
Table of Contents

White Seed: The Untold Story of the Lost Colony of Roanoke

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

CHAPTER 24

CHAPTER 25

CHAPTER 26

CHAPTER 27

CHAPTER 28

CHAPTER 29

CHAPTER 30

CHAPTER 31

CHAPTER 32

CHAPTER 33

CHAPTER 34

CHAPTER 35

CHAPTER 36

CHAPTER 37

CHAPTER 38

CHAPTER 39

CHAPTER 40

CHAPTER 41

CHAPTER 42

CHAPTER 43

CHAPTER 44

CHAPTER 45

CHAPTER 46

CHAPTER 47

EPILOGUE

AFTERWORD

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

Other Books by Paul Clayton


DEDICATION

I would like to dedicate this book to James Clavell, James Michener, and Ken Follett, wonderful authors of the big, compelling ‘time-trip’ kind of books I love to read.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1
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Spring, 1587
Plymouth England...

––––––––
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Maggie knew that this old man would do to her what the other had—if he could get her alone. She stood on the deck of Sir Walter Raleigh’s ship, the Lion, the afternoon sun burning through her simple gown of green linen, as she waited for her turn to be interviewed for a place in Raleigh’s New World Virginia Paradise. She had not eaten all day and the stench of garbage and pitch pine from the harbor threatened to make her retch. The old man, a sailor with a gray goat’s beard sprouting from his chin, sat at a table ten feet away, writing in a black leather-bound ledger open before him.

Maggie Hagger, seventeen years of age, had long, red hair and a fair, pretty face flecked with freckles. The ship, although tightly tethered to the quay, moved slightly on a swell. Maggie took her eyes off the man to look up at the looping white of the furled sails as they moved slightly across the blue vault of the sky. Like a graceful swan, this ship would take her far away to safety upon its downy back—if she got a contract of indenture. And get one she must—or hang!

“Next,” the old sailor said finally.

As Maggie approached, she looked to her left at twenty- five or so common people dressed in plain brown woolens and homespun, whose terms of indenture had already been purchased. They waited in the stark sunlight with their belongings in shabby bundles about their feet. On the other side in the shade cast by stacks of wooden pens containing sheep and hens, about a dozen of the better sort, dressed in fine clothes and wearing hats of bright colors, talked softly. They were all watching Maggie expectantly.

“Name?”

“Maggie Hagger.”

He had an ugly voice like the bark of a dog, recalling to Maggie the bray of the man who had pursued her and Thomas halfway across England. She remembered their escape from the London warehouse in the blackness of night. They had crept along the slippery stones of the exposed banks of the Thames as a horrid, faceless man shouted after them, “Redheaded whore! Wherever you go I will find you. Hear me! I will find you and you shall hang!” Maggie suspected that the man had had some connection to Thomas’s master.

Thomas, who was two behind Maggie in the line, called to her, “Worry not, Maggie. We will soon be aboard.”

Maggie prayed that he was right. A fellow countryman, Thomas had been her traveling companion for much of the last year, but it was by chance and not choice. A dull looking, straw-haired lad of eighteen, Thomas stood out only by virtue of the jaunty fig-colored felt hat upon his head, its crown bulging up roundly like the crust on a newly baked pie. The old sailor continued his scribbling and Maggie looked at the crumpled handbill she had found nailed to a wall the day before. It had a drawing of a proud little merchant ship, its white sails bellied out by a fair breeze. She read silently:

The City of Raleigh Offering Most Excellent Fruits By Planting

In The Virginia

Paradise. Planters, Artisans And

Common Folk Apply At The

Berth Of Sir Walter Raleigh’s Ship, Lion.

“Step up, wench. Quickly!”

Maggie’s legs shook slightly from weakness and fear as she approached the man.

His eyes pawed over her body. “What is yer age?”

“Seventeen.”

He continued to speak as he looked down and wrote in his ledger, “And what service would yeh be offering these gentlemen, wench?”

Guffaws of laughter came from some nearby sailors coiling some ropes and Maggie’s face turned crimson. “Cook maid or serving girl,” she said quickly. “Child teacher too. I can read and write and sum.”

The old sailor looked up from his ledger. “We’ve already signed aboard the serving girls,” he said. He looked around at the crowd. “Be there anyone still in need of a cook maid or child teacher?”

Silence greeted the question and Maggie felt the blood run out of her. She must find a place on this ship and sail away. She must! She looked around at the people but only indifference or amusement showed in their faces and her hope sank like a stone.

“Next!”

Maggie was turning to go when a gruff male voice called out, “Are yeh a good cook, girl?”

A tall, muscled, middle-aged soldier pushed through the crowd. Maggie thought him handsome in a rough way, but something about him inexplicably made her wary.

“Aye, sir,” she said, taking in his broad shoulders, blue eyes, and thick brown hair. He smiled, attempting to put her at ease, but his eyes bore into hers so brazenly that she had to look away.

He turned to the old sailor. “I will pay ten pounds for her term.”

“Very well, Captain Stafford,” said the old sailor, “ten pounds.”

“I will pay fifteen!” The voice was kindly, but bold. Maggie looked up to see a white-haired gentleman step out of the crowd. “I could use a wench to help my daughter, Eleanor.”

“Aye, Governor White,” said the sailor, “fifteen is offered.”

“Eleanor Dare has a husband to help her,” said Stafford, “and a father. I will pay sixteen pounds for the serving wench’s contract.”

The sailors had stopped their work to listen intently. The crowd grew quiet and craned their heads inquisitively.

“I will pay eighteen,” said John White.

The mast and yards creaked in a sluggish breeze. Captain Stafford placed his hands on his hips and shook his head. He laughed suddenly and raucously. “Very well, Governor. My quarters may well be untidy during the crossing but at least I shall retain my humble fortune.”

The sailors laughed. The old ledger-keeper scowled at them and they went back to their work. He turned to Maggie. “Very well, wench. Governor White has agreed to pay the cost of yer transport to Virginia. For this yeh will work for him and his daughter, Eleanor for a term of four years. She is with child and will need much care on the crossing. Do yeh agree to this?”

Maggie could not help smiling. “Aye.”

The old sailor placed his knobby finger on the ledger. “Make yer mark here.”

Maggie signed her name and walked across the waist to stand with the others. She was shocked to see Lionel the cutpurse among them. Lionel’s idiot son, Humphrey, who had always been at his side, was now nowhere in sight and Maggie wondered what had become of him.

Lionel had obviously seen Maggie, yet he would not look at her. He had disappeared the day before without a word of goodbye. No longer the patch-worn cutpurse masquerading as a gentleman, Lionel was now a humble yeoman farmer in brown homespun he had evidently stolen from a clothesline somewhere. Maggie marveled at the man’s ability to transform himself.

Her face still warm from all the eyes upon her, Maggie gave Lionel wide berth. A broad-faced, heavyset woman about a dozen years older than Maggie was signed next. Carrying two heavy bundles under her arms, she rocked back and forth as she crossed the deck. She stood next to Maggie, setting her bundles down with a sigh.

Her rough face softened into a smile. “‘Tweren’t more than a dozen behind me, Dearie,” she said softly, “so we shan’t have to stand here in this sun much longer.”

Maggie smiled upon hearing the lilting tones of her own country in the woman’s voice.

“Next!” called the old sailor and Thomas stepped forward. “Yer name?” said the old sailor.

Thomas licked his lips. “Thomas Shande.”

“Age?”

“Eighteen.”

“What is yer occupation?”

“Apprentice cooper.”

The woman next to Maggie clucked her tongue impatiently. “Thinks he’s the grand high inquisitor.”

A nearby soldier cast a warning look, but the woman went on undeterred. “The sun and sea have long since roasted what little brains the poor man had. That is why the heat bothers him not.”

Maggie smiled but she was beginning to worry. If Thomas did not get a place on the ship, would he let her go? Or would he turn her in out of jealousy? Sadly, she did not know the answer.

“To whom were yeh apprenticed?” said the old sailor.

Thomas swallowed visibly, looking around at the people. “Ah... Master John Smith,” he lied. Someone in the crowd laughed. “He died last year,” Thomas quickly added, “and I have found no position since.”

“Well,” said the sailor, “we already have a cooper and he already has an apprentice.” He looked sternly at Thomas then said, “Next!”

Maggie’s hopes fell as Thomas turned to go.

“Wait!”

It was the captain who had attempted to buy her contract. “Not afraid of hard work, are yeh, boy?” the captain asked Thomas.

Thomas shook his head. “Nay, sir.”

“Take off yer shirt.”

Thomas quickly took off his shirt and the captain assayed his physique.

“I will buy his term for the company,” said the captain. “He appears healthy and we can always use another strong back.”

“Aye,” said the old sailor. “Purchased for four years by Captain Stafford.”

Thomas came over to stand with the common people.

Maggie looked over at Lionel. With his thinning hair combed forward and his pointed little beard, he looked too cunning to be a farmer. His intelligent gray eyes met Maggie’s briefly and she read in them that he wanted to remain anonymous. She looked away.

“That is all for now,” the old sailor called to the crowd. “Take them below,” he said to one of the sailors.

Maggie and the others picked up their things and followed the sailor to an open hatchway. Her worries and loneliness faded as she trudged down the steps. Their shuffling footsteps reverberated in the dark passageways as Lionel and Thomas disappeared somewhere. Maggie and the others squeezed through the narrow spaces, hugging their bundles and bags close. Finally, they came out into a larger, open area amidships on a lower deck where daylight streamed down through latticework hatches. Four cannon pointed out through opened gun ports, admitting additional sunlight. A raised wooden hatch covered the entryway to the deck below. Straw-filled tick mattresses lay about on the plank floor between the cannons, half of them already occupied by women and children, a few of them asleep. The air was humid and tinged with the smell of sweat, but the breeze coming through the gun ports mitigated its unpleasantness. After having had her prayers answered and securing a place on the ship, Maggie knew she should be at peace. But only after they were safely at sea and her awful pursuer no longer a threat, could she rest easy.

“I slept in worse, I’ll tell yeh that,” said the heavyset woman, breaking into Maggie’s thoughts.

Maggie smiled.

Maggie took a mattress, and the heavyset woman took the mattress beside her. The woman’s words—the simple musings of a fellow traveler, someone who was not after Maggie for what she could get, but rather wanting only to pass the time—warmed Maggie like the glow of a fire. “What is your name?” Maggie asked.

“Elizabeth McNeil of Belfast. And thee?”

“Maggie Hagger.” Maggie saw Lionel Fisher enter the cabin and claim a mattress on the other side. He glanced briefly at Maggie and then lay back to rest. The light filtering down through the latticework grew dim as a cloud passed overhead. Elizabeth patted Maggie’s hand kindly.

“‘Tis no fun being footloose, is it, Dearie? Always on the move, living hand-to-mouth. Well, that will soon change.”

Maggie nodded.

“And yer indentured to the governor and his daughter! They’ll take good care of yeh, that I’ll wager.”

“Aye.” Maggie remembered the old gentleman’s kindly face and hoped Elizabeth was right. Several sailors entered and lay down more mattresses on the deck. One of them hung a gimbaled lamp from a hook on the bulkhead to be lit later.

“Who bought your contract?” Maggie asked Elizabeth.

Elizabeth smiled. “A young gallant from Devon, Sir James Duncan.” Elizabeth leaned conspiratorially close, “The one with a blue peacock’s feather flyin’ from a red Italian hat. He be a friend of Raleigh’s and looking to get rich stealing the savages’ gold.”

Thomas approached. Nodding to Elizabeth, he got down on one knee. “Maggie, there be a sow giving birth to a litter. Come and see.”

Maggie knew what he really wanted. She shook her head tiredly. “Nay. I am too tired. Show me on the morrow.”

Thomas got to his feet. “Suit yerself.” He walked off into the growing dimness.

Maggie closed her eyes, giving in to her exhaustion. Elizabeth’s voice roused her from falling into sleep.

“Maggie, that lad fancies yeh. Better let him catch yeh before yeh get too old.”

Maggie shook her head. “I’ve had my fill of him since we left London.”

“London town!” said Elizabeth with wonder. “And why would you leave such a grand city?”

Maggie looked around for a place to keep their talk confidential. Some of the people were sleeping, a few snoring. “Let us go somewhere else,” she said.

They walked a little way down the passage, coming to another open space. The dim golden light of a lamp revealed stacked casks and boxes rising like small hills. A farmer sat among them on a mattress. He looked at them tiredly. A few feet from him a thick door led to another passageway. Maggie tried it but it seemed to be bolted from the other side.

“Let me try?” Elizabeth grunted as she tugged at the door. “Tight as a drum.”

“They always lock the doors,” said the farmer.

“Pray tell why?” said Elizabeth.

The man frowned as if she should know the answer. “So yeh will not run away. We had some who ran away while we were tied up in Portsmouth. Since then, they always lock the doors.”

Elizabeth clucked scoldingly. “Treat us like beasts, they do.”

They went back to their quarters where the other lamp had been lit. “Let us sit,” said Maggie. “I am tired.”

After they sat, Elizabeth looked around and then said to Maggie, “You said you left London. Why?”

Maggie sighed. Elizabeth would not let her alone until she told her more. But, she reasoned, she was from her own country and so could probably be trusted. “I used to sell beer,” Maggie began, “to the tradesmen and sailors on the quays along the Thames.” Elizabeth nodded her head encouragingly. “Thomas worked as an apprentice in Master John Spencer’s cooperage on Shandling Quay. I was in the habit of stopping in to see him and we would talk of country and kin.”

Elizabeth nodded sadly. “Aye. Go on, girl.”

“This day when I went in, Thomas was not there.” In the telling, Maggie began to relive the event, finding herself once again in the dim coolness of the cooperage, the smells of freshly cut wood and resins filling her nose. Thomas’s tools lay scattered about near a huge, nearly completed tun cask, big enough to hold several grown men inside. When the barrel was finished, it would be filled with wine from the vats overhead.

Maggie heard shuffling. The old woman who cleaned the place came down the stairs carrying her broom. Maggie cringed at the sight of her dirty skirts and unkempt hair, her wrinkled skin. A hag is what she was. It was an uncharitable thought, Maggie knew, but the old Englishwoman made no secret of her dislike for Maggie and so to hell with her. Maggie was about to go back out into the street when someone called her.

“Wench! Up here.”

From a small window in his loft, Master Spencer, the cooper, waved to her to come up. She climbed the stairs. The door to his office was open and she looked in. He leaned over a table full of drawings and drawing tools. He looked over and waved her in. “Close the door,” he ordered, “yer invitin’ the flies in.”

Maggie’s breathing had quickened from the stairs. She looked around for Thomas as she quickly poured a cup of beer for Master Spencer. She handed him the cup and he regarded her calmly as he slowly drank it.

“Where is Thomas?” she asked when he finished.

“I sent him on an errand. He will soon return.”

Maggie took the cup Master Spencer handed her and turned to go.

“Wait,” he said. “Pour another.”

She did as he asked and again, he drank it slowly, regarding her all the while. He smiled and her breathing slowed somewhat. She looked over at the door, wishing Thomas would come. “Perhaps I’ll not be seeing him today,” she said.

“Wait,” said Master Spencer. He handed her the cup. “If yeh go he’ll be mopin’ about the rest of the day.”

Maggie nodded.

Spencer leaned over his drawing table. “Take that heavy flagon off yer shoulder, girl, and take a proper rest. I’ll not steal yer beer.”

She smiled and set the flagon on the floor. As Spencer went back to work, she turned to look at a painting of horses running through a pasture on the far wall. After a while, the hairs on the back of her neck began to rise. She turned. Master Spencer had stopped his work and was staring at her.

“So,” he said, straightening up, “yeh fancy Thomas, do yeh?”

Maggie blushed. She glanced over at the door. “He’s a good lad,” she said. “We talk.”

Master Spencer came closer and Maggie could see that he was breathing heavily.

“That is all, ‘tis it?” he said. “Yeh do not lift yer skirts for him? Only talk?”

Elizabeth was patting Maggie’s hand. “Take it easy, girl. Yer fit to be tied! Take a breath and calm yerself.”

Tears passed Maggie’s tightly clenched eyes. In the dim lamplight, she could barely make out her new friend’s features.

“There, girl, there,” said Elizabeth. “Now. Tell me what happened next.”

“The master forced himself on me.”

“Did it... go all the way?”

Maggie nodded.

Elizabeth frowned with concern. “There, there. Then what happened?”

“Thomas returned and saw us and beat him badly.”

Maggie watched Thomas hoist the master’s unconscious bulk over his shoulder as she began wiping the blood from the floorboards. Thomas’s steps receded and she worked quickly, sweat running down her brow and into her eyes. As the day’s light slowly dimmed, the sounds of hammering came from below. She called down the stairs but received no reply. Finishing, she sat exhausted. Not long afterward, hurried footsteps thumped up the stairs. Thomas opened the door. “It is done. Let us away now!”

“We ran away,” said Maggie.

“To where?” said Elizabeth. “I would not know where to hide.”

Maggie shook her head as if she still could not believe her own story. “We took up with a thief, you know, a cutpurse, and he took us on the road with him.”

“A cutpurse!” said Elizabeth.

“Aye,” said Maggie. “He led us across Devon and finally to Plymouth. Some horrid man tracked us at every turn and we barely managed to stay a step ahead of him.”

“What ever happened to this cutpurse?” asked Elizabeth.

Maggie pointed to the mattresses across the cabin. “He sleeps over there.”

Elizabeth’s eyes grew large as she stared into the dimness. “God in Heaven! There be not much difference ‘tween a cutpurse and a cutthroat.” Her eyes narrowed. “Would he be the one with the pointy little beard?”

“Aye,” said Maggie. “He is not a bad man. He has an idiot son named Humphrey, who traveled with us. But I know not where he is now.”

Elizabeth shook her head. “Girl, yeh have had a time of it. Now yeh must get some sleep.”

They went over to their mattresses and sat down.

Sometime in the night Maggie awoke to laughter and cursing as a dozen ruffians, several of them holding lamps, burst into the cabin carrying half a dozen unconscious men. Maggie and the others sat up on their mattresses, shielding their eyes from the light.

“Pressmen,” Elizabeth whispered to Maggie. “They harvest the alehouses and gutters for seamen.”

“Look ye,” called a sailor, “we have brought more gentleman planters for Raleigh’s Virginia.”

The pressmen and sailors laughed. “Where do yeh want ‘em?” asked the press gang boss.

The sailor pointed not far from where Maggie and Elizabeth were sitting. “Put ‘em over there with the rest of the gentlefolk planters.”

This brought more guffaws of laughter.

Maggie looked away from the probing eyes of these vile and brutish men. She knew she had better stay well away from them for the duration of the voyage. Two pressmen dropped a man onto the mattress next to Maggie’s. The man did not stir, and Maggie could smell the stench of drink and vomit on him. Other men were roughly dumped on vacant mattresses.

The pressmen left, slamming the doors shut. Iron bolts clanged in their locks. Elizabeth got to her feet and went over to the man next to Maggie. They lifted the drunken man’s head off the deck and onto the mattress.

“He be an old man,” said Elizabeth. “They be wastin’ their time dragging the likes of him aboard.” Crusted blood fused one of the man’s eyes shut. His hands were bruised and bleeding from brawling. “I’ll get some water to clean his face,” said Elizabeth.

“Aye,” said Maggie, “I’ll get some cloth.”

Seemingly moments after she had gone back to sleep, someone was shaking Maggie awake. Elizabeth leaned over her as pale morning light filtered down through the hatch cover.

“Maggie, girl,” she hissed, “wake up! ‘Tis yer master, the Governor.”

Maggie sat up and saw the white-haired gentleman waiting discreetly at the entrance to the cabin. She stood and smoothed her skirts. Going over to him, she curtsied. “God give you good day, m’lord.”

Governor White nodded slightly. “I wanted to introduce myself,” he said.

Maggie sensed the Governor was a good man, however it was not long before his eyes began taking silent measure of her and she felt herself shrink into her gown.

“My daughter Eleanor and her husband Ananias will arrive on board later today,” Governor White said. “I will fetch you to meet them.”

“Aye, m’lord,” said Maggie, curtseying.
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Maggie had just come back down from enjoying the breeze up on the deck when Elizabeth approached her in a state of excitement.

“They found the imp in the hold right below us,” she said.

“Who?” said Maggie.

“The idiot son of yer friend,” exclaimed Elizabeth. She leaned close and whispered in Maggie’s ear, “the cutpurse.”

Maggie nodded, already worried. Would Lionel’s master now put him and his son off the ship? Lionel had protected her and Thomas and gotten them this far. He was a good man, despite his livelihood.

They went in the cabin and sat on their mattresses. Maggie saw Humphrey’s familiar pointy head and thin-lipped face watching her from across the expanse of plank decking. He sat at Lionel’s feet like a loyal dog, his wooden ball in his lap. Lionel sat with his knees drawn up, no doubt planning his next move.

Elizabeth frowned. “Poor thing... to have to go through life with a face like that.”

“How did they find him?” Maggie asked.

Elizabeth pointed at the darkened hatch cover at their feet “One of the girls heard him down there mewing like a kitten. The men lifted the cover off and climbed down to him.” Elizabeth shook her head. “Imagine, after being down in the dark all that time, when they bring him up, he’s smilin’ like the divil and holdin’ on to that ball like it were made a gold.”

“Aye,” said Maggie, “he loves to play with it.” She sighed. “I knew Lionel would never leave him behind.”

They both turned to look over at Lionel’s mattress. It was now empty.

“Lord above,” said Elizabeth, “gone already?” She shook her head. “The sailors already got wind of it and they’ll find them. Poor divils.”

“I pray not,” said Maggie.

“Maggie!” Thomas stood with several men over by the main overhead cargo hatch. He waved at Maggie to come over.

“I must see what he wants,” Maggie said, getting to her feet.

A small crowd had gathered beneath the latticework of the hatch cover. The men had dragged several chests over, pushing them together to make a platform. Thomas and some others stood upon them, looking up through the openings. Maggie slipped through the crowd to get closer.

Thomas called down to her. “‘Tis the savages. Come up and see!” He extended his hand and pulled her up beside him. Maggie saw two men walking up on the deck. Their skins were dark and their hair long and black as night. The larger of the two carried a long musket.

Thomas took Maggie’s shoulder and pointed. “See the bigger of the two? A sailor has told me he lived with the great gentleman, Sir Walter Raleigh. He is called Manteo. The smaller savage is Towaye. He is still wild.”

Maggie stared up in awe. The savages had stopped and now talked softly in their strange language. The smaller of the two was, indeed, more wild looking. Although he wore breeches and a shirt, he was barefoot, and a green feather hung from his long hair. He gestured as he talked, his movements sharp and agitated. The tall one seemed more comfortable in his fine clothes. He was handsome in an exotic way and moved slowly and gentleman-like. Despite his youth, Maggie saw wisdom and strength in his copper-colored features. She watched with the others, unable to take her eyes off them.

Manteo and Towaye walked across the oaken beams of the ship’s waist, the sun shining down brightly on them. Despite the promise of change and new adventures, Manteo’s thoughts about going back to his village were not all happy. He remembered that sad time when the white English people had first come to his village. They wanted some boys to take back to England with them so they could teach them their language and learn the language of the Croatoans. Sadly, the Council had decided to send Manteo and Wanchese. Manteo’s mother, who was the chieftess, or Weronsqua, of his village, did not countermand the order, despite his pleading. The crossing of the big water was stormy and frightening, and the English had treated Manteo and Wanchese badly, locking them up like animals. That had all changed, however, when they left the ship and went to the house of Raleigh. Raleigh had angrily denounced the ship captain for his treatment of Manteo and Wanchese and had taken them into his house where he treated them well and taught them English ways. Manteo had grown to like Raleigh and the English. Wanchese, however, had never forgiven the English, and on their first trip back to Roanoke, had run away. Now he roamed the forests of Virginia, the English’s sworn enemy. Towaye had been captured by Drake and his men and brought to England only the year before.

Manteo and Towaye came upon the basket-like hatch cover on the deck. Towaye paused and knelt on one knee to peer into the darkened hold. Manteo’s brow furrowed slightly as he waited for the young brave to satisfy his curiosity. When Towaye had been brought by Drake to the house of Raleigh, Towaye had refused to live in the house and had instead slept with the horses in the stable. Manteo knew that in time Towaye would change. He would come to see that the English were not demons, and he would allow them to adopt him as Manteo had.

Manteo’s thoughts flew back to Roanoke and Wanchese. Wanchese was lost to the English forever. He had what the English called a black heart and would never make peace. But Towaye was different. He would come around.

Manteo smiled at the memory of Towaye caressing the large head of one of Raleigh’s magnificent horses. At least the boy had forgiven the four-leggeds for being English and befriended one of them.

Manteo called to the younger brave in their Algonquin language. “Come, Towaye. We stay in a cabin forward on the ship.”

“Look,” said Towaye. “Something moves down there. People! Who are they?”

“Just people,” said Manteo.

“War captives?” said Towaye in amazement.

“Not war captives,” said Manteo patiently, “not gentlemen and ladies. Common people.”

“Common people?”

“Yes. Common people are different. If you had not spent all your time with Raleigh’s horses, you would know these things.”

Towaye cast a quick angry look at Manteo. “No! Towaye does not wish to know English things.”

“You will learn, little brother.” Manteo began walking off. “Come. Let us go below.”

Towaye followed reluctantly.

* * *
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“William Morton is one of the bravest men walking this earth! And I personally chose him to hold Fort Raleigh!” Sir Richard Grenville’s voice rose above the din in the little cabin on the Lion, causing several gentlemen to turn. His face glowed red as a coal and his eyes stabbed into John White’s. “Are you impugning my judgment, sir?”

“Never, sir,” said John White, the newly appointed Governor of Sir Walter Raleigh’s City in Virginia, “I was having trouble hearing you.” White moved his hand to indicate the eight or nine potential Virginia-investors standing about as they loudly discussed Raleigh’s latest venture. White chastised himself for having been foolish enough to express surprise at Grenville’s having left behind only fifteen soldiers to guard the fort at Roanoke. Like most gentlemen, Grenville was troublesome and vainglorious, and White comforted himself with the knowledge that he would soon be away from such men and among the natural people of the Eden-like New World.

“You will pick up Captain Morton and his men at Roanoke,” Grenville continued over the talk of the other men, holding White’s eyes, “and then proceed north to the Bay of Chesapeake.”

White nodded. “As you wish, sir.”

Grenville scowled. “Excuse me now, for I have other business.”

Grenville’s reproach had made John White feel less like a Governor and gentleman and very much like the member of the Painters and Stainers’ guild that he was. Beardless, with a full head of silver hair, he soothed himself with the scene before him, drinking in the bright colors in the gentlemen’s rich clothing, the cut of their outfits, the bearded faces, the eyes: calculating, merry, or drunken—they would pose a challenge to his artistic skills and his hands trembled at the urge to grab up brush and palette and record the scene. But he was not here to paint. He was here to sign up anyone that could be enticed to invest in Sir Walter’s city in the New World, or better yet, to go and live there as gentlemen planters. Later, when they were safely inside the new fort they would build at Chesapeake, he could indulge his painterly urges.

White’s daughter Eleanor and son-in-law, Ananias Dare, entered the little cabin. Eleanor was now six months pregnant and Ananias hovered protectively close to her. Ananias smiled slightly as they came up. A brickmaker and tiler, he, like White, had been elevated to the status of gentleman by Raleigh, a reward for going to the New World to rule in his name.

White took Eleanor’s hand and kissed it. “How did you sleep last night, daughter?”

“Very well, father. Thank you for asking.”

White smiled at Ananias as the gaily dressed gentlemen talked in two groups a few feet away. Used to humbler folk, White shared the discomfort he detected in Ananias and Eleanor. Sir Richard Grenville had moved to the other side of the cabin and was now speaking to Captain Stafford who would oversee security at the colony. The Captain had evidently taken a leave from interviewing common people on the above decks. White watched the eagle-eyed Stafford craftily take silent measure of the other men. Along with his security duties, Captain Stafford would also sit on the board of Assistant Governors, which would govern along with White. White had served with Stafford at Roanoke two years earlier and believed him much too suspicious and cruel for further duty in the New World. He had told Sir Raleigh as much, to no avail.

Sir Richard called to White. As White led Eleanor and Ananias over, Captain Stafford went back above deck. Two gentlemen now stood with Sir Richard. The others congregated in a tight knot on the other side of the cabin.

White bowed slightly to Sir Richard.

“John White,” said Sir Richard, “these gentlemen wanted to meet the new governor of Raleigh’s colony.”

One of the men was middle-aged, short, and portly. His companion was a young gallant, bright-eyed with enthusiasm.

White indicated Eleanor and Ananias. “My daughter, Eleanor, and my son-in-law, Ananias Dare. They will also be going to Virginia.”

The portly man nodded, turning to the others, “If Governor White is willing to take such a fair and fragile flower with him to Roanoke, a safe place it must be, eh?”

As Eleanor smiled demurely, White recalled Drake’s hasty evacuation of him and the other English from Roanoke Island two years before. The apparent theft of an iron axe by the savages had led to what White believed to be a gross overreaction on Captain Stafford’s part, making their continuance on the island untenable. The memory of Captain Stafford coming out of the forest with the savage chief, Wingina’s, severed head held high for all to see, still haunted White’s dreams. “Nay, sir,” said White, “I know Roanoke like I know my own parish. But we shall not be going there.”

The man raised his eyebrows and turned to Sir Richard for explanation.

“They will land in Roanoke to pick up the soldiers that I left there,” said Sir Richard. “Then they will proceed to the Bay of Chesapeake. That bay can shelter even the stoutest of our ships and the lands there are fertile and boundless.”

“I wonder whether enough plowmen can be induced to go over,” asked the young gallant.

Sir Richard nodded. “Many tradesmen and yeoman have already signed on, and even as we speak, up on the abovedecks, my men are signing on more. Gentlemen, I assure you, Walter Raleigh’s ships will not venture out of harbor until we have more than enough men.”

This seemed to alleviate the man’s concerns and he smiled.

“What sort of crops do well there?” asked the portly man.

Sir Richard gestured to White. “Governor White will explain all of that to you, for I must be off now.”

The men bowed slightly as Sir Richard left. They turned back to White.

White took the carved wooden pipe a Croatoan savage had given him from his belt and held it out. “Walter Raleigh has given us the seeds of a superior Brazilian tobacco to take back with us for planting.”

“Ah!” said the portly man, “Tobacco! I have heard of it. Do you have any to show us?”

As White reached into his pouch, a diminutive, exotic- looking man entered the cabin. Swarthy of complexion, he wore a gold ring in one ear and his cheek was etched with a deep scar. He wore a black leather doublet, gold hose, and an exaggerated, almost horizontal, black codpiece pushed out of his blue slops. A wide-brimmed blue hat sprouting a bright red feather crowned him. Simon Fernandes, the Portuguese, would serve as pilot for the expedition. Although Fernandes was one of the best pilots in the world, White distrusted him, for he was also a greed-filled privateer, with a detestable swaggering manner.

The English men glanced Fernandes’ way, then returned their attention to White. Fernandes smiled at Eleanor and swept off his hat, bowing elegantly. White cringed, noting the worried look on Ananias’s face as Fernandes strutted about like a peacock showing off its feathers.

“What else can be found at Chesapeake?” asked the young gallant.

“Sassafras for medicinal teas,” White went on, “dyewoods, and the local rivers are said to be full of pearl-bearing oysters.”

“A bounty the young lady will appreciate,” said the young gallant.

Eleanor smiled graciously.

“There is more fitting bounty for one as beautiful as her,” said a heavily accented voice.

The gentlemen turned. Fernandes approached and Ananias stepped protectively closer to Eleanor.

“What might that be, sir?” inquired the portly man.

“Spices and silks,” said Fernandes, “painted porcelains, gold, jewels.”

“Nonsense,” scoffed the portly man, “such things are not found among the savages in Virginia.”

Fernandes smiled. “Si, but such things pass within easy reach of Virginia several times a year.”

“What are you talking about, sir?”

“I’m talking about the Spanish prizes which sail up the coast to pick up the trades. Surely you have heard of the San Cristobal?”

Both gentlemen nodded.

“That was a rare catch,” said White. The captured Spanish treasure ship had had enough plunder aboard to finance the construction of fifty ships for England. “Your money is better invested in the commodities you can take from the colony on an ongoing basis,” said White. “That is why Sir Walter is sending us there, not to run down foreign vessels.”

“Of course,” said Fernandes, turning to the two men, “invest in the colony, but invest also for shares in my privateering. For after I deliver these fine people to the New World, I shall take many prizes from our Catholic cousins in Spain.”

“What if you become the prize?” said the portly man. He and the gallant laughed.

“Never,” scoffed Fernandes. “The Spanish ships carry so much gold and plunder that they are loath to weigh themselves down with guns and cannon balls.”

“Prithee,” said the gallant, “but I don’t think this treasure is so easily gotten. I have heard that the decks of the San Cristobal were slippery with blood.”

“Si,” said Fernandes, “but fear not, for I have brought much sand to put down on my decks.”

“Well said!” cried the portly man. He and his young friend laughed and drew closer to Fernandes.

White noticed Eleanor blanching at all the talk of fighting and blood. “Gentlemen,” he said, “we must leave you.” He turned to his son-in-law, “Ananias, take Eleanor back to the town so she can get another good night’s sleep. Soon we shall all lament the loss of our comfortable beds perched upon solid ground.”

Ananias bowed to the gentlemen as he took Eleanor’s arm.

White led the way toward the stairs. Before he started up, he glanced back—the two gentlemen hanging onto Fernandes’ every word had been joined by the other seven men in the room. White frowned. Raleigh had assured him that Fernandes would get them safely to Chesapeake before he began chasing down foreign ships. But, despite Sir Richard’s earlier angry outburst, he would have to ask him once again to remind the bold little Portuguese peacock of Raleigh’s orders.
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Later that day John White headed for the double cabin in the forecastle that he would share with Ananias and Eleanor. He thought again of the girl whose term of indenture he had purchased. Even from a distance, it was obvious she was a beauty. No wonder Captain Stafford had been willing to spend half a year’s wages to buy her contract. She was an artist’s dream—her hair red as rust, her eyebrows the finest cornsilk, almost invisible, her skin white as ivory and splattered with a mass of tan freckles. Although her body was girlish, slight curves were evident beneath her coarse clothing. He imagined her bathing in a stream beside one of the brown skinned native beauties of Croatoan. Oh, to paint her thus!

Upon entering the cabin, White was surprised to find Ananias there taking some of his and Eleanor’s things out of a wooden box.

Ananias looked up. “Oh! ‘Tis you. I took Eleanor back to the town, but I thought I would do more unpacking.”

“Ah,” said White, looking around the cabin, “aye, there is much to be done.” The cabin was tiny, with two double bunks separated by a sliver of a table. The bo’son had promised White a canvas curtain that could be hung between them to provide more privacy. White looked under the table and bunks but could not find it.

“Strange, is it not,” said Ananias, “that this is going back home?”

White turned, not knowing what Ananias meant. Ananias held up one of the paintings White had done on Roanoke, a watercolor of a Roanoke woman carrying her child on her back in their fashion. He had given it to Ananias when he returned to England last. White nodded. “Aye, ‘tis.” White again felt the deep loss of his other paintings when they had had to hastily evacuate Roanoke last. “Manteo, the Croatoan savage, and I, had carried all my trunks to the beach that day,” he said, “but the sailors would only allow us to load two of them into the boat.” White remembered sitting in the boat looking at the trunks stacked neatly on the sand. He had felt as if they were forcing him to leave a part of himself behind.

The sailors pushed the boat into the surf. White got suddenly to his feet and started forward. Manteo grabbed his shoulder.

“John White, it only picture!” The young savage looked into his eyes. “We go back to England! England very good.”

The oarsmen turned the longboat about just as a large wave passed beneath them. White watched helplessly as it rushed toward the beach, falling upon his trunks with a fury, tumbling them like dice. One opened and White’s canvasses floated upon the white foam. The wave sucked everything back down into the sea, swallowing it up. Another trunk surfaced and floated for a moment and then it, too, was gone.

“Sir,” said Ananias, bringing White out of his thoughts, “you have told me before that the colony was hastily evacuated, but you have never said why. What happened?”

White shook his head. “The savages stole an axe.”

“Sir?” said Ananias, “a common iron axe? I don’t understand.”

“Aye,” said White. “One night while we were meeting in Governor Lane’s house, the sentry spotted a Roanoke dugout canoe near our boats. We gave chase and caught up with them. One of them, a woman, jumped out of the canoe and swam to the mainland. The other, a brave, was killed by Captain Stafford. They found an axe in the bottom of their canoe.”

Ananias nodded. “Could he have been given it?”

“Perhaps,” said White, “or they could have traded with one of our soldiers for it, even though that was forbidden. But Lane and Stafford were convinced the savages had stolen it. There had been other problems, you see. Our fish weir had been torn apart one night, probably by the savage lord, Powhatan, who rules a collection of tribes to the north and west. But Lane and Captain Stafford were convinced it was the Roanokes, and they set up a meeting with them to resolve it. We were dangerously low on corn and I expected they were going to use the incident as an excuse to demand more corn from the Roanokes as compensation. Manteo the Croatoan came along to interpret and we took our boat across the sound with several dozen soldiers in all. They wore their armor, and each carried a musket.”

White shook his head, sadness etched into his face. “I had asked Captain Stafford not to put on such a threatening display if we were to make peace. But he and Governor Lane would not heed my counsel.”

Ananias looked at him questioningly.

“Remember,” White said, “I was the recording artist. My orders were to paint pretty pictures of what I saw there for Raleigh and his Virginia Company. I had no say in what was done.” White sighed and sat on the bunk. “I hoped all would be made well again. We sailed the shallop across the sound...”

The boat ground on the sand and White and the other men clambered out into the knee-deep surf. White caught a glimpse of Manteo’s inscrutable face and felt badly for him. Lane and Stafford made his lot more difficult also. The local people used to trust them, and many were the times White had gone into a village with only Manteo to talk to the people and paint them and their things. But after this latest incident, reparations would be demanded by the weroance, or native prince, who had lost his warrior. Lane would, of course, refuse and suspicion and anger would spread. It would be a long time before things calmed again.

Manteo took the head of the column and they entered the forest. The men walked noisily in their armor and an hour later they arrived without incident at the Roanoke king, Wingina’s mainland village. There was no protective palisade, but, sadly, White spotted freshly dug holes and cut logs, evidence that they would soon build one.

Several boys ran out, speaking rapidly to Manteo in their tongue. They joined him at the head of the column as it snaked around the houses of the village. People worked on skins pegged to the ground, some cooked in the open, while others stood about talking. They watched the small party of English curiously and without fear. Many smiled in friendship. Ahead, the larger meetinghouse rose above the smaller houses. It was open in the front to allow the breeze inside. White saw four weroances seated upon pallets waiting to receive them, as was their custom. Wingina sat at their head and the young runaway brave named Wanchese, who had years before been taken to England to learn English customs, sat at his side.

White increased his pace, attempting to catch up to the head of the column. A soldier clumsily blocked his path. White attempted to hurry around the man, but another soldier stepped in front of him, blocking him. White sensed something was wrong and was about to call out to Stafford to protest the rude behavior of his soldiers when Governor Lane suddenly shouted out, “Christ is King!”

At this signal, Governor Lane and Captain Stafford immediately knelt as the soldiers behind them brought their muskets up to their cheeks and fired a volley. “No!” White shouted as another volley thundered. White saw a weroance thrown backward violently as if kicked by a horse. Wingina lay face down, evidently dead, as Wanchese bent over him. The other weroance attendants ran for the safety of the forest. White struggled for words as soldiers rushed past him.

Angry shouts and painful screams pierced the pall of musket smoke. White saw the village as a living thing that had been brutally assaulted. Governor Lane drew his sword. White shouted at him, “In God’s name, sir, you must cease!”

Lane ignored him, calling to Stafford, “See if they are alive.”

As Captain Stafford approached Wingina and Wanchese, the pair leapt to their feet and raced toward the forest. A soldier knelt, his musket issuing a puff of smoke as he fired at them. The pair continued running, unscathed, disappearing into the forest. Stafford and two of his men took off in pursuit.

Throughout the village the shrill, rhythmic wailing of women filled the air. White ran into the meetinghouse as soldiers prodded the shot weroances with their booted feet. Manteo grabbed White’s shoulder. “Why?” he asked in apparent shock.

White rushed over to Lane. “Why, sir?” he said, shaking with anger, “why have you done this?”

Lane scowled. “Because a lesson had to be taught them.”

“Over an axe?” said White incredulously.

A teenage boy crept cautiously past the two Englishmen and knelt at the side of one of the dead weroances.

Lane’s face was the color of uncooked beef. He grabbed the boy by the hair, yanking him to his feet. “I could do to them what the Spaniard, de Soto, did for a similar offense... cut off the right hands of thirty of their men.” The boy struggled to get away and Lane’s powerful arm closed around his throat. “Would yeh prefer that?” Lane demanded of White.

White shook his head in incredulity. Lane shoved the boy away.

“Why did you not tell me?” said White. “I would not have come, nor would Manteo.”

“Oh, yeh would have come if I had told yeh,” said Lane, “upon my orders yeh would have come. But the plan would have been written plainly across yer face.”

Lane called to his men. “Search their hovels for any stolen English things!”

White struggled for something to say as Manteo came up to them, confusion and sorrow on his face.

Lane turned back to White. “If I had not brought ye they would have been suspicious. Now, get out of my way!” He pushed between the two men.

The people clustered in angry, frightened groups in front of the meetinghouse. Stafford and his soldiers came out of the forest and approached. Stafford held Wingina’s severed head aloft, waving it about so all could see it. Many people covered their eyes and the wailing doubled in volume.

Governor Lane called to Manteo. “Tell them that this is what happens when they plot against English men.”

Manteo was transfixed by the sight of Wingina’s head, and for a moment he said nothing.

“Tell them!” Stafford bellowed, breaking the spell.

Manteo’s face was dark with pain. He relayed the Englishman’s words to the crowd as the people poured out their anger and grief.

A loud thud from the above decks brought White back to the present. He stood and looked over at Ananias. “I must find the bo’son and get that canvas curtain.” Pausing at the door, White said, “both Governor Lane and Captain Stafford had fought in the Irish campaign before coming to Virginia and it has made them hard and fearless. That was why Raleigh chose them. But Stafford had been in Ireland twice as long as Lane, and it has warped his judgment and made him cruel and dangerous. I told Raleigh as much, to no avail.

“At any rate, worry not. We shall not be disembarking at Roanoke, but rather the village of Skicoak, near the Bay of Chesapeake. The savages there are still friendly toward us Englishmen. I will return shortly.”
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Sir Robert Harvey placed his hand protectively on his wife Margary’s elbow as the line of people moved closer to the gangway to the Lion. Margary’s condition was still not obvious to others, but there was a child growing inside of her and Sir Robert kept a watchful eye that none of the workmen rushing about, or the lower sort, milling and gawking at the ship, jostled her. The sun burned down like fire, but a cool breeze came off the river and gave them a little relief.

“This could well be our last look at the sun shining o’er our homeland,” said Margary.

“Aye,” said Sir Robert. The sadness in his wife’s voice bothered him but they had to make this change. He looked about at the chattering crowds and the men bringing up supplies to be loaded. Once the winds were right, they would cast off lines and sail away to a new life. Margary had not wanted to go. Sir Robert frowned uneasily. He worried about what he did not know about this New World they were going to—about savages and roving Spanish warships, about how Margary would fare on this voyage in her delicate condition. But they had talked about all of this many times long into the night and she had finally agreed that for one such as he, it was a good thing to be going. His dear father, a Catholic, had had his lands confiscated and been put to death for his refusal to swear fealty to the Queen’s Protestant religion. Robert himself had embraced Protestantism before all of that happened, but at home he was still looked upon with suspicion. But not by Sir John White, the Governor of Sir Walter’s new colony. It would be a new beginning for them.

The line moved forward, and they crossed the gangway onto the ship. Robert stopped a passing sailor to ask which stairway to take to their cabin. The man pointed and rushed off. Robert turned back to Margary. She frowned as she looked at the many men rushing about in their preparations.

He regretted bringing her. He should have waited in the inn until they received word to board. “Do you still want to look about, goodwife?” he asked her.

“Do you think they are aboard now,” she said.

“Who, goodwife, the Governor and his daughter and son-in-law?”

“Nay, husband. The savages. I would like to see them.”

Sir Robert smiled with relief as he took Margary’s arm. “Ah! The savages. I know not. Let us go and see our sleeping quarters. While you wait there, I will find out where they are. Then I shall take you to lay eyes upon them. Come.” They headed for the stairs.

Maggie climbed down from the trunks. Thomas pulled her close to talk over the excited chatter of the crowd. “Come with me,” he said, “I have something to discuss.”

Maggie looked around. She had gotten to know Thomas well over the last year and the knowledge gave her pause. She had been lucky to have never missed her terms and she wanted to keep it that way. It would not do to go making babies with the likes of him. “Tell me on the morrow,” she said, “for I am tired and must rest.”

“‘Tis about him,” said Thomas, looking around furtively, “my former master’s brother.”

Maggie grew frightened. The ship would soon get under way. Some said today. What had changed? She followed Thomas away from the crowd, out of the lower deck area. They went back into the passageway a bit and Thomas sat on a bale of cloth lying on its side in the dimness.

“Sit,” he said.

Maggie sat next to him. Around them the dim outlines of bales and boxes grew visible in the pale light. “What has happened?” said Maggie.

Thomas swallowed nervously and looked away. “I saw a man get on the ship. I... ”

“Do you think it was him?” Maggie interrupted, her heart beginning to race.

Thomas looked deep in her eyes. “Perhaps. Maggie girl, I have missed you so.” Thomas slid his hand up under Maggie’s skirts.

Maggie pulled it away. “Nay, Thomas.” She got to her feet. “Is that why you brought us back here?” She shook her head in disgust. “You have no news.”

Thomas grabbed her hand and would not release it. “Maggie girl. I’ll make yeh forget all about that and this miserable ship.”

“Please,” she said, trying to pull away.

“Do you have any tobacco, Tommy boy?” The male voice seemed to come out of nowhere.

Thomas and Maggie looked around in shock. Lionel sat on a blanket in a dim corner, not six feet away, Humphrey beside him. Lionel gestured with his white clay pipe. “I’m running out of tobacco.”

Thomas scowled as Maggie pulled her hand from his. He remembered their flight across Devon. Lionel had taken them under his wing, but Thomas had never really trusted him and had only accepted his help out of desperation. Thomas knew that Lionel fancied Maggie. And if it had been only him needing to get away, Lionel would have left him to hang.

Sailors came around the next bulkhead, pausing to discuss something or other.

Humphrey held up his ball. “Ball,” he said, the only word that Thomas had ever heard him say.

“They are looking for you!” Thomas said quietly. “I could tell them that you are here.”

Lionel laughed. “There’s much more I could tell them about you, lad. What did you do to your master, eh? For this man, Spencer, to chase you across the whole of Devon, I think ‘twas a terrible beating you gave his brother.”

Thomas scowled at him. “Aye, ‘twas a beating, and a good one.” Thomas glared at Maggie. “Ask her.” He turned and walked off.

Lionel marveled at the knave’s ingratitude. He had protected him and Maggie, taking them across the whole of Devon with him. But Thomas had grown mean and sullen over time and they had parted ways when he had insulted Humphrey, not that Humphrey knew he had been insulted. But the sheer ingratitude of the lad had caused Lionel to fly into a rage. Fortunately for her, Maggie had finally taken measure of Thomas and cast him off. She could do much better.

The sailors went off in the other direction and Maggie came over to kneel beside Humphrey. She ran her hand over the boy’s hair. “I knew you would never leave him behind,” she said.

Lionel smiled, warming at the girl’s words. She was right. He would sooner cease breathing than abandon his boy.

“Do you think your master will let you stay?” said Maggie.

Lionel frowned. “Aye. But not Humphrey. But if I can stay hid till we are at sea, I don’t see what choice he’ll have.”

“Aye,” said Maggie. She got to her feet. “God keep you.”

Maggie went back to her sleeping area in the lower deck and sat down on her mattress. She was worrying about what trouble Thomas might cause when Elizabeth came up to her. “Did yeh get a good look at the savages?” she said.

“Aye,” said Maggie. She recalled their strange, musical speech, and the taller one’s strange, but handsome features. He looked a little like a Turk she had seen once in London. “Did you see them?”

Elizabeth chuckled. “Nay. In Virginia I’ll see all I want to see of them. And so will yeh.”

“Aye,” said Maggie.

Elizabeth sat on her mattress. Nearby, the man she had been nursing, awoke and looked about.

“How’s yer head?” said Elizabeth. “They bounced it off the deck like it were made a wood.”

“It be fine,” said the man. “They call me, Ol’ Jack. Where in Hades do I be, woman?”

Elizabeth cackled. “Well, Ol’ Jack, yeh be on a ship bound for Raleigh’s Virginia paradise in the New World.”

“God in heaven!” exclaimed Ol’ Jack, “get me out of here.”

Maggie and Elizabeth laughed. Maggie’s gaze paused at Lionel’s empty mattress. She prayed he would get away to the New World too.

“They have probably already put the two of them off the ship,” said Elizabeth.

“Perhaps,” Maggie lied.

Something heavy slammed on the deck above and it was suddenly black as night. Hammer blows reverberated through the thick wooden beams of the ship.

“God in heaven,” said Elizabeth.

“They’ve closed the hatches!” said Maggie.

They heard sailors rushing about, cursing and shouting on the deck above.

“Do you feel it, Maggie?” It was Lionel. He had evidently sneaked back into the sleeping area.

“What?”

“We are moving,” he said.

“Do you think?” Maggie asked hopefully.

“Aye,” said Lionel, “heading to sea. We are saved.”

In the darkness the people began talking excitedly. Above, running footsteps thudded on the deck, then more banging, then a metallic screech. The ship leaned over hard, groaning like a huge, wounded animal. Several people cried out in fear. Out in the dark passageways, sailors laughed at the frightened people as they worked at making the ship ready.

The ship swayed gently, and Maggie felt a great weight lifted off her. No more would that horrid man dog her steps. No more. “Thank God,” she said to the darkness about her, “thank God.”
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England...

In Southwark, across the river Thames from London, Benjamin Spencer stood a head taller than the two soldiers he led along the road. They crested a hill and paused. Spencer had an imposing countenance—small black eyes hard as coal, set in a pockmarked face, mostly hidden by a beard that crept up to his cheeks like ivy on the side of a church. He stared down the street at the steady stream of people, men mostly—tradesmen, laborers, discharged soldiers, cripples, beggars and vagabonds. They walked up the street from the direction of the Thames, intent on getting home to their rooms and hovels after laboring in the markets, shops, and manufactories of London. Many of them went into the Rusty Dirk, a small alehouse, noisier and more trouble-plagued than most.

Spencer pointed to the sign hanging outside the alehouse, a downward-pointed dagger, with three, equally spaced, drops of blood falling from its tip. “She is in there. I saw her enter two hours ago.”

“Very well,” said the Lieutenant, a tall man with sharp, hawkish features. “Just point her out to us and we’ll arrest her.” He made as if to start down the street.

“Wait,” said Spencer. “I want to meet with her alone first.”

“Meet with her?” said the Lieutenant. Concern compressed his brow. “Surely she will attempt to flee.”

Spencer shook his head. “I think not.”

“She must have friends in there, sir. It could be dangerous for you.”

“Nay,” said Spencer. “She will not know who I am.”

“I do not understand, sir,” said the Lieutenant.

“I will pretend to be one of her customers,” said Spencer.

The Lieutenant surreptitiously exchanged a look of amused disdain with the other soldier. “Very well, sir,” he said. “We will wait up here.”

Benjamin Spencer walked slowly down the cobblestone street as the two soldiers remained a discrete distance up the hill. With their pikes held upright, they talked together nonchalantly, feigning no knowledge of him. Spencer looked up at the rosy-tinted twilight sky and cursed under his breath. He had wanted to wait until dark before going in, to eliminate the possibility that anyone who knew him would see him entering such a place, but he could wait no longer. He had had to wait two hours for the soldiers to get here and he was determined that the girl was not going to slip away again. He had already had her and her gang cornered in a London warehouse and they had managed to escape when darkness fell. Then he had tracked them to a carriage house at Honnin, where they had again managed to escape. After that he had lost the trail. It took him another six months and a month’s wages in bribes for information before he had traced her here. He came to the door and entered.

The loud talk and raucous laughter abused him as he looked round the place. The main room was full of tables crowded with men. They surreptitiously watched him as they talked and drank. Spencer searched the faces but did not see the girl. No matter, he reasoned. Being that he was a man of position, with money, he need not worry. She would find him like a fly finds its honey. He headed for one of the small empty, three-sided anterooms, which surrounded and looked out onto the main chamber. He sat, and moments later a serving wench appeared before him. The girl was dirty faced and flat chested, no more than twelve or thirteen years of age. Her gown was soiled from wiping down the tables.

“What will yeh have to drink, sir?” she said.

Spencer shook his head. “Nothing.” He looked around. “I want the redheaded girl that works here.”

The girl nodded and quickly disappeared into the throng. Spencer did not have to wait long. He turned to search the far side of the main chamber and she suddenly appeared before his table. She wore a gaudy yellow skirt, and was fatter than he had imagined her, and older. She smiled at him and he had to suppress the urge to grab her by the hair right there and haul her into the streets. He wanted to talk to her alone first, before she went before a Magistrate. He wanted to find out about his brother and his dealings with her. Then he could talk to the authorities and have that part of the whole sad business put to rest, along with his brother, when they finally found his body.

“Come along,” she said.

Spencer followed her up a flight of stairs into a foul, stuffy little room. She put the lamp on a bedside table and turned to him. She smiled and began lifting her skirts. Spencer seized her by her hair and pulled her to her knees. “Please, sir,” she said, “not so rough.”

Spencer was shocked. She thought he meant to have her, that his rough treatment was gutter-dweller courtship. She grabbed for his belt and he slapped her. “Where is my brother?” he shouted. “What have you done with him?”

“What ever do yeh mean, sir?” said the girl. She looked quickly over at the door as if contemplating running. Blood began trickling from her nose and she wiped it away, then looked at her hand.

“If yeh tell me now, I’ll see they go easier on yeh at Newgate, wench. Now tell me.”

Fear contorted the girl’s face at the mention of that most notorious prison. She wiped her bloody hand on her skirt. “By God, sir, I know not what yer talking about. Who is it yeh be wantin’ to know about?”

Spencer slapped her again and she cried out in pain. “My brother, whore! John Spencer, Cooper of Shandling Quay in London, that is who. Yeh were seen in his shop the day he died.”

“I know not what yeh mean, sir,” she protested. “I know nothing of this man.”

Spencer stood and pulled her to her feet by her hair. The girl screamed and the door banged open. A bald man with a big paunch confronted Spencer. “Unhand her!” he demanded.

“I’m taking her with me. She and her gang killed my brother and I intend to see that she hangs.”

Spencer pushed past the man and he followed them doggedly. “And when did this murder take place, sir,” he asked.

“Almost a year ago. But that matters not now that I have found her.”

“Then it could not have been Sarah,” he said, “for she was living on her father’s farm then. I can testify to that, sir.”

“And I have a witness that will put her at the scene of the crime,” growled Spencer, “on the day of the crime.” He started down the stairs, pulling the girl behind by her hair. She whimpered, tears streaming down her face.

Out on the street, Spencer turned the girl over to the two soldiers and they started toward the London Bridge gatehouse. The little fat man followed along behind, calling out to the girl that she was not to worry, and that he would get her off. At the gatehouse, the stench wafted down from the pike-mounted severed heads of criminals on the wall above as Spencer and the others walked inside the gate. The soldiers led the girl down a flight of stairs to where a magistrate sat behind a long table. A clerk sat next
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