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  PREFACE


  When I first began work on this book, I intended to write a straightforward history, whose ending included a mysterious disappearance that I hoped to solve. However, I was wholly unprepared for what very rapidly emerged as three mysteries in one. It was apparent that I was dealing with a hugely complex sequence of events that did not all begin the moment 116 men, women, and children landed on Roanoke Island, subsequently to disappear without a trace. Their story was vastly more than that.


  Sir Walter Raleigh said that although a prince’s business is seldom hidden from some of those many eyes which pry both into them, and into such as live about them, they yet sometimes… conceal the truth from all reports. What is true of princes is also true of others, and such concealment was certainly the case with the Lost Colony tragedy. Evidence indicates that the truth about the colonists’ fate was known, although misleading official statements were passed off in its place.


  One great flaw in the writing of history is that we often tend to accept easy explanations of events. The job of an historian, said Raleigh, being full of so many things to weary it, may well be excused, when finding apparent cause enough of things done, it forbeareth to make further search…. So comes it many times to pass, that great fires, which consume whole houses or towns, begin with a few straws that are wasted or not seen.


  This was true here. There was something wrong with the Lost Colony story as it had been told. It went like this: Sir Walter Raleigh obtained a royal patent from Queen Elizabeth I for rights to settle North America. In the spring of 1584, he launched an exploratory expedition under Captains Philip Amadas and Arthur Barlowe which located Roanoke Island before returning home that autumn. The following year, he raised a military expedition headed by Sir Richard Grenville which reached Roanoke Island in the summer, built a fort there, and remained in it until the spring of 1586. Finally, in 1587, Raleigh sent a colony of men, women, and children to the Chesapeake Bay with their governor, John White, with instructions to call at Roanoke on the way. For some reason — White’s ineptitude as a leader, his preference for Roanoke Island, or unruly mariners — they went no farther than Roanoke and settled there in the abandoned military fort. Already short of supplies, White reluctantly returned to England with the transport ships. Unfortunately, his arrival in London coincided with the coming of the Spanish Armada. With England at war, he was unable to relieve the colony until 1590. When he finally did return to Roanoke, the colonists had vanished. Years later, Jamestown officials reported that the “Lost Colonists” had been murdered by the Powhatan Indians of Virginia.


  This story is solidly backed by four hundred years of retelling. It is a myth created to explain glaring inconsistencies, to smooth out the rough edges of unanswered questions. Without the myth, none of the circumstances make sense. Why did John White take his colonists to Roanoke, and not to the Chesapeake Bay as planned? Why did he return to England? If not to fetch supplies, then why did he leave his colony? If not the war, then why didn’t he come back? And if the Powhatan didn’t kill them, then where were the Lost Colonists? The moment the accepted story is pulled away, the questions leap out, demanding answers. The moment the questions are asked, the accepted story no longer fits.


  There is something unsettling about a mystery. When it involves tragedy, it is doubly so. When that tragedy is the loss of 116 people and their inexplicable disappearance, the need to find answers is compelling. When history said there was nothing left to tell, we had only scratched the surface of the puzzle. It is still possible, at this late date, to wring out the facts, to squeeze out more information, to uncover that which it was never intended we should uncover. To learn the truth. To solve a mystery.


  Some will find it jarring. Raleigh himself did not write his own side of the story, though perhaps he gave us his reasons when he wrote, / know that it will be said by many, that I might have been more pleasing to the reader if I had written the story of mine own times. … To this I answer that whosoever… shall follow truth too near the heels, it may happily strike out his teeth.


  A note about methodology is in order. The quotes used in this book date from the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. They are interspersed within the text in a way that was intended to be as seamless as possible, but are distinguished from it by being rendered in italics. For ease in reading and to maintain a consistent style, spellings and punctuation have been modernized with the exception of personal names — which have been modernized or not according to context — and Indian names, which I left as they appeared in the original.


  The story of the Lost Colony is America’s oldest mystery. To tell it properly, I felt that it had to be told as a mystery, not simply as a chronological history. This allows the reader to approach the material as a series of questions, each one leading to the next, in order to preserve both a sense of discovery and a sense of the complexity of the data, which at first sight seems baffling, inexplicable, and contradictory.


  Contrary to the impression generally given, clues to the Lost Colonists’ whereabouts abound, although they have never been given equal value in any previous treatment of the subject. As a consequence, the mystery has not been solved. The single most important question surrounding the Lost Colonists is: Why were they left on Roanoke Island? From this question all else follows: Who was responsible for this, and why? What were the initial reports filtering into London? If the colony was in trouble, why did its governor, John White, abandon it and return to England? Do we know something about his background, or about the colonists themselves, that could explain what was happening? What does John White’s own account reveal of the problem? What were the conditions on Roanoke that would explain the colonists’ disappearance? What of the conflicting reports from Jamestown of Lost Colony sightings?


  Question after question drives us back in time from effect to cause until we finally reach the first plateau: Why were the colonists lost? Only when we understand this, and the danger posed by Roanoke Island and its environs, can we move forward to trace what happened after their disappearance. I chose to tell this story, then, as a series of discoveries generated by key questions. The result is not a traditional history format. If it conveys, as I hope, anything of the tension and drama of the story itself, then I have succeeded.
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  PART ONE


  A CASE OF MISSING PERSONS


  1 THE DISAPPEARANCE


  Roanoke Island, North America—July 1587. A mystery is unfolding. One hundred and seventeen people have landed on a remote island off the North American coast. The men, women, and children, sent out by Sir Walter Raleigh, are the first English colonists in America. Despite the care taken for their safety, the explicit instructions, the plans for provisions, all will vanish. The only known survivor will be their Governor, John White — an artist and veteran of Raleigh’s previous Roanoke expeditions. He had known, from the moment they landed, that they could not survive on Roanoke Island.


  The commander of the ship that brought them there reported nothing amiss. In the weeks before he left them, the colonists had begun to repair the houses of an abandoned English fort. New cottages were constructed of brick and tile,1 and on August 18, White’s daughter Eleanor and husband Ananias Dare became the parents of a baby girl. Christened Virginia, she was the first English child born in North America. Several days later, another celebration. A boy was delivered to Dyonis and Margery Harvie.2


  And yet the ship’s captain was mistaken, for something was wrong. Terrible events had been set in motion from which there would be no escape. No one on the island knew what form it would take or when it would strike. Defenseless and impotent, they could only wait. In one of the last glimpses we have of them, it has already begun: colonist George Howe has been found dead, floating facedown among the reeds along the shore. With time running out, an envoy is urgently dispatched for help to the neighboring Secotan nation through an Indian liaison named Manteo. There is no response.


  August 27. At the height of the turmoil John White abruptly abandons the island. He leaves behind his daughter Eleanor, her baby Virginia, relatives and close friends, and sails back to England, pledging to return within three months. It is a promise he fails to keep.


  A Four-Hundred-Year-Old Mystery


  From the moment John White left Roanoke, no European laid eyes on the colonists again. He had vowed to rescue them within three months. Yet it was 1590, three years later, and after the opportunity to save them had been lost, before White finally returned…and found no one. The colonists were gone and the island deserted. The fort, partially dismantled, lay empty. Everything marking where people had been: houses — boards, nails and all; belongings; supplies; weapons — had vanished without trace.


  Years after the tragedy, when the English were permanently settled in North America, tantalizing signs of the colony surfaced. Strange sightings were reported in Virginia and again in North Carolina, in areas widely separated. Search parties dispatched from Jamestown combed swamps and unexplored rivers, offering only hints and incomplete fragments. There were rumors and clues. Some genuine, others hoaxes.3


  For four hundred years the disappearance of the Lost Colony has remained a mystery. There is a reason why: it has never been examined as a crime. If it had, it would have been apparent from the beginning that much more was involved than a simple case of missing persons. It is still possible to solve the crime — if only we unravel the clues.


  John White’s Letter


  In the beginning few people in England were told that the colony was missing. Although White’s failed rescue mission was disclosed to Raleigh in the autumn of 1590, it was not until the winter of 1593 — three years after his attempt to rejoin his family — that White composed a letter to geographer and historian Richard Hakluyt, detailing the sad events.4 It appeared to be a farewell letter; afterward, White seemingly vanished. Seven years later it was published:


  
    4 February 1593


    To the worshipful and my very friend Master Richard Hakluyt, much happiness in the Lord.


    Sir, as well for the satisfying of your earnest request, as the performance of my promise made unto you at my last being with you in England, I have sent you … the true discourse of my last voyage into the West Indies, and parts of America called Virginia, taken in hand about the end of February, in the year of our redemption 1590. And what events happened unto us in this our journey, you shall plainly perceive by the sequel of my discourse. …

  


  The Discourse


  March 20, 1590. Three ships put to sea from Plymouth harbor in Devon: the flagship Hopewell, Captain Abraham Cocke, commander, the Little John under the direction of Captain Christopher Newport, and the consort John Evangelist. In tow are two shallops, small shallow-water boats, vitally important to John White aboard the flagship. In fact, they are the only hope he has of ever seeing his family again.


  It has been three years since he left them on Roanoke Island, alone and without supplies. The moment of departure still painful: the memory of parting sorrows, of Eleanor, trembling between hope and despair, clinging to Ananias and their baby, Virginia. White’s eyes lingering upon them, huddled on shore, blurring out of range. Angry at the tiny island receding in the distance, a speck against the wilds of a vast, unknown land.


  Raleigh had selected Roanoke for its inaccessibility. A jagged sliver of island, caressed by a sheet of water thin as tissue paper.5 The sound is so shallow, in fact, that only light craft, buoyant as eggshells, can float upon it. Not warships. Beyond it, the Atlantic rages against miles of unyielding barrier islands. Sand-dune sentinels pressing hard against the sea. Hiding the coast. Its unforgiving shoals and bars forcing shipping into the safety of the open road beyond this Skeleton Coast.6 Impatiently rolling with the waves.


  The only way to reach Roanoke is by coaxing small vessels through the treacherous channels to skitter, butterfly-like, into the protected sounds. White eyes the shallops anxiously as they trail behind the Hopewell on his heart’s lifeline, too little attention paid them by the boatswaine’s negligence. Five days out they sink.


  John White must wonder what he is doing here. After daily and continual petitions, he at last has secured passage on these privateering vessels bound for the West Indies and absolutely determined for Spanish riches. In point of fact, they are pirate ships, but for the legal distinction of bearing a license from the Queen. All three vessels are outfitted under the special charge of the celebrated John Watts of London. Master John Watts, merchant. The Spaniards know him differently. They will tell you he is the notorious John Watts, greatest pirate on the high seas.7 It is the best ride that White can get if he wishes to reach Roanoke.


  Twelve days out the Hopewell encounters a London merchantman, and two shipboats are purchased to replace the loss of our shallops. The convoy must intend them to pull double duty in prizetaking; otherwise White might not have expected such good treatment. His relief must be tempered by that fact.


  The West Indies


  By April’s end, after a skirmish off the Canary Islands, the expedition reaches the Caribbean. The Hopewell and John Evangelist strike out alone, leaving the Little John plying off Dominica hoping to take some Spaniard outward bound to the Indies. Without her, they glide past Guadeloupe and St. Kitts. The Spaniards report many corsairs about, who are bold.8The voyage, which has made good time crossing the Atlantic, now slows down, and down again. Tracing serpentine paths through the islands. Searching for plunder.


  


  Past the Virgines, through the milky blue water of the Passage, the Hopewell and John Evangelist approach Puerto Rico. The Spaniards see them, and know what they see. They discerned us to be men of war. Fires glimmer across the darkened, wave-lapped shoreline as the ships pick their way alongar so their custom is, notes White, whenever warships are observed on their coasts. He is no closer to Roanoke.


  Patrolling the northern end of the island, the Hopewell captures a Spanish frigate hailing from Guantanamo, Cuba, laden with hides and ginger.9 While they unload her, a man escapes. He is Pedro, a Mulatto. An evil turn. He carries with him knowledge of all our state. Whether or not he talks to the Spanish authorities hardly matters: on the southern tip of Puerto Rico the John Evangelist does.


  From his headquarters, Governor Diego Menendez de Valdés composes a hurried letter to the Spanish Crown. Reporting, in blotched ink, the English ship’s presence, armament, and munitions. More importantly, he relays crucial information gathered from an unguarded word spoken by the crew. The English ship was going, the Governor noted pointedly, to Florida to take off 200 English cast away there.10


  Here, at last, is tangible evidence of a permanent English settlement which the Spaniards have long suspected, and dreaded. Search parties had combed the coast for it, sending alarming reports across the Atlantic. Yet its location remained elusive. Roanoke was too well hidden. In 1588, Captain Vicente Gonzalez was dispatched to scour the eastern seaboard of North America and, though he came up empty-handed, he made a significant discovery: on the Carolina Outer Banks, he spotted a slipway for vessels, English casks sunk into the sand, debris.11 The Spaniards did not find the colony, but Gonzalez narrowed the field considerably. And now the English Governor rides off the Puerto Rican coast, a passenger in a pirate ship that shows little sign of leaving. Valdés sinks pen into ink and hurriedly notifies Spain.


  As far as John White is concerned, circumstances are completely altered. If he had been anxious to reach Roanoke before, he is doubly so now. Spain will swiftly mount an investigation. With frantic urgency, he realizes they must reach the Carolina coast before the Spaniards beat them to it. Spain, aware of all our state. But Watts’s ships are in no hurry, and the futility of White’s situation is made painfully clear. If only, he said, my daily and continual petitions to keep their promise had taken any place.


  Sea Fight


  Days slip into weeks. The ships lay off and on the islands, hoping to take some of the Domingo Fleet: the treasure-carrying galleons. There is sporadic action, small skirmishes. Nothing lost, nothing gained. Reports stream in to Spanish officials from all quarters of the Caribbean. English corsairs are about. The shamelessness of these English ships soon reaches the powerful Audiencia of the Council of the Indies. From Havana, it is reported that the Hopewell and her consorts have seized or chased every vessel entering or leaving the harbour.12 And then word of depredations arrives from Jamaica: the long-awaited Santo Domingo fleet was sighted and attacked.


  The English are jubilant. But who could have predicted the awful irony? The commander of the Santo Domingo fleet is none other than Vicente Gonzalez. Intelligence gathered from his crews, captured and released by the Hopewell, enables the Spanish authorities to renew the search for Roanoke with vigor. In Havana, depositions are taken. Antonio de la Mata reports the English colony to be in Florida, in a certain harbour. The Hopewell carries a civilian passenger bound for this place. Deponent Bias Lopez confirms this, testifying that they had a governor aboard, and he is to be left in the settlement they have made in Florida, whither they will go for that purpose.13


  But will they? The days are fast dwindling. July fades into August. John White must be aware of the calculations. In order to recross the Atlantic for England before winter, the Hopewell must depart from the Outer Banks by August’s end. It is now almost too late to reach Roanoke. Reluctantly the Hopewell heads north as the year enters the peak hurricane season.14 The crew too wholly disposed themselves, White bitterly writes, to seek after purchase & spoils, spending so much time therein, that summer was spent before we arrived at Virginia.


  The Outer Banks


  August I. Foul weather amid much rain, thundering, and great spouts. The ships are buffeted by gales that last for days. Sails are hauled in and the slick, water-choked decks roll with every pitch and heave. At nightfall on the third day, the Hopewell lies north of Cape Fear approaching the southern Banks. But still the weather continued so exceeding foul that we could not come to an anchor. A week slides by.


  August 10. Finally, Monday, the storm ceased. A welcome relief, but small progress is made. On the evening of the twelfth, they are forced to anchor at the northeast end of Croatoan Island on account of a breach which we perceived to lie out two or three leagues into the sea.15 The following morning, the shallops are sent out to sound over this breach. Lead casts slice through ocean swells, sinking heavily through the water; White waiting anxiously as the readings come back deepening and shallowing for the space of two miles. There is no map of the shoals to guide them; he must pray the ships will not abandon the effort. Sometimes we found 5 fathoms, and by and by 7, and within two casts with the lead 9, & then 8, next cast 5, & then 6, & then 4, & then 9 again, and deeper. In the distance waves crest over the reef out of the main sea into the inner waters.


  At last the Hopewell breaks free. August 15, towards evening, the long-anticipated moment arrives. Capstans moan as the anchors unwind and grind fast. They have reached Hatorask Island.16 Ahead lies Port Ferdi-nando, a break in the barrier island chain. And through it, in the distance, White glimpses Roanoke.


  Three long years have passed since White last stood here. Years of struggle, years of bitter disappointment. In his mind’s eye, he relives that awful day, the air nauseatingly warm, an image of a vividly colored dress, the hem trailing across wet sand and foam, swaying to the motion of Eleanor’s hand. White lingers on deck. His granddaughter, Virginia, will be three years old. Suddenly, he is jarred from his reverie. Heart pounding, he observes a great smoke rise on the island near the place where I left our colony in the year 1587. The Hopewell has been sighted! Which smoke put us in good hope that some of the colony were there expecting my return out of England. Three years too late.


  Fires and False Hope


  The next morning — one wonders if White has slept at all — the boats are readied and we commanded the master gunner to prepare artillery: two minions and a falcon, and to shoot them off with reasonable space between every shot, to the end that their reports might be heard to the place where we hoped to find some of our people.


  Nerves jangling, White steps into a shore boat, the planking bowing under his feet. It all seems so unreal. Sailors crowd the deck above, blocking out the sun, shouting as the vessel is lowered into the sea. White steadying himself as the bottom smacks the water. In muted understatement, he says only that Captains Cocke and Spicer & their company with me pull away from the ships.


  Shots rocket out from the Hopewell, cracking the air with their report, startling seabirds into flight. Before White is halfway to shore, we saw another great smoke to the southwest of Kindrikers Mounts. Was it a signal?17 Discussion follows. Kenricks Mounts lay on the island of Hatorask, in the opposite direction from Roanoke.18 Yet if someone has heard their report, if the shallops have truly been seen, then far better to go to that second smoke first. A detour. The boats are beached on the island and the men work their way south on foot through sand and scrub, the way proving much farther than they think. Hopelessly so. A wafting mirage tantalizingly out of reach. Each step an eternity, so that we were very sore tired before — at last — we came to the smoke. But when they came abreast of it, that which grieved us more was the utter disappointment of finding … absolutely nothing. Only a smoldering fire; we found no man nor sign that any had been there lately. And, worse still, nor yet any fresh water in all this way to drink.


  In his haste, White has been understandably careless. In addition to carrying no water he has lost another valuable day. The men retrace their steps to the boats only to find the sailors lugging empty water casks ashore. The operation has just begun: the crew will not stop midway. Thus, wearied, the party has little choice but to head back to the Hopewell, and so we deferred our going to Roanoke until the next morning.


  Unfortunate Accident


  The following morning, already being the 17 of August, the company is prepared again to go up to Roanoke. But then another complication, another needless delay. Captain Spicer* has chosen this moment to send his boat ashore for fresh water, tying up both time and vessel, by means whereof it was ten of the clock aforenoon before we put from our ships. Stinging disappointment gives way to frustration. Half the morning spent and White still powerless; only this time, cruelly, within very sight of Roanoke. His anxiety is apparent after Spicer’s return when, rather than wait any longer, he impatiently strikes out alone. His party halfway toward the shore before Captain Spicer put off from his ship.19


  As they near Port Ferdinando, the breach is clearly visible. Water rushes over shoals, forming a churning, sand-choked course. Too much water. And now White sees that the morning’s delay was costly, for the tide is high; the channel transformed into a tumbling cauldron. To make matters worse, a stiff wind blows from the northeast direct into the harbour so great a gale, that the sea break extremely on the bar. High seas crash one into another and the tide went very forceably at the entrance.


  There is nothing to be done but brave it. White’s boat surges headlong into the breach, not without some danger of sinking. A sea crests over it, which filled us half full of water. They frantically pull on the oars, the boat reeling, nearly capsizing. The captain wrenches the vessel around before the next wave. A wild ride; but they are spared, thank Heaven, by the will of God and the careful steering of Captain Cocke. The shallop grinds against the sand on Hatorask Island and is hauled ashore, safe; though clothing, food, and shot are much wet and spoiled. Another lengthy delay; most of our things are taken out to dry.


  From the security of the shore, White’s company watches as Captain Spicer’s boat makes its approach into the breach. And then a mistake. They have entered it wrongly, leaving the mast standing up. Utter silence as the men watch tensely. The boat is still negotiating well. They are halfway across and have almost made it when suddenly, by the rash and indiscreet steerage of Ralph Skinner his master’s mate, the boat warps broadside into a swell. Rocked off balance, a very dangerous sea break into their boat and overset them quite. A shocking accident; horrible to witness. Sailors cling to the boat, some hanging on it, but the next sea bludgeons it hard onto the bar, forcing them to release their hold. Some stagger to their feet, hoping to wade ashore, but the sea beat them down, so that they could neither stand nor swim, and the boat twice or thrice was turned keel upward. The hull arcs into the air, Captain Spicer and his mate Skinner dangling helplessly from it until they sunk and are seen no more. Like many sailors, they cannot swim.


  Captain Cocke, as soon as he saw their oversetting, stripped himself, and four others that could swim very well reached them, & saved four. But no more. There is a somber accounting of the dead. Those swallowed by the breach were 11 in all, & 7 of the chiefest were drowned, whose names were Edward Spicer, Ralph Skinner, Edward Kelley, Thomas Bevis, Hance the Surgeon, Edward Kelborne, Robert Coleman.


  The death of Robert Coleman must grieve White greatly. A hook thrust into the pit of his stomach. For Robert Coleman is a civilian passenger. Not a sailor. Like White, he has come because his family is here. A Thomas Colman and wife were among the colonists of 1587.20 To find them, Robert Coleman put up a valiant fight.


  The accident triggers an unforeseen reaction among the sailors. This mischance, the death of Spicer’s crew, did so much discomfort the sailors, that they were all of one mind not to go any farther to seek the planters. Another blow to White. He desperately informs them that they must and will go. Roanoke, he points, is just over there. They gape at him, these rough and burly sailors, wild with fear, and then at the wind-chopped surface of the broad sound. Roanoke lies within view, White shouts. The breach has been crossed, they must and will go! In the end and after the loss of much precious time, by the commandment and persuasion of me and Captain Cook [Captain Abraham Cocke], they prepared the boats. But not without misgiving. Until, seeing the Captain and me so resolute, they seemed much more willing. There is no turning back.


  Roanoke


  The day is quickly fading. Spicer’s boat is righted and, with19persons in both boats, they push into the water as the sun begins its descent, coloring the trees a rich, golden hue. Progress is slow, the water confronting the bow like cement. An hour passes. And another. The sun dips lower. Eventually the whisper of dusk calms the chop as the wind dies away. Imparting a tranquillity to the shore, a softening of edges. Seabirds alight on the glassy water and nestle in, sleepily regarding the boats as they pass. In all this way, the crew has seen no one.


  At last, Roanoke looms ahead, dark and forbidding. Night grips the island in a smothering hold. Drawing the boats toward the northern shore along a rim of gloomy foliage, the men make another mistake; for it had grown so exceeding dark, that we overshot the place a quarter of a mile. They have gone too far.


  Like thieves, they steal back along the shoreline. The night air breathing warm and damp. They have barely turned around when a light glimmers across the water in the direction they had just been, toward the north end of the island. Again they reverse course and immediately row toward it, perceiving it to be a great fire through the woods. Wafting the pungent aroma of loblolly pine. Adrift in the warm sound, the men stop and listen. And are met with profound silence. Droplets trickle from the oars, spreading quiet ripples across water ruddy from the glow. Receding into darkness. Rivulets pool into the boat down the length of the wood.


  Noise. White springs into action. They need noise. Someone on shore must be made to hear them! We sounded with a trumpet, a call. He quickly commands them to sing, anything; sing anything! Sea chanties, folk songs, ballads. And they do, chortling many familiar English tunes of songs. There is only silence. White shouts into the night. The crew joins him, a chorus of voices, and called to them friendly. Darkness all around. Disappointment rings in White’s voice: we had no answer. With sinking spirits, the men give up and hunker down in the boats for the night.


  Message from the Colonists


  August 18. A red sun emerges from the sound in a bleeding mist, piercing the treetops. In the shallops, White’s company is already awake. Stumbling ashore, they press through the woods to a smoking clearing, the fire of the previous night now smothered except for patches of grass and sundry rotten trees burning about the place. But nothing else. No people. No encampment. Like Hatorask, no sign of life anywhere. Another illusion.


  Reeling from this disappointment, White plunges back through the brush to the shore, advancing around the north end of the island, until we came to the place where I left our colony. Three years ago. The entire route by the water side littered with footprints of 2 or 3 sorts, trodden that night. Disconcerting proof that at least someone in the darkness — several people — had been watching. Who hadn’t come forward in friendship. White pushes ahead, the sailors following. Out of their element.


  Scrambling up a sandy bank, White cries out. He has found something, an astounding discovery. Cut into a tree, in the very brow thereof were curiously carved these fair Roman letters: CRO.


  None of the company knows what it means. Nor can anyone be sure when it was written. The inscription, says White, was well considered. To all appearances, CRO spells nothing. No decipherable word. No hidden meaning. The message, indeed, remains obscure; but curiously, amid the excitement, White alone shows no surprise. He alone knows why it is here. The colonists carved the mysterious message into the tree because he had instructed them to do so.


  Fifty Miles into the Main


  It is a startling revelation. To explain himself fully, White would have to recount what had happened on Roanoke in 1587. The unexpected death of George Howe. The danger in which he left the colonists. The crime that had been committed: the reason for his leaving. Instead, he reveals only that they had considered relocating. At the time of my last departure from them, he says, they were prepared to remove from Roanoke 50 miles into the main.


  Seized with dread that he would be unable to find them when he returned, they devised a plan, a secret token agreed upon between them & me. A way of ensuring a reunion which was, that in any ways they should not fail to write or carve on the trees or posts of the doors the name of the place where they should be seated.


  But there is more, in this age of cyphers and riddles: Iwilled them, that if they should happen to be distressed in any of those places, that they should carve over the letters or name, a cross & in this form. So that he would be assured of their condition, with no doubt about their state. White runs an anxious hand over the bark, where were carved these fair Roman letters: CRO. But no cross — we found no such sign of distress.


  A Settlement Vanished


  They are wasting time. Hoping for a better clue, White races toward the settlement clearing, where the colonists dwelt three years ago in sundry houses, the men scrambling after him. But as they enter the compound, he stops short, stunned. For before him is … nothing at all. There are no carvings on the door posts, for there are no doors anywhere. No doors, no houses, no sheds, no buildings; not a lock, not a board, not a nail. A bare clearing, void of life. As though the colonists had never been.


  A chill sweeps over White, constricting his heart. Everything gone … but one thing. In the center of the compound is a high wooden palisade, artificially constructed of trees with curtains and flankers very fort-like. The place where the houses stood is curiously surrounded by it, strongly enclosed. White has never seen it before. There is no explanation for it. Not a soul here.


  CRO. White stands amazed. He had not expected this. Without a more complete message, there is no way to determine where the colonists are. A rising panic. CRO is meaningless! And then he sees it: on one of the chief trees or posts at the right side of the entrance to the palisade, where the bark is scraped away. There, five feet from the ground, in fair capital letters was graven CROATOAN. Bold, prominent characters etched deeply into the wood, and — incredibly, wonderfully! — without any cross or sign of distress.


  At last, the tension of three years’ struggle, of months risking life and limb at sea aboard the Hopewell, all the danger and uncertainty and upset, releases in a flood. Croatoan. He knows where they are. CRO. Perhaps the men allow White a respectful moment alone, or perhaps they crowd around him in open jubilation. He has come so very far to be here.


  Clues


  Inside the palisade the men locate a few remaining items. Bars of iron, lead casts, four iron fowlers, iron sacker shot and such like heavy things in disarray, thrown here and there, almost overgrown with grass and weeds. Clues. Heavy things not easily transported. Heavy things — weapons — and that is all.


  Leaving the sailors to search the grounds, White and Captain Cocke inspect the point of the creek to see if we could find any of their boats or pinnace, but we could perceive no sign of them. Nor of their armaments — the falcons and small ordnance — which were left with them. The picture is far from clear.


  Meanwhile, there has been a discovery. Some of our sailors meeting us, told us that they had found where divers chests had been hidden, and long since dug up. The chests themselves are broken up, and much of their goods spoiled and scattered about, but nothing left, of such things as the savages knew any use of, undefaced.


  White is shown the place, in the end of an old trench, made two years past by Captain Amadas. Odd he should say two years past — he really means five. The trench was dug in 1585. Five years ago. In his recounting of events, is White harkening back to the summer of 1587, when he was last here with his family? As though time had stopped then? It must seem incredible, now, as he gazes around, at this place where his house once stood, where his daughter Eleanor gave birth to her child, and they baptized her Virginia Dare. Where the people of Dasamonquepeuc and Croatoan once came in friendship, and he painted their portraits and knew them by name. Back when the future held dreams. The sailors pick over grounds that to them present such novelty.


  White can only go through the motions now, his memory cluttered with old familiar scenes. We found five chests, that had been carefully hidden of the planters, and of the same chests three were my own, and about the place many of my things spoiled and broken. He stares at them burst open in the trench, the spilled watercolors streaked with rain. Remembering the time, three years ago, when he had worried about their safety. Standing before the colonists and knowing they intended to remove 50 miles further up into the main, he had expressed fear that his stuff and goods might be both spoiled, and most of it pilfered away. They had assured him that his effects would not be harmed.


  They had tried their best, burying the chest in the trench. White sifts through his belongings, spoiled and broken. What pains him most are not the objects he once thought valuable, but the items he can never replace, my books torn from the covers, the frames of some of my pictures and maps rotten and spoiled with rain, and my armour almost eaten through with rust. But possessions no longer matter. For although it much grieved me to see such spoil of my goods, yet on the other side I greatly joyed that I had safely found a certain token of their safe being at Croatoan, which is the place where Manteo was born, the people of the island our friends.


  The Storm


  There is nothing more to be seen. An empty compound bearing the imprint of lives once lived; a palisade; a few pictures, spoiled by rain. The men turn away, reboarding the shallops. But the misfortune that has dogged the rescue thus far continues unabated. Clouds scud across the sun and a wind picks up, raising a chop on the sound. Rowing with as much speed as we could, they push toward the sea, brine spraying from the bows, perspiration clinging stubbornly in the clammy air, portending a storm. The atmosphere is drenched, alive with electricity; all indications are very likely that a foul and stormy night would ensue. At Port Ferdinando, the channel roils higher than before, the ocean heaving and alive. Devourer of eleven men, hungering for more.


  It is not until evening, and with much danger and labour, we got ourselves aboard the ships, by which time the wind and seas were greatly risen, that we doubted our cables and anchors would scarcely hold until morning. The Hopewell breaks free, abandoning water casks on shore, impossible to retrieve without danger of casting away both men and boats. Night passes fitfully, the ships plunging in the mounting swells.


  The next morning, despite the weather, Captain Cocke agrees to set a course for the island of Croatoan, where our planters were, since the wind at least was good for that place. The anchor draws in with a shriek, fighting the sea. A cable snaps. The anchor spins away, taking a second down with it. Untethered, the ship drives fast into the shore. Toward the shoals.


  The Captain barks orders to release the third anchor, which came so fast home that the ship was almost aground by Kenricks Mounts: so that we were forced to let slip the cable end for end. By accident, sheer luck, they fall into a channel of deep water and avoid being dashed to pieces on the bar. Otherwise, we could never have gone clear of the point that lies to the southwards of Kenricks Mounts.


  Safe for the moment, but not without some loss. Only one anchor remains of an original four, and the weather grew to be fouler and fouler; our victuals scarce and our cask and fresh water lost. The near miss works a sobering influence. Willing enough to court disaster privateering, the Hopewell's crew does not dare risk Croatoan.21


  Reckless Wager


  Knowing the Spanish treasure fleet will sail for Europe in the spring, White salvages plans, desperately begging the captains to reconnoiter in the Caribbean either at Hispaniola, Saint John, or Trinidad, that then we should continue in the Indies all the winter following, with hope to make two rich voyages of one.21 Counting on the Hopewell's greed to supply the will. A reckless wager. If God would only protect White another six months before our return to visit our countrymen at Virginia. His personal feelings bitter. Not enough time had been allotted for the search. The crew regarding very smally the good of their countrymen — his family, his daughter! — determined nothing more than merely to touch at those places where he might have found them.


  Having urged his proposal with earnest petitions. White agonizingly awaits the decision. Aware that this will be his last chance to see his family again. The minutes tick by. Certain considerations are weighed: additional time spent away from England and the cost of refitting the ships for the winter, against the possibility of capturing a Spanish ship off guard, the potential for purchase and spoils. The odds are too great for the Moonlight. Her men decline, claiming a weak and leaky ship. They head back for England. The strain taking its toll on White as the Hopewellconsiders her options. Finally, the captain and the whole company of the Hopewell, (with my earnest petitions), thereunto agreed. They will winter in the West Indies. A course is charted for Trinidad, in the face of a rising sea.


  Hurricane


  There are times when the ocean seems uncannily human. Ask any sailor, and he will recount for you its many changing moods. Coy, playful, slumbering. Fierce. But worse than these is a rising sea, neither one thing nor the other. Frightening in its indecision. The sailor shudders, for deep down, far beneath the grim surface, he can feel the forces gathering. The energy and fury of the universe flowing together, coiling up tightly, twisting into a pounding tension. Explosively released.


  August 28 it happens. The wind shifts. John White should have sensed the sea was against him from the first. The storm blasts up off the Carolina coast from out of nowhere, ushered in by a relentless booming that sounds like cannon. A wild storm, full of malice and greed. Howling winds buffet the ship, coiling the sails around the masts. The thundering gusts swirl from southwest to west and northwest. Wrenching the Hopewell away from its destination. A hail of lightning spikes pounds the sea with the noise of war. Captain Cocke braces above deck, roaring commands at his men, battling the sea.


  He loses. Routed by the wind, the Hopewell is forced east in a direct line with the Azores. Away from the eye of the storm. White fervently praying, willing the captains to reoutfit then depart anew for the Indies or Virginia. While there is still time.


  White Is Finished


  At Flores in the Azores the Moonlight is spotted riding with four English men-of-war. A surprise. The leaky hull only an excuse to rejoin the fray, dodging inactive duty at Roanoke. News is had, too, of the long-absent Little John, left behind in the Caribbean months before. Its Captain, Christopher Newport, sports a gaping hole where his arm had once been. The limb striken off in a skirmish.23 The West Indies would have been no safe place for White to winter. And all the while, the enemy sea and her ally the wind continue to play havoc with his plans, preventing a landing for provisions at St. George in the Azores. The Hopewell finally surrenders and sets a course for England.


  October. Saturday the 24. We came in safety, God be thanked, to an anchor at Plymouth. The voyage is over. White’s last chance to contact the planters has come and gone.


  
    Thus may you plainly perceive the success of my fifth and last voyage to Virginia, which was no less unfortunately ended than forwardly begun, and as luckless to many, as sinister to myself But I would to God it had been as prosperous to all, as noisome to the planters; & as joyful to me, as discomfortable to them. Yet seeing it is not my first crossed voyage, I remain contented. And wanting my wishes, I leave off from prosecuting that whereunto I would to God my wealth were answerable to my will. Thus committing the relief of my discomfortable company the planters in Virginia, to the merciful help of the Almighty, whom I most humbly beseech to help and comfort them, according to his most Holy will and their good desire, I take my leave from my house at Newtowne in Kylmore the 4 of February, 1593.


    Your most well wishing friend,


    John White

  


  
    *Edward Spicer was captain of the Moonlight, the Hopewell’s consort.

  


  2 A CASE OF MISSING PERSONS


  
    Historians will leave it recorded to succeeding Ages, that the bright sun-shining and glorious days of England under Queen Elizabeth ended in a foul, cloudy and dark evening, yea in an eternal night. (Posterity … will impute the mass and heap of future calamities not so much to the adversaries’ malice, as to the gross carelessness of these times.)


    Courtiers to Elizabeth I, 15871

  


  The Investigation Begins


  What we have is a case of missing persons on such a scale that it confounds the senses. An entire town is missing! One hundred and fifteen people — gone — from the tiny coastal island of Roanoke.* Without a trace. Our task is to try to make sense of it. First: Why have they disappeared? Second: Where are they? And eventually, from the evidence, a third, and chilling, question: Why have they remained lost?


  At this point, however, it is not clear that a crime has even been committed. Governor John White saw his colonists settled on Roanoke. When he returned three years later, they were gone. These facts are from his word alone. Upon this foundation we will build our investigation.


  The First Suspect


  White’s own behavior is somewhat suspect. It is clear that something had gone very wrong on Roanoke in 1587. Something that left the colonists wholly unprepared. In fact, for reasons we do not yet understand, they were in trouble. And yet White’s action in the face of this apparent danger was to abandon the colony. Why would the Governor, the person most directly responsible for the welfare of the group, be the first to leave? And why, if they were safe at Croatoan three years later, did no one come forward to meet the rescue ships? Especially since there was ample time to do so? How likely is it that the Hopewell went undetected? After all, she was firing cannon. There may be more here than meets the eye. Is White, in fact, guilty of a crime?


  Not according to his own testimony. He alleges that it was not his decision to leave, but that the whole company, assistants and planters, came to him and with one voice requested him to return himself into England. Anticipating recriminations back in London, he initially refused to go and steadfastly alleged many sufficient causes why he would not. Not least among his fears was the scandal of public opinion, realizing that he could not so suddenly return back again, without his great discredit, leaving the action, and so many, whom he partly had procured through his persuasions, to leave their native country, and undertake that voyage.2


  Curiously, and most significantly, his concerns appear concrete. There would seem to be specific, unnamed individuals enemies to him, and the action, who wish to poison his name and would not spare to slander falsely both him, and the action, by saying he went to Virginia but politicly, and to no other end but to lead so many into a country in which he never meant to stay himself, and there to leave them behind.3


  These arguments sound convincingly personal, though admittedly such sentiments were a reflection of the times. It was an age when the reputation and honour of a man doth master every other affection* when credit and respect were of vital importance. A spotless name is more to me, declares Avisa in a poem of the same name written by one of Raleigh’s coterie, than wealth, than friends, than life can be}


  Indeed, there is some indication that White’s fears were not ill-founded, and that such a stigma may have been attached to his name after his return to England, as it certainly has been by later historians.6 Posterity has deemed him weak and ineffective, unable to control company and crew; too unassertive to deflect the forces ranged against him. But we shall see that this is a serious misjudgment, for those forces, once set in motion, were very powerful — indeed, too powerful to resist.


  Who, then, is John White? Why did he go to Roanoke, what is his background? These questions demand answers, yet if we hope to solve the mystery of the Lost Colony by questioning its Governor, we will be disappointed. For when we open our investigation, we discover … John White is gone.


  
    *Throughout this book, 117 is the number of the original colonists; 116 indicates the missing colonists without John White, who returned to England; and 115 the colonists minus John White and George Howe, who died before White’s departure.

  


  3 JOHN WHITE: GOVERNOR


  
    And such as marks this world, and notes the course of things,

    The weak and tickle stay of states, and great affairs of Kings,

    Desires to be abroad, for causes more than one,

    Content to live as God appoints, and let the world alone.


    Thomas Churchyard1

  


  John White: The Enigma


  The records are missing. Or incomplete. Or deliberately concealed. Thus very little is known of John White: not his place of birth; not his age; not his family connections. Nor how he came to be associated with Raleigh, nor why he was a member of the Roanoke expeditions … nor, indeed, why he appears to have vanished completely after the bombshell announcement of his colony’s disappearance.


  The mystery surrounding him only deepens when we search for the answers. There is no John White mentioned for the Roanoke voyage of 1584, though we know, by his own reckoning, he was there.2 Nor is his name among the list of soldiers and specialists resident on the island the following year. Except for a single notice in an anonymous 1585 ship’s log, we would have no record of his being on the expedition at all.3 There is almost no trace of him in any document. In a wild flight of fancy, we might almost suspect the all too common name of John White to be a pseudonym. A disguise, like that of Edward Kelley (aka John Talbot), scryer to the famed mathematician, Dr. John Dee. Or the satirists John Penry and Job Throckmorton, who both went under the name of Martin Mar prelate to keep themselves from being killed. Or Bernard Mawde (alias Montalto), an agent to Secretary of State Sir Francis Wal-singham. Assumed names were not uncommon.


  Explain the omission as one will, the fact remains that here is the record and there is very little of John White within it. Odd, at the very least. His intimate connection with Raleigh might have guaranteed him, as it did others of this circle, some degree of notoriety. Historical reference might have derived from his office as Governor; and of an ill-fated colony at that. One might reasonably expect him to have been mentioned by some biographer of the day. Yet all we have is his single farewell letter to Hakluyt; and that is all.


  The Artist


  What, then, is left? Pieces of a puzzle, a tantalizingly vague outline. We do know that John White was an artist — though even this occupation is revealed to us only imperfectly. Seventy-five paintings are attributed to him. How many more — if any — lie among the many anonymous works from the period is impossible to say.4 There is a John White entered into the musty guild registry of the Painter-Stainer’s Company in London in 1580.5 Certainly a match. But that tells us very little. What type of artist was he? Under whom did he study? To what Renaissance school does he belong? Hints to be teased from history. The first evidence presented to us is a portrait White drew of Calichoughe in the year 1577. In Bristol.


  Martin Frobisher had just returned to England from his second Arctic expedition.6 A mining venture to exploit a black ore found the previous summer by his unlikely passenger, Dr. John Dee. Using, it might be added, the dubious technique of a divining rod.7 Assayers in London, and Dee himself, thought they had struck the mother lode.


  But the 1577 voyage spelled disaster. On Baffin Island there was a misunderstanding, Frobisher’s error; resulting in the bloody massacre of an entire band of Nugumiut on a cliff overlooking the sea. Frobisher, his ship’s hold crammed full of ore, seized three Nugumiut and returned to England: a woman and child — Egnock and Nutioc — and an unrelated man named Calichoughe, who was injured in the capture.8


  On Bristol’s wharves, Frobisher’s men unload the ore. Two hundred tons of black rock. Sparking an immediate gold mania. Metallurgists and assayers rush to the coast to test its worth. Investors tumble over themselves, calculating their returns. In the riot of excitement a comet streaks across the night sky, showering fireworks over the celebration.


  In the harbor, beneath the angular trading houses, Calichoughe quietly plies his kayak. White seabirds circle overhead; over this lonely Nugumiut man, bleeding from internal injuries unsuspected by the crowds gathered onshore to watch.9 Calichoughe, paddling a kayak, creates a sensation. Celebrated Flemish artist Cornelis Ketel hastens to Bristol to paint all three Baffin Islanders. Two of the portraits are intended for Queen Elizabeth. To be displayed in her palace at Hampton Court, where they will be much admired by visitors.10 There are plans afoot to transport the Nugumiut to London for a royal audience.


  But there is another painter here in Bristol. He, too, composes portraits of the Nugumiut. In watercolors. In a style reminiscent of Dürer or the Flemish artist Breughel, or Lucas de Heere who painted another Inuit taken by Frobisher the previous year.11 John White captures them with his brush. Sealskin parkas trimmed with fur; Calichoughe holding a bow; the kayak paddle. Egnock, with her little girl, Nutioc, tucked inside her coat, peering out from the hood. There is a certain sensitivity and realism in these paintings not found in others’ works.


  And then it all goes wrong. The celebration smoke settles chokingly around Bristol as Calichoughe’s pain echoes out over the tidal wash. Frobisher’s expedition is crumbling. The biggest maritime fiasco to date. Yet even with everything unraveling — after the ore is determined fool’s gold and its financier cast into debtor’s prison; after Calichoughe dies within weeks from his injuries; after the attending Bristol physician, Dr. Edward Dodding, is bitterly grieved, not over his death, but over the Queen’s lost chance to view him; after Egnock and Nutioc succumb to fever days later — after all this tragedy and disaster, John White’s paintings alone come shining through.12 With a profound sense of humanity and compassion. They are the only redeeming feature of this whole episode. Who is this man, to paint like this?


  A London Career


  Watercolor was his speciality. His talent in this field was considerable. His known works, now in the British Museum, provide the only tangible evidence of John White. Yet what was his career? To what bent were his talents turned? Perhaps as a limner: a painter of portraits and miniatures like the famous Nicholas Hilliard?13 These gentlemen artists were in much demand, painting locket and token portraits of royalty and nobles. In an age before photography, princes and statesmen collect keepsake mementos of their foreign counterparts. To put a face to a name; to know their associates.


  There are techniques in White’s work that suggest this: delicate brush strokes; opaque washes like those used in medieval illuminated manuscripts; gold and silver highlights. Yet White is also an innovator, a freethinker, a nonconformist. Anticipating watercolor methods not thought to have been developed until the eighteenth century — the use of light, rather than bold, outlines in lead; unconstrained strokes that imbue the drawings with a vivid sense of life; an awareness of the underlying texture and color of his medium, applying clear washes directly to the paper.14


  Alternatively, White may have been a specialist in murals and decorative art, like Lucas de Heere, skills increasingly in demand to beautify the homes of wealthy patrons with startling depictions of ancient mythology, kingdoms, and exotic, cosmopolitan places. Currently all the rage. At Theobalds, Lord Burghley’s estate, the twelve signs of the zodiac march across the ceiling of the grand hall so that at night you can see distinctly the stars proper to each; on the same stage the sun performs its course, which is without doubt contrived by some concealed ingenious mechanism.15 White’s vivid portraits of travelers from Turkey, Uzbekistan, and Greece might imply familiarity with the merchants of Constantinople; or perhaps such colorful characters frequented the trading houses of London or Bristol. If, indeed, White drew them from life.16


  But if one were to follow a hunch, one might suggest a different course, placing White squarely within a field then only in its infancy. That of scientific illustrator. England was just beginning to make forays into the distant world: to India, Asia, Africa, the Americas. Recent expeditions had resulted in myriad discoveries, having an impact on an exhaustive number of fields: astronomy, mathematics, navigation, geography, cartography, botany, zoology, entomology, ethnography, publishing, and engraving.


  The rise of English naturalists and explorers prompted an explosive demand for scientific illustration. Books on foreign travel were popularized by their scenes of faraway lands. The new scientists, such as Dr. John Dee, Richard Hakluyt, and Thomas Hariot — all intimate acquaintances of Raleigh, the last, indeed, in his employ — were in the vanguard of these discoveries. For a young artist it was a thrilling, stimulating environment indeed. The question is, was White there?


  Jacques LeMoyne


  White’s connection with the skilled French artist Jacques LeMoyne de Morgues might indicate he was. LeMoyne had been a member of Rene de Laudonniére’s Huguenot colony, which had been established on the St. John’s River in Florida in 1564. After its destruction by the Spaniards, LeMoyne fled home to France, only to discover the attitude toward Protestants rapidly deteriorating. In 1572 the tension exploded in a bloodbath in Paris streets on St. Bartholomew’s Day. For three days and nights Protestant Huguenots were slaughtered. The killings raged across France. Thirty thousand dead. On the Rhone, corpses floated so thickly that they choked the water.17 LeMoyne must have hidden to preserve his life, as did a twenty-year-old English volunteer, hot for action in support of the Huguenots, who abandoned an education at Oxford University for this. Young Walter Raleigh, from Devon in the West Country.


  After the St. Bartholomew’s Day Massacre, LeMoyne moved permanently to London, one of many refugees pouring into the city. Later, Raleigh hired him to paint a visual record of Florida. This he did, creating an astonishing vignette of Timucuan Indian life: villages, harvests, celebrations, processions, even family picnics with divers other things… lively drawn in colours at your no small charges, Raleigh is reminded by Hakluyt — himself busily translating Laudonniére’s narrative — by the skilfull painter James Morgues, yet living in the Black-friars in London.1


  White must have been there, by the older man’s side. Somewhere. Two of White’s watercolors are based on LeMoyne’s drawings of Florida Timucua — a man and a woman. The woman in a blue sarong of Spanish moss, the man’s body laden with copper. Overall, in all of White’s paintings, there is a vague sense of LeMoyne. A similarity in background detail, in poses, in the angles of composition.19 Both artists made studies of ancient Britons and may have worked on some of them together. An effort, on White’s part, to show that the people of Roanoke were not so very different from his own ancestors.


  Expedition Artist


  It was at this juncture, thanks to Raleigh, that a remarkable opportunity opened up for John White … Roanoke Island. He joined the first Roanoke expedition in 1584 as commissioned artist. In 1585 he was again sent thither specially and for the same purpose, to draw.20 To bring home remote, strange lands to those who would never go there. To be England’s eyes in the new world: faithfully recording the plants, animals, faces, and village life of the people he sees. It will change White forever. Hakluyt’s cousin, a lawyer, urged that American voyages include a skilful painter similar to that which the Spaniards used commonly in all their discoveries, to bring the descriptions of all beasts, birds, fishes, trees, towns, &c.21 And so John White was commanded to faraway Roanoke, a skillful painter, hauling paper and lead and pigments and brushes and grinding stones into an unknown world.


  White’s depictions of botanical and zoological specimens made on the voyage attest to experience with scientific illustration. The surviving examples are marked by a considerable attention to detail. They are fresh, vivid, carefully labeled: the spidery veins in a plantain; the fins of a flying fish, splayed like an accordion; spinelike hairs on the leg of a land crab; the creamy underbelly of a baby alligator: This being but one month old was 3 foot 4 inches in length and live in water.22


  Dr. Thomas Penny’s work on insects entitled Insectorum… Theatrum included four of White’s illustrations: a butterfly, two fireflies, and a gadfly from Virginia. White also presented him with a Virginia cicada. He was, said Penny, a painter not uncelebrated. A most skilful painter. A diligent observer of natural life both in the Caribbean and on the North American mainland. A yellow swallowtail, its wing tips singed a sooty black, bears the inscription: From Virginia, America, given me by White, the painter, 1587.23A poignant gesture. The fragile gift of a butterfly thoughtfully offered by White to Penny at a time when his own family was in such danger. Or perhaps he gave it earlier, before the colony’s departure from England.


  


  Botanist John Gerard also utilized White’s work. His famous Herball, published in 1597, included a woodcut of a milkweed based on one drawn by Master White, an excellent painter. Indeed, the two men held avid discussions about a plant from the American Southeast. The Spaniards positively raved about it. White contributed to Gerard’s knowledge of the root — and possibly supplied samples — of this salsa parilla, mangled into English as sarsaparilla and, finally, “sasparilla.”24


  Thomas Hariot’s book about Roanoke, the Briefe and True Report of the New Founde Land of Virginia, was published in 1590 by Theodore De Bry. An expert engraver, De Bry illustrated the volume by cutting copper plates from originals diligently collected and drawn by White.25 Wildly popular, the work raced through seventeen editions between 1590 and 1620, published in Latin, French, German, and English. It would be fully three centuries before anyone created a visual record as spectacular as John White and LeMoyne did of the Americas.26


  The Family Man


  In 1587 White is prepared to take a much more decisive step with regard to America. One that will be irreversible. On January 7 he is appointed Governor of the City of Raleigh in Virginia and agrees to lead a company of planters across the Atlantic to establish it. White will emigrate permanently to the New World. His family will go with him.


  But who are they? In all this time, we have heard nothing of them. White had been married, though his wife’s name is unknown. She was probably deceased, for she is not mentioned among the passengers. Together, she and White had at least one child: a daughter, Eleanor.


  Eleanor was grown and married at the time of the expedition, though we do not know how old she was. When she left for Roanoke, she was more than five months pregnant.27 The age of consent for marriage in England was twelve years for girls and fourteen for boys, although most unions were contracted much later: half of all marriages took place with both parties well into their twenties.28 Adding their ages together, John White was perhaps in his early forties in 1587.


  What other family did White have? Some may have been present on the expedition. A Cutbert White is listed among the Lost Colonists. A brother, perhaps? A grown son? It would be surprising if a number of the colonists were not bound by blood to John White, since many had agreed to go, as he said, through his persuasions. Implying a closeness. Thomas Butler, a Lost Colonist, may have been related, since White counted Butlers in his family tree. It is just possible that Henry Payne was also. An original collection of White’s watercolors appeared, in 1788, in the hands of a London bookseller named Thomas Payne, with their provenance far from clear.29


  Governor of a Colony


  If we are uncertain of White’s family connections, we are equally in the dark as to how he was selected to govern the City of Raleigh. Perhaps the projected colony was his idea. He was certainly instrumental in gathering the personnel and arranging the logistics of the voyage. Raleigh wholeheartedly approved of him, claiming that he himself had nominated, elected, chosen, constituted, made & appointed John White of London, Gentleman, to be the chief Governor there.30


  Eleanor’s husband, Ananias Dare, was a London tiler and bricklayer, an occupation which has led to the assumption that White’s own status was not above that of a common laborer.31 But other causes might have brought two young people together: a shared religious conviction perhaps. And then there is White’s fine italic hand, which speaks of education and class; his skill as a limner; his known contacts with men of substance such as Raleigh, LeMoyne, and Hakluyt; the fact of his being made Governor at all; his title of address as master and gentleman.32


  A Distorted Image


  By July 1587 White’s colony had reached Roanoke Island and begun to settle in. Yet despite its hopeful beginning, something had gone quite wrong. One colonist had been murdered, and the horror of death hung like a pall over the rest. Panicked, they forced White back to England for help. He sailed away … and never saw them again. The 1590 rescue expedition failed. The Roanoke dream was dead.


  After this, we know nothing of White’s whereabouts. The trail ends abruptly…until 1593. In England Richard Hakluyt receives a letter dated February 4 from Newtown in Kilmore, Ireland, signed by White. The contents detail the sad events of the 1590 voyage, penned in response to a request Hakluyt had made when they were last together in London. The wording of the letter bears the stamp of finality. In other hands, it might have made a convincing suicide note. What was happening here? Could White merely have been going away? Had he indeed resigned himself to the colony’s fate, as implied? Perhaps he wished to end further discussion. Or is it possible he no longer felt safe? Did John White know too much? The answers, in time, will become clearer, though they will never be brought fully into focus. Strangely, after the farewell letter was delivered, White was never heard from again.


  John White of London, gentleman. Celebrated artist. Governor of Roanoke. Missing person.


  The Search Broadens


  In the absence of concrete information about White, the investigation logically should turn to the colonists. It is they who are missing. We might expect them, in fact, to hold the key to the puzzle or, at the very least, to furnish a clue. Instead, what they furnish is another dead end. What do we know of them? Who were they? And why did they emigrate thousands of miles to an unknown land? Did they hold certain political or religious convictions that might have a bearing on this case? What of their internal organization? Or their relationship to Raleigh? The answers to these questions may only be inferred. Because, curiously, there is scarcely any information on these people. Like John White, much about them is veiled in mystery. Their story, from start to finish, is an enigma. It would seem that we have both a Governor and his colony who simply can’t be found.


  Yet what if we make a wider sweep? What can we learn about the colonists by looking at the world in which they lived? A world which they left behind and which may provide a motive for their departure. England. What is it like at this moment in history? For the Lost Colonists do not owe their genesis to Roanoke. Everything in London bears on their story.


  4 OF LONDON


  
    London is a large, excellent, and mighty city of business, and the most important in the whole kingdom; most of the inhabitants are employed in buying and selling merchandize, and trading in almost every corner of the world, since the river is most useful…


    Frederick, Duke of Wirtemberg1

  


  A City of Water


  London is a very old, walled city. So old, in fact, that in the sixteenth century Roman artifacts and ruins are frequently unearthed layers below the current street levels — much to everyone’s amazement.2 Mute testimony to the strata of human life long sustained here by the Thames. Along the southern edge of the city the river charts a smooth course, gliding past the Tower, the wharves, the ruins of Baynard’s Castle, the ancient monastery of Blackfriars by the western wall. Sweeping everything in. A history steeped in water.


  Various streams, or bourns, once trickled down through the walled city, winding under bridges and along lanes, performing daily ablutions. Most are now vaulted over with brick and paved level with the street. The population grows rapidly, houses crowding so thickly upon one another that much of the drinking water is ruined and must be piped into the city through conduits of lead. The effect this has on the mind can only be guessed. Many thrill to the changes around them; others are critical and dislike what they see. And there are not a few who believe that the world is coming to an end.


  Close to the Madding Crowd


  Only recently has London come to be regarded as England’s true capital, thanks to Queen Elizabeth. Her reign rolls along on an overwhelming tide of popularity. On the anniversary of her ascension, bells peal from a forest of steeples above the old city walls. They are vastly fond of great noises that fill the ear, a foreign visitor notes, such as the firing of cannon, drums, and the ringing of bells; so that in London it is common for a number of them, that have got a glass in their heads, to go into some belfry and ring the bells for hours together for the sake of exercise.3


  Of the fourteen royal residences, the twenty-four-acre palace of Whitehall in Westminster west of the London gate is by far the most spectacular, envied as the largest palace in Europe. An incredible 1,500 courtiers and retainers maintain a constant bustle about the Queen, keeping a well-ordered Whitehall humming with activity. The kitchen alone is cluttered with departments: for poultry, for dairy, for produce, for pastries and confections, for seasonings, for butter, for vinegar, for baking, each with its own separate staff. All this requires an enormous intake of supplies: spices; candles; linens and bedding; rushes and flowers; bottles and glass; cutlery; mountains of firewood; annually, 2,500 tons of ale and beer; 33,024 chickens; 13,260 lambs; 8,200 sheep; 1,240 head of beef; and 60,000 pounds of butter.4 Enough to keep an army of Londoners employed. Little wonder that gentlemen and merchants desert the country en masse and do fly to London.5 To earn a living.


  As for retailers, therefore, and handy craftsmen, it is no marvel if they abandon country towns, and resort to London; for not only the court, which is now-a-days much greater and more gallant than in former times … is now for the most part either abiding at London, or else so near unto it, that the provision of things most fit for it may easily be fetched from thence.6


  Inside the city walls, London pulsates with motion, with an incessant din of hammering and hawking, the clank and call of a multitude of craftsmen. Here are ranged the great trade guilds of the masons, the weavers, the coopers, and the like. Saddlers, glovers, tanners, perfumers, upholsterers, soapmakers, needlemakers, haberdashers. A welter of specialists, all with their own arms and ceremony. All with an eye on the Royal Exchange, a massive edifice of brick and stone accommodating hundreds of merchants who meet twice daily to transact business.7


  From the Royal Exchange, past the Pissing Conduit and down into Eastcheap along the waterfront, the fishmarkets and butchers’ shambles are strewn, where more meat is sold in a day than Portugal consumes in a whole year.8 Where the stench is overwhelming, and the filth of offal is channeled down to waiting dung boats on the Thames.


  There is an insatiable appetite for luxuries and fads in a city that boasts enough markets to supply anything under Christendom. Londoners delight in foreign goods. Novelties crowd shop windows. And for a lark we oft exchange our finest cloth, corn, tin, and wools for halfpenny cockhorses for children, dogs of wax or of cheese, twopenny tabors, leaden swords, painted feathers, gewgaws for fools, dogtricks for dizzards, hawks-hoods, and suchlike trumpery, whereby we reap just mockage and reproach in other countries.9


  A Tourist Industry


  Foreign princes travel to London just to see the sights. A voracious appetite for tour books keeps presses churning at an impressive rate. London is the capital of England and so superior to other English towns, raves a visitor sparing of pronouns, that London is not said to be in England, but rather England to be in London, for England’s most resplendent objects may be seen in and around London; so that he who sightsees London and the royal courts in its immediate vicinity may assert without impertinence that he is properly acquainted with England.10


  London streets, relics of an earlier age, are narrow and twisted, overwhelmed by the recent congestion of carts and coaches, for the world runs on wheels with many, whose parents were glad to go on foot.11 For economy’s sake, it is easier on everyone to travel by way of the Thames. Wherries, London’s water taxis with comfortably upholstered interiors, line up along the bank in great crowds, vying for fares since customers are free to choose the ship they find the most attractive and pleasing, while every boatman has the privilege on arrival of placing his ship to best advantage for people to step into. When Swiss traveler Thomas Platter embarks on such a ride to see the sights, he is most astounded, not by the historic buildings but by the continuous line of boats on the Thames, extending the entire length of the city.12


  The ever-popular St. Paul’s Cathedral is a famous tourist landmark, a must-see on any itinerary. A sea of booksellers’ stalls and printers’ shops, drenched by colorful signs, laps its base. And, skulking around, the usual assortment of knaves, pickpockets, and thieves. People-watching promises never a dull moment, for amid the jostling and jeering crowd you shall see walking the knight, the gull, the gallant, the upstart, the gentleman … the scholar, the beggar, the doctor, the idiot, the rujfian, the cheater, the Puritan, the cutthroat.13


  After attending the service, a favorite pastime is to climb the three hundred stone steps to the cathedral roof, paved with lead. Couples stroll there along the promenade on Sunday afternoons, taking in sweeping views of the rushing crowds below, the writhing city of London with Westminster poised regally in the distance along the rolling Thames.


  The roof has also become, sad to say, a popular haven for graffiti artists. By all means, mocks the satirist Thomas Dekker, visitors must not neglect to pay the admission fee to the roof in order to experience the pleasure of defacing it. Pay tribute to the top of Paul’s steeple with a single penny… Before you come down again, I would desire you to draw your knife, and grave your name… in great characters upon the leads… and so you shall be sure to have your name lie in a coffin of lead, when yourself shall be wrapped in a winding-sheet. And indeed, the top of Paul’s contains more names than Stowe’s Chronicle.14


  Lead roofs appear to be irresistible for this kind of thing. In 1581, despite raging political turmoil, the ousted Portuguese king, Don Antonio, on official state business to Elizabeth, manages to find time to etch an inscription on the tower roof behind Windsor Palace: When Antonius the eloquent was compelled by war to seek help of the Queen, this inscription was made.15 Apparently the Eloquent enjoyed himself so much, he updated his autograph four years later.


  The artistic pride of the city and a work very rare is London Bridge, its twenty graceful arches spanning the Thames. It is a marvel by night, spraying soft lights upon the dark river, water gurgling under the vaults below. Towering over it are expensive shops and wealthy merchants’ houses so that it seemeth rather a continual street than a bridge.16 The secretary of Frederick, Duke of Wirtemberg, waxed utterly rhapsodic about these splendid, handsome, and well-built houses dwelt in by merchants of consequence, stuffed with costly wares from around the world.17 Guarding one such house is a disagreeable, spitting, and very alive camel; an unexpected visitor bonus.


  In Come the Urbanites


  Yet a change is coming over the citizenry. Unpleasant urbanites are sprouting up like mushrooms, whining cityfolk inured to none of the hardships of the countryside. Much to the profound disgust of their fellow countrymen. Londiners… are in reproach called Cockneys and, worse yet, eaters of buttered toast.18 Lest this seem an unfair castigation, let it be known that there is an overall disdain of those who shun the wholesome food of the countryside. They, with their nice, tender stomachs, which cannot handle such fare, would find it lying stinking in their stomachs, as dirt in a filthy sink or privy.19


  Such fastidiousness is not confined to cuisine alone, but has extended to the whole atmosphere of dining. A veritable mantra of culinary ritual is developing. Not least in the curious affair of placement settings: Venetian glass, pewter dishes and silver spoons are a prerequisite. Wood will no longer do. Tapestries, silks, fine napery, and plate garnish the homes of even the lowest sort in London.20


  Such are the London Cockneys. The term is new, begging definition. They are held to be embarrassingly gullible, half-baked dolts, utterly ignorant of husbandry or housewifery, such as is practised in the country, so that they may be persuaded anything about rural commodities. The ever-popular tale of the citizens son, who knew not the language of a cock, but called it neighing, is commonly known. Cockneigh.21


  The name is generally fixed on such who are born within the sound of Bow-Bell Church, and are tender enough and sufficiently ignorant in country businesses. Weak, delicate, and silly folk.22


  The cherished opinion of rural England places London at the farthest extreme of frivolity. Small lapdogs are all the rage, sought far and near to satisfy the nice delicacy of dainty dames and wanton women's wills.23


  These sybaritical puppies, remarks an incredulous and alliterating Harrison, are meet playfellows for mincing mistresses to bear in their bosoms, to keep company withal in their chambers, to succour with sleep in bed and nourish with meat at board, to lie in their laps and lick their lips as they lie (like young Dianas) in their wagons and coaches.24


  No surprise that a popular London saying is Love me, love my dog.25One of the cleaner adages. The streets are rife with all sorts of irreverent witticisms and sacrilegious jests. Alongside somber and eloquent eulogies to the dead, one is just as apt to stumble upon inscriptions like the boisterous verse engraved on a locksmith’s tombstone:


  
    A zealous lock-smith died of late,

    And did arrive at heaven gate,

    He stood without and would not knock,

    Because he meant to pick the lock.26

  


  Or the epitaph of the worldly Thomas Elderton:


  
    Here is Elderton lying in dust,

    Or lying Elderton; choose which you lust… ,27

  


  It’s an unusual attitude. Yet, for all this jocularity, all that glitters is not gold. Or, to quote another London saying, it’s not all butter that the cow shits.28


  Self-indulgence


  There are too many people in this city, and its effects are becoming evident in irritability and self-centeredness. Older forms of hospitality crumble. In the countryside, manors welcome visitors with a generosity as great on the day of departure as on that of arrival. Not so in London, where men oftentimes complain of little room; and in reward of a fat capon or plenty of beef and mutton largely bestowed upon them in the country, a cup of wine or beer, with a napkin to wipe their lips and a “You are heartily welcome,” is thought to be great entertainment; and therefore the old country clerks have framed this saying… upon the entertainment of townsmen and Londoners, after the days of their abode in this manner: The first is pleasant, and the second tolerable, the third is empty, but the fourth day stinks.29


  If city people no longer lavish hospitality on visitors it is, in part, because guests increasingly demonstrate a marked lack of gratitude in return. A great housekeeper, it is said, is sure of nothing for his good cheer save a great turd at his gate.30


  The rudeness is in keeping with an overall atmosphere of self-indulgence. A shirking of personal responsibility. The guiding words of the past lie open to the censure of the youth of our time, complains the historian Camden, who, for the most part, are so over-gulled with self liking, that they are more than giddy in admiring themselves, and carping at whatsoever hath been done or said heretofore.31


  There is an alarming lack of discipline and self-control. Anger is allowed free rein; street brawls are common. Couples easily separate when tired of marriage. Even in the innocuous realm of cuisine, the swelling army oí pursy and corpulent citizens indicates an absence of self-denial. In the past one dish was felt sufficient, now tables groan under the weight and variety of courses. Not even the most devouring glutton or the greediest cormorant that is, can scarce eat of every dish in every course. Oh what nicety is this? What vanity, excess, riot, and superfluity is here? Oh, farewell former world!32


  Aiding and abetting the decadence are the entertainments of the day. There are plenty who spend their Sundays, not at church in the quiet contemplation of God, but in dancing, dicing, carding, bowling, tennis playing, hawking, hunting, and such like.33 Admittedly, something is amiss when the city’s most impressive laborers are those souls of industry in the workshops of the Marshalsea Prison, diligently turning out false dice for gambling cheats.34


  Dancing to express a joyous frame of mind is one thing, say the critics, but now it is done entirely in praise of ourselves, night and day without moderation, and in all manner of smooching and slobbering one of another, what filthy groping and unclean handling is not practised everywhere in these dancings? Yea the very deed and action itself, which I will not name … shall be portrayed and showed forth in their bawdy gestures of one to another.35


  These criticisms are no mere complaints by a scandalized generation, but express very real concerns about a society which yields to every desire. No thought to consequences. There is a flourishing of sexual gratification without restraint, embarrassing in its irresponsibility. Mutual coition between man and woman, returns the flippant reply, is not so offensive before God. For do not all creatures (say they) … engender together? Therefore, they conclude, that whoredom is a badge of love.36


  Bastard births, a soaring population, and pandemic venereal disease rank among the many products of this age. Seldom discussed. Still, the call for change is hardly helped by one reformer’s exuberant list of alternatives: the delights that cometh by meat and drink, and sometimes while those things be expulsed and voided, whereof is in the body over-great abundance. This pleasure is felt when we do our natural easement, or when we be doing the act of generation (with legal spouses), or when the itching of any part is eased with rubbing or scratching.37


  Drinking and drunkenness wash over England like a tide. Drowning souls. There was a time when public houses were few and far between. But now every town, village, and street corner overflows with an abundance of alehouses, taverns and inns, which are so fraughted with malt-worms night and day, that you would wonder to see them. Often they sit drinking and carousing a whole week together, as long as the money lasts. A world it is to consider their gestures and demeanours, how they strut and stammer, stagger and reel to and fro, like madmen, some vomiting, spewing and disgorging their filthy stomachs, other some… pissing under the board as they sit, which is most horrible, some fall to swearing, cursing. interlacing their speeches with curious terms of blasphemy to the great dishonour of God and offence of the godly ears present.38


  A welter of graphic and irreverent nicknames attach themselves to such heady ale and beer: the huff cap, the mad-dog, father-whoreson, angels’ food, dragons’ milk, go-by-the-wall, stride-wide, and lift-leg, etc…. It is incredible how our maltbugs lug at this liquor. with such eager and sharp devotion as our men hale at huffcap till they be red as cocks and little wiser than their combs.39


  Social Disintegration


  A slow rot is seeping through the city; a disturbing underbelly of London’s wealth and power. A wilderness of slums. At Smart’s Quay, a thieves’ school instructs streetwise boys in the delicate art of pickpocket-ing. A way of survival, of keeping clear of vile debtor’s prisons. Pedestrians, passing these places of incarceration, are horrified by the pitiful cries of the inmates, lying in filthy straw and loathsome dung, worse than any dogs.40As though dogs should be treated this way.


  Examples of degenerate society prompt public outcry — unheeded — against the concentration of wealth into too few hands. Condemning the rich who expend great sums to nourish their sporting dogs while the poor go hungry. Begging for bread. Money is like muck, not good except it be spread.41


  By way of proof, the depraved district of Southwark oozes like scum along the southern edge of the Thames. The repository of London’s human offal. Sights here include the infamous Clink, a clerical prison for the incarceration of Jesuits, thieves, and pirates; Paris Garden with its abhorrent bear-baiting arena; gambling dens; prostitution rings and a jumble of whorehouses, taverns, and playhouses. Not the least of which are the Globe Theater and the Hope. Places of ill repute. Filled to capacity even when the church of God shall be bare and empty.42 Theatergoers flock thither thick and threefold, asserting that the messages delivered in the plays are as good as any sermon.43


  Better, at least, than Paris Garden. Better than the bear-baitings that take place on Bankside in the shadow of Lambeth Palace across the marsh. A putrid, vicious sport. In the middle of a lonely arena, a bear crouches, tethered to a stake. No one to help it. Spectators clamber onto risers for a better view of what is to come, eagerly placing bets as snarling mastiffs are released one by one on the terrorized animal. Cries of delight escape from the crowd as the bear hopelessly tries to ward them off. The dogs are specially bred for the purpose, champion prize fighters housed in a tenement of foul-smelling kennels behind the stadium, 120 in number. Too valuable to risk injury, the odds are stacked: the bear cannot bite — its teeth are broken short.44


  The most grotesque attraction at Paris Garden is an old, blind bear securely fastened, then struck with canes and sticks by young boys. Bewildered and upset, it can neither see its attackers nor escape; innocent of any crime, too old to be threatening. These children are the hope for London’s future, this their education. The cruelty hits home once when the animal pathetically unfastens its rope and flees to the safety of its own cage. It is enough to bring tears to the eyes, but doesn’t. Instead its antics are greeted by howls of laughter.


  
    To see a strange out-landish fowl,

    A quaint baboon, an ape, an owl,

    A dancing bear, a giant’s bone,

    A foolish engine move alone,

    A Morris dance, a puppet play,

    Mad Tom to sing a roundelay,

    A woman dancing on a rope,

    Bull-baiting also at the Hope;

    A rhymer’s jests, a juggler’s cheats,

    A tumbler showing cunning feats,

    Or players acting on the stage,

    There goes the bounty of our Age;

    But unto any pious motion,

    There’s little coin, and less devotion.45

  


  A Religion Called Money


  If religion were once the answer, it is no longer. Clergy complain of low church attendance and a general contempt of the ministry. Money has become the worshipped god. Everyone from the highest to the lowest, from the priest to the popular sort is caught up in money. A covetous man may well be compared to Hell, which ever gapeth and yawneth for more.46


  Classes of thriftless men and women spring up everywhere, earning a living as beggars, of which there are reckoned to be no less than 10,000 persons in the realm. Some few are legitimate. The rest run scams, communicating among themselves in a thieves’ canting language, counterfeiting illness and disease by the application of corrosives and poisons to their own skins thereby to raise pitiful and odious sores and move the hearts of the goers by to bestow large alms upon them.47Quite a fortune can be made in this way.


  Scams extend even to craftsmen who churn out delightful products curious to the eye, costly to the purse. Shoddy work is quickly shuffled off to the first buyer. Artisans toil in haste and a barbarous or slavish desire to turn the penny and, by ridding their work make a speedy profit. If they bungle up and dispatch many things, they care not how, so they be out of their hands.48 Even the magnificent mansions cropping up throughout the city are rather curious to the eye like paper work than substantial for continuance.49 And so yet another saying is born to cover the work of such swindlers: Claw a churl by the arse, and he shiteth in thy hand.50


  Not surprisingly, lawyers proliferate like flies, their numbers increasing incrementally with lawsuits filed. The lawyers, they go rustling in their silks, velvets and chains of gold, they build gorgeous houses, sumptuous edifices, and stately turrets. At the expense of others. As long as one grease them in the fist, then your suit shall want no furtherance until the money is gone…. In presence of their clients, they will be so earnest one with another… but immediately after their clients being gone, they laugh in their sleeves, to see how prettily they fetch in such sums of money, and under the pretence of equity and justice.51 Little wonder that bringing suit is often more headache than it’s worth. The more ye stir a turd, the worse it will stink.52


  Decency has been so far displaced, cry the worthy, that blasphemy has become daily sustenance. Just see the farmers of Waiden the year saffron plummeted on the Exchange! Forced to sell fully half their produce as cut flowers, they suffer a grievous economic loss. Yet no one is dead, or injured; crops remain intact. Rather than accept the clergy’s advice and give thanks for abundance, Waiden prays instead for scarcity and reviles God. They in most contemptuous manner murmured against Him, saying that He did shit saffron, therewith to choke the market.53


  It is the end of an era. There is widespread belief that the world has gone mad. That the disintegration of English society is at hand. There is a meanness to the times. A self-indulgence. And a corruption. Too much wrong.


  This is the world the colonists left behind.
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