hand. She nodded toward Anneke’s kitchen garden and made a digging gesture. She wanted to help with the planting. The two women and the girls worked together for the rest of the afternoon planting mounds of maize alternating with squash while Kitpul “supervised.” When their work was finished, Sara whispered, “Mamma! Give her a gift.”


Taken unawares, Anneke, without thinking, reached up under her cap, pulled out her bodkin, the long needle she used to lace up her bodice, and handed it to Welanie. The younger woman stared at the strange object for a moment, but then she beamed her thanks. “Wanishi!” They had both touched other worlds.


Kitpul was a frequent guest for the rest of the summer. Sometimes he came alone, sometimes with Welanie, and sometimes with other children. Katryn was still shy around the youngsters, but Sara spent almost all of her time roaming about with her new friends, learning their language and playing their games. Kitpul and the others taught her which plants of the forest were best to eat, which ones could heal, where to catch fish, and how to steal ducks’ eggs. They raced toads, and caught fireflies, and sucked honeysuckle together, and Kitpul taught Sara the Mohican names of the strange creatures that had so enchanted her when she first encountered them the previous year. The royal blue bird with its perky crown would always be tiyas to her, so much more attractive than blauwe gaai. She was disappointed to learn that the royal red bird with its equally perky crown was not the consort of the blue one, but instead the male of a different species. When Kitpul showed her the dull brown female, she cried, “But why? I thought the girls were always supposed to be prettier.”


“Not so,” Kitpul replied. “The male must always be the boldest.”


Welanie, when she visited, worked with Anneke either in the garden or in the cooking area. She prowled around the house, examining unfamiliar objects, lifting the sleeping curtains to peer inside the box beds, and sniffing and tasting anything that Anneke happened to be making. She seemed fascinated by chubby blond Sytje and spent hours helping the infant stand and crawl and tickling her toes. Welanie never came without a gift, usually food, but once a beaded notas that became Anneke’s dearest treasure, and Anneke, out of gratitude, almost always sent her home with some sort of trinket—once a mirror, another time a comb, and then a paper of pins. She wasn’t trading. No, she knew trading was forbidden, but surely there was nothing wrong in making a gift, especially when it came from the heart and she expected no personal gain.
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