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Acclaim for David A. Price’s
LOVE AND HATE IN JAMESTOWN
“Not only intellectually palatable, but also a juicy feast of compelling  storytelling. . . . Love and Hate in Jamestown deserves an honored spot  in any history buff’s library.” —Fort Worth Star-Telegram 
“Greed, arrogance, intrigue, valor, stupidity, suspense, and cataclysmic  tragedy. . . . Price interweaves all these elements with a graceful, reportorial style that never forgets the humanity of the individuals involved.”  —The Orlando Sentinel
“The most historically correct and stylistically elegant rendering of  John Smith and Pocahontas that I have ever read.” —Joseph J. Ellis, author of Founding Brothers
“The story David Price tells so lucidly is far more compelling than the  popular tale. . . . A splendid book.” —The Christian Science Monitor
“John Smith . . . is scrupulously brought to life. . . . Price has re-created  a figure to whom this nation owes a debt.” —The Dallas Morning News
“The Jamestown story is splendidly realized. . . . Firmly grounded in  original sources, particularly Smith’s own vivid records, and in later  scholarship.” —Detroit Free Press
“A superb narrative of the founding of the first colony.”
—The New York Sun
“[Price] has perused literally all existing records, letters, articles, manuscripts, shipping accounts, slavery files, and other accounts to bring us  the real story of the complex first years of the colony. . . . A valuable  study.” —The Decatur Daily
“In Price’s research, both Smith and Pocahontas emerge as full, compelling characters.” —Washington City Paper
“[An] admirable new history. . . . A fine book, one that personifies the  virtues I esteem in a work of popular history: clarity, intelligence,  grace, novelty, and brevity.” —David L. Beck, San Jose Mercury News
“[An] impeccably researched and very able retelling. . . . The intersection of the Jamestown story with the careers of Smith and Pocahontas  makes a fascinating narrative, and Price has done it full justice.”
—The Independent (London)
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1
PROLOGUE
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In the year 1606, on a Roman tennis court, the artist Caravaggio  killed an opponent after an argument over a foul call. A middle-aged  mathematician named Galileo Galilei, who had not yet built his first  telescope, published a book of observations about the recent appearance of a supernova in the sky. Japan’s first shogun, Ieyasu Tokugawa,  had recently begun his rule. The Dutch painter Rembrandt was born.  In Oxford, Cambridge, and Canterbury, forty-seven scholars appointed  by the king were laboring over a new translation of the Scriptures,  which would come to be known as the King James Bible. A new play  called Macbeth opened in London. And in late December, in London’s  River Thames, three small ships were anchored, awaiting a voyage  across the Atlantic.
Those three ships—the Susan Constant, the Godspeed,  and the  Discovery—went on to change the course of history. After a series of  fruitless attempts by the English to create an outpost in North  America, the voyagers of 1606 finally broke through. The colony that  they established at Jamestown would open the way for later English  settlements up and down the East Coast, and eventually for the United  States itself.
The Jamestown colony was an entrepreneurial effort, organized  and financed by the Virginia Company of London, a start-up venture  chartered eight months earlier; its business model was to extract profits from the gold, silver, and other riches supposedly to be found in  that region of North America. Also, because no one yet knew the  extent of the North American continent, the company expected to find a trade route by river through Virginia to the Pacific. (Religious conversion of the natives was a distant third objective.) The enterprise was  a joint-stock company, its equity held by a limited circle of investors.  In a little over two years, the Virginia Company would have its initial  public stock offering at twelve pounds, ten shillings a share. English  America was a corporation before it was a country.
Few of the investors were actually on the three ships, fortunately  for them. The colony’s ultimate success would come at a fearsome  price: disease, hunger, and hostile natives left behind a toll of misery  and death. Most of the 105 or so adventurers who went on the ships  would be dead within months, and that was only the first wave of mortality to hit the colony.
It’s amazing the settlement survived at all. The alien territory of  Virginia would have been a challenge to the best of explorers. But the  1606 expedition, by and large, was not made up of the best, or for that  matter the brightest. Half of the colonists aboard the three ships were  “gentlemen”—upper-class indolents who, as events unfolded, literally  would not work to save their own lives. (The true meaning of the word  “gentleman” in those days is suggested by the 1605 George Chapman  farce Eastward Ho, involving adventurers making ready for a voyage to Virginia; one character instructs another, “Do nothing; be like a  gentleman, be idle; the curse of man is labor.”) Worse, the “gentlemen” of Jamestown comprised most of the colony’s leaders, who came  to revile and plot against one another as the sick and the starving were  dropping dead around them.
The survival of the small English outpost was thanks mostly to two  extraordinary people, one a commoner and one a royal. The commoner was Captain John Smith, a former soldier with an impatient  nature and a total lack of respect for his social betters—or anyone else  who hadn’t proven himself through his merits. The royal was Pocahontas, the beautiful, headstrong daughter of the most powerful chief  in Virginia.
The names of John Smith and Pocahontas have by now passed into  American legend. Like the Jamestown story as a whole, their stories  have been told over the generations with varying degrees of accuracy.  The imaginative 1995 Walt Disney Co. movie, for example, endowed  Pocahontas with a Barbie-doll figure, dressed her in a deerskin from  Victoria’s Secret, and made her Smith’s love interest. Or, as Peggy Lee  sang,
Captain Smith and Pocahontas 
Had a very mad affair 
When her daddy tried to kill him 
She said, “Daddy, oh don’t you dare 
He gives me fever with his kisses 
Fever when he holds me tight 
Fever, I’m his missus 
Oh Daddy, won’t you treat him right.”1

Trouble is, Smith and Pocahontas were never romantically involved.  That isn’t surprising; when Smith was in Virginia, Pocahontas was a  girl of eleven or so. The real Pocahontas was a child of privilege in her  society—that is, the Powhatan Empire—who was curious about the  English newcomers, befriended Smith, and gave him and the rest of  the English crucial assistance. Years later, looking back on her contributions, Smith would recall that her “compassionate pitiful [pitying]  heart . . . gave me much cause to respect her.” 2 He credited her with  saving the colony. The English in Virginia, for their part, chose a  strange way to repay her: after Smith left the colony, they kidnapped  her and held her hostage for ransom from her father, Chief Powhatan.  Yet during that time, she came to embrace English ways, married a  thoroughly lovestruck Englishman named John Rolfe, and lived out  the rest of her short life in his country.
Smith, at the other end of the social scale, was born in 1580 in rustic Willoughby by Alford, Lincolnshire, to a simple farm family, putting him just one rung above peasanthood. Soldiering was to be his  ticket out. He was of slightly below-average height, even by the standards of his time, measuring in at perhaps five-foot-three or five-foot-four, but he was stocky and tough. He had dark hair and a full beard,  and eyes that showed intelligence and confidence. In a portrait made  later in his life, Smith meets the onlooker’s gaze with neither haughtiness nor servility, but instead with unassuming equality—an unusual  attitude in his class-conscious homeland. “He was honest, sensible,  and well informed,” Thomas Jefferson wrote of him a century and a  half later.
The young John Smith attended grammar school in nearby Louth  while dreaming of overseas adventure; at the age of thirteen, no longer  content with fantasizing, he tried to run away from home in hopes of  making his way abroad. His father, George Smith, had other ideas and succeeded in stopping him. At fifteen, bowing unhappily to his father’s  wishes, John Smith became an apprentice to a merchant. A year or two  later, however, in a bittersweet turn of events for the young man, the  path to the sea became open: Smith’s father died.3
This time, there was no one to stand in John Smith’s way. Bored  with counting his master’s money, Smith headed to the Continent and  fought under a Captain Joseph Duxbury in the Netherlands, aiding  that country in its war of independence against Spain. Life on the  battlefield agreed with him. Returning to England a few years later, he  had a plan ready: He withdrew to “a little woody pasture,” as he called  it, to make a single-minded study of all things martial. He was twenty  years old.
In that pasture, Smith showed the first signs of what would become  his lifelong preoccupation with practical knowledge. He practiced  horsemanship. He read Machiavelli’s The Art of War. He learned the  life story of Marcus Aurelius, the Roman emperor and Stoic philosopher (and patriarch of the 2000 film Gladiator). Smith became an  explosives expert, with the aid of a translated copy of Vannoccio  Biringuccio’s Pirotechnia.  He memorized codes for sending signals over  distances using torchlight. Although some of his study seems more on  the side of erudition than practicality, Smith would have seen no bright  line between the two: history, biography, and munitions were all pragmatic subjects that a military man needed to operate effectively in the  world.
Smith was ready to embark on his chosen profession. He made his  way back to the Continent. In the summer of 1601, he enlisted with  Austrian forces in Hungary that were fighting the occupying armies of  the Turkish Ottoman Empire, the Muslim superpower that had conquered much of Central Europe, North Africa, and the Middle East.  In Hungary, Smith deployed his signaling torches, his explosives (he  called them his “fiery dragons”), and other devices and strategems to  lethal effect, earning himself the title of captain. Here he experienced a  taste of meritocracy: with individual excellence and contribution came  respect and advancement. It made its impression on the young soldier.
His fortunes took a decided turn for the worse on a cold winter’s  day in 1602, when he was captured on the battlefield in present-day  Romania. He was taken to an auction with others to be sold into  slavery—“like beasts in a market-place,” he recalled. Smith ended up  on a Turkish farm under a cruel master, where his head was shaved bare and a ring of iron placed around his neck. He found he was joining hundreds of slaves—European, Turk, and Arab—who informed  him that escape was impossible. That was all he needed to hear. He was  laboring in the fields one day when the master came by on horseback  to beat him; seizing his chance, Smith turned the tables, beating the  man to death with a threshing bat. Smith then put on the dead man’s  clothes and took off on his horse for friendly territory.4
Smith wrangled a place in the Virginia expedition several years  afterward. The historical record doesn’t reveal why he was picked. The  leadership of the Virginia Company probably saw him simply as a  hired military hand in case of an attack from the Spanish or trouble  with the natives. If so, he proved to be larger than that role. No matter  how or why he got the job, it seems obvious in retrospect that he was  unusually well suited to become the colony’s leader, as he ultimately  did. His adventures in Hungary gave him the experience of dealing  with foreigners both as comrades and as adversaries. Those years also  shaped his distinctive worldview, one in which ignorance was to be  treated as a dangerous enemy, and in which people were to be judged  by their effectiveness rather than by their bloodlines.
Hence, unlike most Englishmen of his day, Smith believed it was  important to understand and deal with the natives as they actually were,  not as symbols of primitive evil or virtue. Accordingly, he studied the  Powhatan language and culture closely, and indeed, he left behind our  most detailed ethnographic writings on those people. With the benefit  of that information, he was able to keep Chief Powhatan at bay through  a mix of diplomacy and intimidation—not through massacre—at a  time when the Powhatan Empire outnumbered the English by well  over a hundred to one. It was this record that led several of Smith’s  admirers among the colonists to write later, with only slight exaggeration, that “thou Virginia foild’st, yet kep’st unstained”—that is, he  foiled the natives in Virginia, but didn’t stain Virginia with their blood.
At the same time, Smith faced the daunting task of whipping his  own countrymen into shape, particularly “the better sort” (as gentlemen were often called). They “exclaim of all things, though they never  adventured to know any thing,” Smith groused, “nor ever did anything  but devour the fruits of other men’s labors.” The gallants, he added  with a sneer, were discontented because they didn’t have “any of their  accustomed dainties, with feather beds and down pillows, taverns and  alehouses in every breathing place, neither plenty of gold and silver and dissolute liberty as they expected.” Once they were truly under  Smith’s thumb, as he moved from serving as a council member to  colony president, he gave the “better sort” reason to squirm with his  decree that “he that will not work shall not eat.” 5
All that was to come later. As the three ships sat at anchor in late  1606, there was little reason to assume that the mission would succeed.  The crews could lose heart and mutiny, like the crew of explorer  Sebastian Cabot almost a century earlier. The ships could go down in  bad weather, as Sir Humphrey Gilbert’s did during a 1583 attempt at  colonizing. And, of course, the colony could establish itself and then  fail for any number of reasons, like the Roanoke settlements of 1585  and 1587.
Those expeditions, organized by Sir Walter Ralegh, sent colonists  to Roanoke Island off present-day North Carolina. Ralegh—or  Raleigh, or Rawleyghe—became famous to succeeding generations for  an alleged episode of chivalry involving Queen Elizabeth and a mud  puddle. (Ralegh supposedly took off his best cloak and laid it over the  puddle for the queen to step over.) In his own time, Ralegh was better  known as an accomplished mariner and poet and as a handsome object  of the queen’s affection. Like Humphrey Gilbert, his half brother, he  was also known for his enthusiastic butchery of the Irish as an officer in  that country, not sparing women or children.
After he received encouraging reports from a brief reconnaissance  mission to Virginia, Ralegh sent off his first colonizing expedition  from England in April 1585; it left 107 men at Roanoke that summer.  Ralph Lane, one of their leaders, was awestruck by, as he wrote, the  “huge and unknowen greatnesse” of the continent. Things went awry  early on; the colony lost most of its food supply when its supply ship,  the Tiger,  struck ground during a storm; salt water flowed in and  spoiled the provisions. That meant the settlers would have to live off  the land—or freeload off the natives. Lane opted for the latter, using  the threat of force when charity wasn’t forthcoming. (Perhaps fortunately for the natives of Roanoke Island, Ralegh himself never set foot  in the New World.) After putting up with the English through the  winter, the natives began starving them out. In June, after months of  desperation, the colonists were rescued by Sir Francis Drake and taken  back home.
The next attempt took a different and less militaristic tack, with  Ralegh sending a group of 110 men, women, and children under the rule of a painter, John White. Two of the women, including White’s  daughter, were pregnant and soon gave birth to the first English  children to be born in the New World. A month after the settlers  arrived at Roanoke, White headed back to England for supplies. War  between England and Spain kept White from returning until 1590.  When he did, he found that the settlers—including his daughter and  granddaughter—had disappeared without a trace. There were no bodies or any other signs of a struggle. The only clues were a tree carved  with the letters “CRO” and a post carved with the word “CROATOAN.” From this, White logically inferred that the group had  moved to Croatoan Island, home of the Croatoan tribe. But bad  weather, and the snapping of two anchor cables, foiled his plan to sail  to that island to investigate; with his return to England went the last  chance of finding the so-called Lost Colony. No Europeans would  ever see the colonists again.6
Such was England’s record of failure upon failure in attempting to  create foreign outposts. In 1606, some 114 years after Christopher  Columbus’s world-altering discovery, England remained less than a  third-rate colonial power. Indeed, the notion that English-speaking  people would someday occupy and govern most of the North American continent would have seemed literally insane. The unimportant  island nation of England was noted mostly for its irksome privateers—  government-licensed pirates, in effect—who looted Spanish cargo  ships.
England’s record up to that point looked even less promising when measured against the already far-flung empires of Portugal and  Spain. By 1606, Portuguese explorers had long since established sizable colonies within present-day Brazil, India, and Indonesia. The  Portuguese had been administering the port of Macau, on the coast of  China, since 1556 (as they would continue to do until 1999). From  their colonies in coastal Africa, the Portuguese were playing a pivotal  and inglorious role in the European slave trade, transporting Africans  to European colonies in South America.
Then there was Spain, the other colonial superpower of the day. Decades earlier, Vasco Núñez de Balboa had marched through  Panama to find the Pacific Ocean; Pedro Menéndez de Avilés had  founded St. Augustine, Florida; law student turned explorer Hernando  Cortés had conquered the Aztecs in Mexico; and Francisco Pizarro  had crushed the Incas in Peru. Francisco Vásquez de Coronado had explored vast stretches of the present-day southwestern United States  and stumbled upon the Grand Canyon. All told, Spain in 1606 dominated most of South America, Central America, Florida, Cuba, and the  Philippines. Since 1580, in fact, Portugal itself had been under the  Spanish crown, and it would remain so until 1640.
Along the way, the conquistadors built a well-deserved reputation  for brutishness. After the Aztecs received Cortés as a god, he and his  forces kidnapped their emperor, plundered their treasures, massacred  their nobility, and destroyed their capital city of Tenochtitlán. Pizarro  essentially repeated the pattern in Peru, taking a son of the recently  deceased emperor for a ransom of tons of silver and gold. The encomienda system in the Spanish territories, which granted ownership of an area’s natives to a favored Spanish settler or military man, then  enslaved the people of those once-powerful empires.7
The leaders of the Jamestown venture—who needed no excuse to  hate their Spanish enemies anyway—were disgusted by the Spaniards’  record of bloodthirst. “No Spanish intention will be entertained by us neither to hereby root out the naturals [natives], as the Spaniards  have done in Hispaniola and other parts,” vowed colonist William  Strachey. A group of colonists, defending the colony’s “charitable”  treatment of the natives, later wrote caustically of “others not pleasing,  that we washed not the ground with their [the natives’] bloods, nor  showed such strange inventions in mangling, murdering, ransacking,  and destroying as did the Spanyards the simple bodies of such ignorant soules.” The meager economic fruits of the Virginia colony could  not be compared to the riches brought home by the Spanish, the group argued, because “what the Spanyard got was chiefely the spoyle  and pillage of those countrey people, and not the labors of their owne hands.” A 1609 tract of the Virginia Company pledged that the  natives would be won over to English ways, “not by stormes of raging  cruelties (as West India was converted) with rapiers point and musket  shot, murdering so many millions of naked indians, as their stories doe relate, but by faire and loving meanes, suiting to our English  natures.” The company’s governing council in London, in a 1610  report, ridiculed the Spaniards’ purported religious justification for  their doings:
To preach the Gospel to a nation conquered, and  to set their souls at liberty when we have brought their bodies into slavery, it may be a matter sacred to the  preachers, but I do not know how justifiable in the  rulers, who for their mere ambition do set upon it the gloss of religion. Let the divines of Salamanca  [Spain’s University of Salamanca] discuss that question  how the possessor of the West Indies [i.e., Spain] first  destroyed and then instructed.8
As it happened, the Powhatans also hated the Spanish. A Spanish  party had come to the Chesapeake Bay around 1560 and captured a  teenage Powhatan boy; he was baptized and renamed Don Luis de  Velasco. Don Luis was educated in Mexico and Spain, and then  brought back to Virginia ten years afterward to establish a Catholic  mission. Don Luis fled, returning to his own people, and the  Powhatans took their revenge on the Spanish by killing the missionaries. The Spanish, tipped off to the events by a native prisoner, sent a  gunboat in 1572 to retaliate and look for survivors. The Powhatans’  memory of the affair was still fresh in the early 1600s.9
But if the English were opposed to the Spanish and their ways, and the Powhatans were as well, why did they become antagonists?  Indeed, the Virginia Company, with its intended policy of “liberality”  toward the natives to win them over, envisioned a sort of peaceful  coexistence between the two groups. Toward that end, the colonists  were to seek out only uninhabited ground for settlement. The clue to  the trouble, of course, lies in the sympathetic phrase “ignorant souls.”  The English, while more humanely inclined than the Spanish at this  stage, still saw the natives as savages—and that was their everyday term  for them: “savages.” (It was sometimes rendered as “salvages” in the  chaotic spelling of the day.)
To understand what the English actually meant, though, one has to  set aside the intervening four hundred years of American racial history.  Seen through the prism of those four hundred years, the English attitude looks like racism; how could it not be? Improbably enough,  though, the English of 1606 were not generally racist in their view of  the Virginia natives—not in the conventional sense. The English did  not believe that white people like themselves were innately superior  and the natives innately inferior; savagery had nothing to do with biology. It also did not signify that the natives were necessarily fierce (some tribes were, some weren’t). For the English, “savagery” instead referred to the cultural condition of primitivity. The opposite of “savage” was not “white”; it was “civilized” or “Christian.”
This may sound, at first, like a distinction without a difference, but  its implications were significant. It meant savagery was only the starting point for a people’s progression toward modernity. It was a temporary condition, which did not render those within it less than fully  human. Savages could not rightfully be enslaved. Violence could not  be unleashed against savages without just cause. Reflecting the spirit of  the time, Strachey wrote of the natives, “We are taught to acknowledge every man that beareth the impression of God’s stamp to be not  only our neighbor but to be our brother.” John Smith later denounced  an English mariner named Thomas Hunt for capturing twenty-seven  natives in New England and selling “these poore innocent soules” into  slavery in Spain.
The English did not exclude themselves from the progression: in  the days of Roman conquest, as the English now saw it, the Britons  themselves were the savages. The civilizing influence of the Roman  conquerors, and later of the Christian gospel, had lifted the English up from that savagery. Supporters of the colony expected it to bestow  the same benefits on the natives through a relationship of benevolent  cultural imperialism—peaceable unless the natives struck first—and  mutually beneficial trade.10
The lack of a racial component to the English attitudes is unsurprising, given that the English in fact regarded the natives as white  people (unlike the Moors and black Africans they knew by reputation).  The natives were born white, the English believed, and then their skin changed color—from the effects of the dyes that they used to  decorate themselves and to ward off mosquitoes. (A colonist aboard  the first voyage would recall, “Their skynn is tawny, not so born, but with dying and paynting themselves, in which they delight greatly.”  Another suggested, “They would be of good complexion if they would  leave painting, which they use on their face and shoulders.”) After an  Englishman named William Parker was captured by the natives and  reunited with the colonists several years afterward, an observer marveled that Parker had “grown so like both in complexion and habit to  the Indians that I only knew him by his tongue to be an Englishman.” 11
While English attitudes were enlightened by the standard of the  era, they were not totally benign from the natives’ viewpoint. Far from  it: the civilizing effect of the Romans’ influence served, in turn, as a justification for the English to settle in Virginia in the first place.  “Why, what injury can it be to people of any nation for Christians to  come unto their ports, havens, or territories,” William Strachey asked,  “when the law of nations, which is the law of God and man, doth privilege all men to do so?”
It was no injury at all, he answered. The English settlers were  merely doing for the natives what others had done for the English:  “Had not this violence and this injury been offer’d unto us by the  Romans, we might yet have lived overgrown Satyrs, rude and untutor’d, wand’ring in the woods, dwelling in caves, and hunting for our  dinners as the wild beasts in the forests for their prey.” Similarly, the  Virginia Company argued that it was justifiable to occupy part of the  local land, not only because there was plenty of unoccupied territory  on the huge continent to go around, but also because “there is no other  moderate and mix’d course to bring them to conversion but by daily  conversation where they may see the life and learn the language of  each other.” In the end, the backers of the colony believed, the natives  would be grateful: “Their children when they come to be saved, will  blesse the day when first their fathers saw your faces.”12
So it was that the members of the first Jamestown voyage boarded  the Susan Constant, the Godspeed, and the Discovery on December 19  and 20 of 1606—most of them with pure hearts and empty heads,  expecting to find riches, welcoming natives, and an easy life on the  other shore.
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2
THE CROSSING
[image: image]
The departure of the expedition drew little attention at the time.  The three ships left without fanfare from docks at Blackwall,  located in what is now known as the London Docklands, just downriver on the Thames from central London. From there, they journeyed through the river’s crowded shipping lanes toward the English  Channel.
The flagship of the voyage, the 120-ton Susan Constant, was modest enough in size, around 116 feet in all. The others were smaller still:  the Godspeed was roughly 68 feet long and had a capacity of 40 tons; the  Discovery, about 50 feet and 20 tons. Yet even these figures make the  ships sound larger than they were. The Godspeed, for instance, was 68 feet long in theory—if one measured from tip to tip. About a quarter  of that length, though, was taken up by the spars overhanging her bow  and stern, leaving an actual deck length of 52 feet or so. That figure, a  more realistic measure of the ship’s usable area for the voyagers, is  equivalent in today’s terms to the length of three parking spaces. The  Godspeed was around 15 feet wide at its broadest point.1
How the men were able to cope with their cramped quarters over  the four-month journey is difficult to conceive. The 105 or so colonists  were joined by some 39 crewmen, with the result that 71 bodies somehow had to be jammed onto the flagship, 52 on the Godspeed, and 21 on  the tiny Discovery. The ships had not even been built to carry passengers; they were cargo ships. Christopher Columbus, in his first crossing of the Atlantic, sailed with two-thirds the number of men in larger  vessels. The  Endurance, the vessel of Ernest Shackleton’s ill-fated Antarctic expedition, was 144 feet and carried 28 men. In a 1985 reenactment of the Jamestown voyage, on a modern replica of the Godspeed,  those on board found the situation trying—and that time, there were  only fourteen of them. “That, to me, is a really hard one to fathom—  fifty-two people on that boat,” said Neil Tanner, a crew member. “We  talked about that a lot. With the fourteen of us, it was crowded.” 2
Apart from the cabins already in place for the crew, the ships  undoubtedly had a few cabins jerry-built for some of the more elevated  gentlemen of the mission. Foremost among these was Edward-Maria  Wingfield, a charter investor in the Virginia Company. Wingfield was  wellborn (his father was a godson of Queen Mary) and was accompanied on the voyage by at least two servants. He had been trained as a lawyer; he studied at Lincoln’s Inn, one of London’s four Inns of Court, before taking on military service in the Netherlands and then Ireland. Wingfield would soon become the Jamestown colony’s  first president but would slink back to England in disgrace less than a  year after the landing. With good reason, the venerable Dictionary of  National Biography would, in the late 1880s, deem him “self-confident,  pompous, and puffed up by a sense of his own superior birth and position, unable to co-operate with common men and unfit to rule them.”  The British Empire in America, John Oldmixon’s history published in  London in 1708, would judge him “a covetous haughty person.”
John Smith, like the rest of the passengers, would have slept on a  straw mattress on the decks or in a hammock. His companions there  were the less exalted gentlemen, as well as the various tradesmen and  laborers who had signed on. Among the latter, some are known today  only as lines in the passenger list: Henry Tavin, laborer; John Herd and  William Garret, bricklayers; Nicholas Scott, drummer. Unlike the  Roanoke expedition, this one had no women on board. There were  four boys: Samuell Collier, Nathaniell Pecock, James Brumfield, and  Richard Mutton.3
Well-to-do and poor, young and old, the passengers had one thing  in common: they had legal ownership of their own bodies. The ships  were not carrying any slaves; the slave trade would take another dozen  years to reach Virginia, in the form of twenty or so Africans brought  over on a Dutch man-of-war. In another sense, though, all of the passengers were in servitude, having bound themselves—in return for a  one-way ocean passage and a share of the company’s profits—to obey  the company’s appointed leaders and to work without wages. The length of that servitude is uncertain, but was probably around seven  years.
The passengers may have had something else in common: a sense  of disquiet regarding their crew. From the time they boarded, the  colonists must have wondered whether they had made a serious  mistake in trusting the sailors with their lives and welfare. On November 23, about a month before the departure, the Susan Constant had  crashed into another ship while sitting at anchor. The Susan Constant  suffered minor damage; the other ship, the Philip and Francis, came out  worse and needed extensive repairs. When the case went to the High  Court of Admiralty in mid-December, the sailors of the Philip and  Francis maintained that the men of the Susan Constant had failed to  adjust their anchor cables to keep the ship clear because they were  “tiplinge and singinge.” (John Harvey of the Susan Constant averred  that “none of the company of the Susan Constant were drunck or had  drunck hard to his knowledge when the said hurte hapned, for as he  sayth there was no other beare but four shillinges beere on borde at  that tyme.”)
Along with the colonists and crew, the three ships held provisions,  tools, and the parts for a smaller boat to be assembled in Virginia for inland exploration. The Susan Constant was armed with cannon for protection against pirates. The ships also carried another crucial  article—namely, a sealed box containing the Virginia Company’s  instructions to the colonists and the names of the settlement’s leaders.  For safety’s sake, there were three copies, one on board each ship, in  case one of the ships was unlucky enough to run into trouble on the  way across. The instructions were to be opened “within four and  twenty hours” of arrival at Virginia, the company directed, “and not  before.”
Smith traveled on the Susan Constant, which was under the command of Christopher Newport. Newport, a battle-tested veteran of  the Atlantic, had Smith’s respect—at least for the time being. For fifteen years, off and on, Newport had been a privateer raiding Spanish  freighters in the Caribbean. A group of London merchants financed  his missions and shared in his spoils, all under the approving eye of the British government. Commanding a series of privateer ships—the  Little John, the Margaret,  and the Golden Dragon—Newport captured  or destroyed some twenty Spanish vessels. Among his exploits was his leadership in the capture of the greatest English plunder of the century, the  Madre de Dios, off the Azores in August 1592. In bringing  the Madre de Dios to port in England with its treasure of more than five hundred tons of spices, silks, gemstones, and other valuables, he  became England’s preeminent mariner of the American seas. He continued to return to Caribbean waters; in 1605, knowing of King James’s  fascination with exotic animals, he brought back two baby crocodiles  and a wild boar as gifts for the king.
The Virginia Company put great store in Newport’s reputation.  Besides giving him the helm of the fleet’s largest ship, the company put  him in overall command of the fleet “until such time as they shall fortune to land upon the coast of Virginia.” Newport led the Jamestown  voyage single-handedly, having lost his right arm during one of his privateering attacks off the coast of Cuba.4
The Godspeed was under Bartholomew Gosnold. Educated at the  University of Cambridge and the Inns of Court, Gosnold had entered  privateering in his late twenties, making a successful career change from  law practice. In 1602, Gosnold explored present-day New England,  discovering Cape Cod and Martha’s Vineyard in the process and naming Martha’s Vineyard for his firstborn daughter, who had died at a  young age. Gosnold and his twenty men attempted to establish a trading post, but abandoned it after realizing they lacked enough food for  the winter—another chapter in the history of failed efforts to create an  English outpost in the New World. He would then spend the years  leading up to 1606 as an organizer of the Virginia Company, setting  the enterprise into motion.
At the time of the Virginia sailing, both Newport and Gosnold  were well into midlife by the standards of the day, with Newport  around forty-six and Gosnold roughly thirty-five. They were among  the few known family men of the voyage: Newport left behind his wife,  Elizabeth Glanfield, and four young children; waiting for Gosnold  were his wife, Mary Golding, and three young children.
John Ratcliffe, captain of the Discovery, is a comparatively shadowy  figure, who apparently had left few tracks in the sands of human events  before going to Virginia. He was a gentleman, born John Sicklemore,  later adopting the alias of Ratcliffe—a quirk that would lead to taunting from his antagonists in the colony. (“A poore counterfeited imposture,” John Smith tagged him.)5
Of the three captains, only Newport would escape death in  Virginia.
At the opposite end of the pecking order from the captains, officially speaking, the lowest-ranking member of the crew was the swabber, whose duty was to keep the ship clean. Yet unofficially, on English  ships of the period, there was one person whose rank was lower still:  the liar. Each week, the unfortunate crewman first caught in a lie  would loudly be proclaimed the liar by the rest of the crew. At that  point, he would be placed under the command of the swabber and  given the truly Herculean task of keeping the beakhead clean—the  beakhead, a platform of open slats suspended at the bow, being the  rudimentary sanitary facility that served the entire ship.
Like all mariners of the era, Newport, Gosnold, and Ratcliffe  were, of course, completely dependent on the winds to get them where  they wanted to go. If the weather refused to cooperate, they had no  choice but to drop their wooden anchors and wait—which they were  forced to do almost as soon as they cast off. Starting January 5, about  two weeks out, storms and contrary winds kept them pinned in the  Channel, just off an area known as “the Downs,” on the coast of Kent.  Never leaving sight of England, constantly hoping for a break in the  weather, the voyagers were anchored there for a month.
Tempers were stoked by the frustration and the close quarters, and  so a fateful feud began on the Susan Constant during that time of waiting. On one side was the commoner John Smith; on the other, the  powerful Edward-Maria Wingfield. Wingfield and some others of  high rank had grown impatient with waiting around in bad weather  and were ready to head back to the nearby comforts of home; Smith,  not one to defer to his betters, argued against them. The expedition’s preacher, the Reverend Robert Hunt, successfully intervened on  Smith’s side, even though Hunt was miserably seasick himself. Characteristically, in his later account of the incident, Smith rated Hunt  according to his toughness: “Master Hunt, our preacher, was so weak  and sick that few expected his recovery. Yet, although he were but 20  miles from his habitation (the time we were in the Downs), and  notwithstanding the stormy weather . . . all this could never force from  him so much as a  seeming desire to leave the business.” The example of  Hunt’s fortitude won the day and kept the fleet from turning around.6
With the squabbling over for the moment, and with England  finally receding into the distance by early February, the Atlantic journey could get under way. But in which direction? For the uninitiated,  the answer would seem obvious: draw a straight line from the Channel to Virginia. On paper, that’s the most expeditious route. The route that  Newport actually plotted, though, was wildly circuitous. Instead of  heading directly for Virginia, the ships would sail south to the Canary  Islands off the coast of Africa (near today’s Morocco), then southwest  to the Caribbean, ending up below Virginia by well over a thousand  miles. From there, they would work their way northward to their destination.
Newport, the former Caribbean pirate, knew what he was doing.  The success of the voyage hinged on getting the right winds—and as  mariners had long known, the aptly named trade winds of the North  Atlantic provide a steady, reliable western current from the Canaries to  the Caribbean, ideal for the purposes of voyagers sailing to the New  World. (Columbus himself had pioneered the trade winds route in his  1492 expedition.) The winds of the Atlantic form an enormous and  convenient circle, in effect, between Europe, North Africa, and the  Americas: the trade winds, the bottom part of the circle, are complemented by the westerlies, which blow from the northeastern tip of  North America back to Europe.
The Canaries route also had something else to recommend it: simplicity of navigation. In 1607, sailors had little means of figuring out  where they were at sea. There was no accurate way for them to determine their longitude—that is, their east-west position. In theory, they  could judge their latitude from the angle of the sun or a known star  over the horizon; in practice, even latitude was hard to come by,  because the instruments for measuring the positions of the sun and the  stars were still rudimentary. A modern sailing dictionary facetiously  defines longitude and latitude as “a series of imaginary lines on the  Earth’s surface drawn at intervals parallel to the Equator (latitude) or  the poles (longitude) as an aid to navigation. Since they are invisible,  many mariners find them of limited usefulness.” That was all the more  true in 1607.
Measures of time and speed were only a little better. On land,  clocks of the era were accurate only to within fifteen minutes per day—  and no instruments of the era could keep time at sea, with a ship’s  extremes of rolling motion, temperature, and humidity. Seafarers  managed as well as they could using an hourglass and the overhead  sun. To reckon their speed, and thus their distance, they threw overboard a “log line,” which was a board attached to a rope. As the board receded, the navigator noted the length of rope that unreeled while a  thirty-second sandglass emptied. The navigator took the length by  counting the evenly spaced knots in the line as they passed (hence the  term “knots” as the standard measure of nautical speed). If no sandglass was within reach, the navigator spoke some pattern of words that  would reliably take around thirty seconds to say, or so he hoped.
Sailors did have a reasonably good measure of their direction, however. The Susan Constant, the Godspeed, and the Discovery, like other  ships of the period, would each have had a compass near the helmsman’s tiller. Each compass would have been placed in a square box held  together with wooden pegs (because the magnetism from metal nails  would throw off the results); inside the box was a circular card rotating  on a pin, with a magnetic lodestone attached. Above the apparatus was  a glass painted with points for north, northwest, and so on. On lengthy  voyages such as this one, the navigator had to adjust periodically for  the difference between true north and magnetic north. Still, that compass was virtually all the voyagers needed to follow the Canaries route  to the New World. As the old-time mariner’s dictum puts it: If you  want to go from Europe to the New World, just head south until your  butter melts, then turn right.7
Hence, the three ships followed the Canaries current southward  for two weeks from Europe toward the Canary Islands. The bitter chill  of the open air grew milder at first, and then it disappeared under the  tropical sun. As the ships headed south, the men would have spent less  time huddled below, and more time above decks regarding the horizon  by day, the moon and stars by night, and imagining life in a new place.  The men had come to the enterprise with a range of motives, and their  hopes and fantasies would have run likewise. A few, like Smith, were  after adventure; at the mature age of twenty-seven, Smith would have  been delighted by the thought that the adventure of a lifetime was still  ahead. For preacher Hunt, who was around ten years older, America  meant founding a new church and saving the souls of innocent “savages.” Others, less sanguine, were wayward sons who “dailie vexed  their fathers hearts at home,” one observer in London later wrote,  “and were therefore thrust upon the voyage.”
Most of the travelers, however, were on board because they—like  the Virginia Company itself—expected quick treasure. Indeed, the  1606 “Ode to the Virginian Voyage,” a dozen stanzas of celebratory verse by the poet Michael Drayton, a friend of a Virginia Company  investor, marked the ships’ departure with an approving recital of  those expectations:
And cheerfully at sea
Success you still entice
To get the pearl and gold,
And ours to hold
Virginia,
Earth’s only paradise!

Where nature hath in store
Fowl, venison, and fish,
And the fruitful’st soil
Without your toil,
Three harvests more,
All greater than your wish.8

Those cheerful assumptions about life on the frontier were skewered by 1605’s Eastward Ho, in which a sea captain pulls the legs of two  gullible adventurers with tales of the awaiting riches. Thanks to the  natives’ acquaintance with the Roanoke colonists, claims the captain,  the natives are so much “in love” with the English “that all the treasure  they have they lay at their feet.” When one of the men asks just how  much treasure that is, the captain enlightens him:
Gold is more plentiful there than copper is with us. . . . Why, man, all their dripping-pans and their  chamber pots are pure gold; and all the chains with  which they chain up their streets are massy gold; all the  prisoners they take are fettered in gold; and, for rubies  and diamonds, they go forth on holidays and gather  ’em by the seashore.9
Such were the likely thoughts—only slightly exaggerated—of many  of the Virginia voyagers as they made their way toward the tropics.
When they reached the Canaries, the voyagers stopped briefly to  take on fresh water. Smith was in familiar territory there; while on his way home from the Turkish wars, he had spent some time as a rider on  a French buccaneer’s vessel en route to Morocco, passing by the  Canaries during his travels. Tempers again flared between Wingfield  and Smith the day after the three ships left the islands. Tensions may  well have been increased not only by Smith’s lesser social origins, but  also by his geographic roots. The people of his native Lincolnshire,  isolated by stretches of impassable marshland, were held by the better  classes of England to be backward and uncouth, verging on barbarous.  Just what transpired between the men is now unknown, but Smith,  with the impatience of one who had been there and felt he knew his  way around, may have overstepped his social bounds by sharing his  opinions with the worthies: Don’t drop anchor on this  side of the  island, do it on the other side. Don’t load the casks like  that, load them  like this. Pull up anchor by morning, or the Spanish will spot us. Do  things this way. Do everything my way.
In any event, Smith in the end was accused of plotting an insurrection. By his account, he was charged “upon the scandalous suggestion  of some of the chief, envying his repute, who feigned he intended to  usurp the government, murder the council, and make himself king.”  The charges were trumped up. (The Reverend Samuel Purchas, a  chronicler of the English voyages of the period, wrote that “Captain  Smith was suspected for a supposed mutiny, though never no such matter.”) Nonetheless, Wingfield prevailed upon Newport to have Smith  placed under arrest on the Susan Constant,  and so Smith remained in  confinement for the duration of the history-making journey.
There, Smith no doubt set to work on notes of his observations  (and grievances!) for his future writings. “Julius Caesar wrote his owne  Commentaries,” Smith later noted approvingly, “holding it no lesse  honour to write, than fight.” It was Smith’s philosophy, as well,  reflected in his eventual output of nine books covering Virginia, New  England, and the ways of seamanship. While he would inevitably have  seethed at his restraint, he would also have found it agreeable to his literary pursuits—like so many other jailhouse writers to come.10
The voyagers spent the next month sailing westward under the  power of the Atlantic trade winds, the closest thing to sailing downhill.  Harvard historian Samuel Eliot Morison, writing in 1954, offered a  rhapsodic description of the experience of sailing this stretch of ocean,  based on his own re-creation of the early Atlantic crossings:
Sailing before the trades in a square-rigger is as  near heaven as any seaman expects to be on the ocean.  You settle down to a pleasant ritual, undisturbed by  shifts of wind and changes of weather. There is the  constant play of light and color on the bellying square  sails (silver in moonlight, black in starlight, cloth-of-gold at sunset, white as the clouds themselves at noon),  the gorgeous deep blue of the sea, flecked with white-caps, the fascination of seeing new stars arise, the silver  flash when a school of flying fish springs from the bow  wave, the gold and green of leaping dolphins. 11
The ships reached the West Indies on March 23, with the sighting  of the island of Martinique. The colonists, still some 1,500 miles from  their destination, sailed past Martinique and landed the next day on  Dominica to replenish their water and food. There, they began eighteen days of island-hopping, working their way northward by sail from  one small, lush landmass to another. Colonist George Percy recalled  Dominica as “a very fair island, the trees full of sweet and good  smells.” It was also the site of the voyagers’ first encounter with the  natives of the New World.
The English, true to form, were contemptuous of the culture of  the “savage Indians” of the island, known as the Caribs. The Caribs  wore jewelry through their noses, ears, and lips—“very strange to  behold,” Percy thought—but were otherwise naked. The men of the  tribe spoke one language, the women another. Beyond these curiosities, the English had also gleaned an unsettling (and accurate) travelers’ advisory from Spanish accounts: namely, that the Caribs sometimes  ate human flesh.
The Caribs, for their part, were suspicious of the English because  they resembled the Spanish, whom the Caribs had repeatedly battled  over the course of the preceding century. Dominica had been visited  by Christopher Columbus, and the Caribs had since repulsed every  Spanish attempt to settle there. Their favored tactic was to raise a contingent of hundreds of warriors assembled from the Carib-controlled  islands, bring them together in a fleet of dugout canoes, and then overwhelm one of the Spanish settlements with a surprise attack from the  sea. The Caribs thereby preserved their freedom against the slavery of the encomienda system, succeeding through force where the more trusting Aztecs and Incas had failed. Yet the Caribs did not have  entirely clean hands themselves: some time earlier, they had conquered  and expelled the Arawaks, the original inhabitants, from Dominica and  some of the other small Caribbean islands. Tradition had it that the  Caribs had arrived by canoe from parts unknown before sending the  less militaristic Arawaks on their way. (The surviving Arawaks resettled  in Puerto Rico and other islands in the vicinity.)
The Caribs finally satisfied themselves that the visitors were not  Spaniards—and, presumably, that they did not intend to stick around  and settle. The Caribs then came to the three ships in canoes, ready to  trade food in exchange for European knives and hatchets (“which they  esteem much,” Percy observed) as well as copper and beads. The  colonists acquired various fruits and vegetables, and also a supply of  French linen that the Caribs had liberated from a Spanish ship.12
After spending some hours on shore, the English reboarded and  headed north again, passing the island of Marie Galante, landing  briefly on Guadeloupe, then anchoring at the island of Nevis on  March 28 in the early afternoon. Newport assembled all the men on  shore, and from there they marched a mile inland, hacking their way  through the dense vegetation with hatchets and swords. They carried  muskets in anticipation of a surprise attack; they knew from Spanish  writings that the other side of Nevis was Carib territory. They went  unmolested, however, and eventually reached a valley with a comfortable spring, where the men bathed. The long-suffering travelers took a  respite on the island for six days. “We . . . spent none of our ships  victuall,” remembered one, “by reason our men, some went a hunting,  some a fouling, and some a fishing: where we got great store of conies  [rabbits], sundry kinds of fowles, and great plentie of fish.”
One hunting party spotted a few Caribs and beckoned them to  come forward. The natives instead ran away through the woods. The  hunting party tried to follow them at first, then lost them. The English  finally became panicked by the thought that they were being lured into  an ambush, and turned tail to run back toward their camp.
As on Dominica, the English never faced any attack from the  Caribs of Nevis. Their antagonist on Nevis was neither man nor animal, but vegetation: the manchineel, a tree common to the region. It  looks innocuous enough with its leafy branches and apple-like fruit.  What the Spanish explorers knew, and the English evidently did not, is  that it’s best to keep one’s distance: the touch of the manchineel’s toxic sap is like acid, causing the victim’s skin to burn severely and swell.  The Caribs poison-tipped their arrows with it. The fruit of the tree is  also toxic; the tree’s scientific name, Hippomane mancinella, means “little apple that makes horses go mad.”
Merely brushing against the tree is not harmful, but sap squirts out  from the tree if someone chops into it—which is exactly what the  Englishmen did while slicing their way through during the march  inland. Some of the men, in John Smith’s words, “became so tormented with a burning swelling all over their bodies they seemed like  scalded men and near mad with pain.” They found that bathing in the  spring eased their distress, and they were back to normal after two or  three unhappy days.
The animosity among the voyagers flared up again at Nevis; again,  few details are recorded. Smith, still under arrest, was all too typically  at the center of the hostilities. A gallows was actually built on Nevis for  Smith’s neck, but Smith, as he wryly recalled, “could not be persuaded  to use” it. With Smith having faced down his adversaries, the mysterious matter ended; the mutual resentment didn’t.13
The three ships sailed from Nevis on April 3 and anchored at one of the Virgin Islands. The men spent Easter Sunday there, once  more living off the land with their catches of fish, tortoises, and wildfowl. After several days, they sailed again, passing the southern coasts  of Vieques and the main island of Puerto Rico. On April 7, they called  at Mona, an island lodged between the Spanish strongholds of Puerto  Rico and Hispaniola (the latter is today home to Haiti and the Dominican Republic).
By now, the ship’s water stank so badly that the men could no  longer put up with it, so a group of sailors refilled the casks from the  island’s fresh water. Meanwhile, a party of soldiers and gentlemen went  on a hunting expedition. The expedition seemed sporting at the start;  the men killed two boars and some iguanas—“a loathsome beast like a  crocodile,” a group of colonists later wrote. (The West Indies iguana,  Iguana delicatissima,  is five or six feet long.) But like so much else, the  hunt went badly wrong. Misjudging their own ability to hold up in the  tropical heat, the men tackled an arduous six-mile march through the rocky and hilly terrain. They weren’t carrying water. Many of the marchers fainted, and one of them, a gentleman named Edward  Brookes, became the enterprise’s first fatality, his “fat melted within  him by the great heate and drought of the countrey.” The others barely took notice; there was nothing they could do for him, and they  had their own hides to worry about in any case. “We were not able to  relieve him nor our selves,” Percy recalled, “so he died in that great  extreamitie.”
The hunting party, minus one, eventually made it back to camp.  The voyagers left Mona in the afternoon on April 9 for the adjacent  island of Monito, followed by another tough climb up that island’s hillside. When the men reached higher ground, they encountered a typically fertile Caribbean scene, but this one was already inhabited—by  an enormous flock of wildfowl, their squawking so loud that the men  couldn’t hear one another speak. “Wee were not able to set foot on the  ground,” Percy reported, “but either on Fowles or Eggs which lay so  thicke in the grasse.” The men filled two large barrels full of the birds,  which they caught from the bushes with their hands, and hauled them  to the ships.
Monito was their last stop in the West Indies; the men spent the  night and then set sail northward for the presumed utopia of the North  American mainland. When ten days went by without sight of land—  three days longer than the sailors had reckoned for their arrival—John  Ratcliffe of the  Discovery became agitated and pressed for the fleet to  head back to England. He wasn’t alone. It was four months since they  had left Blackwall, and Ratcliffe and other gentlemen decided they had  had enough. The idea of returning home was being seriously considered when fate stepped in: a powerful thunderstorm opened up, lasting  through the night—and forcing the mariners to bring down their sails  and wait while the colonists cowered below decks. The experience led  the men to think twice about recrossing the Atlantic, and so they  decided to give the search for land a little more time.
A few days later, on April 26, at around four in the morning, the travelers saw land in the distance. From their latitude of around 37 degrees, they assumed they had reached Virginia, and they were  right. The ships entered the Chesapeake Bay and dropped anchor near  a spot they called Cape Henry, after one of King James’s sons. Newport chose a party of thirty to join him in going ashore, the party being  weighted, of course, toward the socially exalted rather than the experienced; John Smith remained on board the Susan Constant and had his  first sight of North America as an unfree man.
At the same moment in Christopher Columbus’s first voyage, eyewitnesses would recount Columbus “kneeling on the ground, embracing it with tears of joy for the immeasurable mercy of having reached  it.” His officers and crew, meanwhile, hailed him “with as much joy  and pleasure as if the victory had been all theirs.” There was evidently  no such exuberance when the landing party from the Susan Constant,   the Godspeed, and the Discovery reached North American soil. Despite  the successful conclusion of the four-month voyage, the surviving  accounts don’t indicate any rejoicing at all over landfall: exhaustion  appears to have won out over celebration.
The men landed on a sandy shoreline and hiked to the crest of the  sand dunes. From there, they took in the view of Virginia’s woodlands  and fresh water. They spent the rest of the day exploring the area, most  likely in hopes of encountering a taste of the gold and silver they had  just traveled thousands of miles to find. In that, they were disappointed. “Wee could find nothing worth the speaking of,” Percy  wrote, “but faire meddowes and goodly tall Trees.”14
But there was more to the woods than the men realized; they had  not been alone. That night, as the party headed back to the ship, a  detachment of five native warriors followed them, unnoticed, toward  the shore. With arrows clenched in their mouths, the native men crept  down the sand dunes on their hands and feet, expertly keeping themselves invisible in the darkness.
When the natives closed in and began their charge, they probably  did not seem to the English like terribly formidable attackers. Granted,  they were physically more massive than the English, both taller and  stockier. The flashes of war paint on their cheeks and foreheads might  have been disconcerting at first. But the English knew that they alone  had guns; the natives’ arrows, with their heads crafted from sharpened  bone or a splinter of stone, were rudimentary in comparison.
What the English did not yet realize is that those arrows, in the  hands of an experienced native archer, were deadly accurate at forty  yards. The native men could shoot down birds in flight. Not only were  the arrows more accurate than English muskets, they could be fired  more rapidly. During the short encounter on Cape Henry, Gabriel  Archer, gentleman—like Gosnold, a Cambridge graduate—was shot  through both hands. Mathew Morton, a sailor, was shot “in two places  of the body very dangerous,” as Percy later put it. Newport fired at the attackers, who withdrew after expending the last of their arrows.  Archer and Morton survived their injuries.
Of the two detailed eyewitness accounts of the attack, only one shows any recognition that the natives with their bows and arrows  might be a real match for the English guns. In the account of George  Percy, one of the better sort, the skirmish ends “after they had spent  their Arrowes, and felt the sharpnesse of our shot.” But in another,  more discerning version, Newport “made a shot at them, which the  Indians little respected, but having spent their arrowes retyred without  harme.” That account was John Smith’s, watching from shipboard, and  the subtle difference in his interpretation of events here foreshadowed  his coming disagreements with the others over the colony’s life-or-death question: What stance to take toward the natives?15
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