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			A Note on Historical Context

			During the time the events in this book took place, King Charles I reigned over England, Ireland, Scotland, the southern New England colonies, and the Virginia colonies.

			The American Indian tribes featured in this story—Narragansett, Wampanoag, Pequot, and Nipmuc—are all traditionally grouped under the category of Eastern Algonquian, designated by a shared set of traits in their respective languages. Indigenous words throughout this text are Eastern Algonquian.
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					This map incorporates seventeenth-century coastlines and landmarks as interpreted from archival records by historical geographers Bill and Kristen Keegan.

				
			
		

	
		
		
			
			Cast of Characters

			
				Penowanyanquis—Nipmuc trader

				Will—Governor Roger Williams’s young American Indian slave

				Wincumbone—Will’s mother

				Mononotto—Sachem (chief), who fought with the Pequot, Will’s father

				Miantonomo—Sachem of the Narragansett tribe, territory bordered Providence, Rhode Island

				Mixanno—Narragansett, son of Canonicus and nephew of Miantonomo

				Massasoit (Ousameequin)—Sachem of the Wampanoag, territory bordered Plymouth Colony

				Ninigret—Sachem of the Niantic tribe, Massasoit’s plotting foe

				Arthur Peach—Pequot War veteran, Edward Winslow’s indentured servant

				Thomas Jackson—Peach gang member

				Richard Stinnings—Peach gang member

				Daniell Crosse—Peach gang member

				Governor Thomas Prence—Governor of Plymouth Colony

				Reverend John Lothrop—Unofficial religious leader of Plymouth Colony’s Scituate settlement

				Former governor Edward Winslow—Plymouth Colony, Arthur Peach’s master

				Former governor William Bradford—Plymouth Colony, ordered the use of jury trials

				
				Governor John Winthrop—Governor of Massachusetts Bay Colony

				Governor Roger Williams—Governor of the settlement of Providence, Rhode Island

				John Throckmorton—Peach gang trial witness

				Stephen Hopkins—Plymouth Colony’s notorious tavern owner

				Dorothy Temple—Stephen Hopkins’s indentured servant, Arthur Peach’s lover
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			Plymouth Colony—July 1638 (Julian calendar)

			The threat facing Penowanyanquis, a young Nipmuc tribesman on a trading mission, must have felt oddly familiar. The serenity of the forest was notoriously fleeting. His elders passed down countless stories involving brave sojourners unexpectedly tested by angered gods, tricksters, mischief makers, or monsters—and the man coming toward him, Arthur Peach, was a monster.

			The Nipmuc cautionary legends that addressed such menaces often began with the same words: “Long ago, it was this way.” The words evoke a group of listeners settling in to hear a tale both otherworldly and exigent in the moment they are spoken. They are fitting words for this story. In many ways the foundation of our country, certainly the underpinnings of our jurisprudence, took root in these bygone events. Peach’s attack on Penowanyanquis provoked Plymouth Colony’s first significant murder trial. The dramatic legal proceedings, culminating in a trial by jury, formed part of a daring and risky experiment for which the timing could not have been worse.

			The attack on Penowanyanquis took place against the backdrop of the Pequot War, a series of battles fought during the late 1630s between the Pequot tribe, who lived in present-day Connecticut, and besieging colonists. Penowanyanquis had been trading for the Narragansett tribe, whose territory stretched across present-day Rhode Island and who were steadfast foes of the Pequot. Everyone had a stake in the fighting, and each regional tribe was touched by the combat. The notion of a fair jury verdict in the trial of a settler accused of murdering a tribesman—during wartime, in which the killing of indigenous people was indiscriminate and sanctioned—seemed improbable. Colonists and American Indians alike wondered what measure of legal righteousness could exist in the absence of peace.

			
			Jurors would be called on to hear the tale of Arthur Peach and Penowanyanquis, both of whom were archetypes of vanishing populations. Penowanyanquis was a member of a unique group that would soon disappear to history—pre-contact Eastern Woodland American Indians. Born far west of New England’s coastal colonies, Penowanyanquis came of age as a child during one of the last times and in one of the final places not yet touched by colonists.

			Peach, too, represented a dying breed. He was at the tail end of an epic, ruthless survival quest that had brought him out of Ireland into England, perhaps by way of the battles being fought in the Netherlands, then to the Virginia colonies, a site of more warfare, and on to Massachusetts Bay Colony, present-day Boston, where he became a soldier in the Pequot War, fighting in brutal combat in present-day Connecticut. As conflicts raged, Peach moved to yet another location and another role. He landed in Plymouth Colony in the final wave of settlers and indentured servants referred to as the “Great Migration,” populating the New England colonies by the thousands in the 1630s.

			In many ways, the Pequot War and its sweeping reverberations brought the two men on a deadly collision course. Discovering their stories requires an understanding of that war and its dark origins.

			

			—

			To hear many of the colonists tell it, the Pequot War was not a foreseeable event. Such a war of aggression would have been inconceivable to the earliest Puritan settlers, some of whom boarded the Mayflower fresh from experiencing hellish persecution and aggression. They had been hunted down and imprisoned in England, and many of their friends and loved ones were killed. These men and women professed their intention to live a peaceful existence in the New World, where they would treat indigenous people equitably. The oppression and torture the Puritans suffered in England provided conviction for these ideals.

			
			To remember the worst of what they endured, colonial settlers needed only to reflect on London’s notorious Star Chamber courtroom and its countless examples of brutish tyranny. The lovely room in the palace of Westminster, known for a high ceiling gilded with large stars that appeared to float from heaven, produced terrors almost too sickening to describe. One colonist described Puritan defendants facing gruesome penalties for protesting “not only against stage plays…[but also] against hunting, publique festivals, Christmas-keeping, bonfires and maypoles.” Puritans did not celebrate Christmas, a holiday they believed distracted people with its frivolous trimmings. The rulers of the Star Chamber—not a jury of peers—found the dissenters guilty. Each man’s ears were cut from his head.

			The convicts who had their ears cropped were then branded with the letters “SL” on each of their cheeks—“Seditious Libelers.” Authorities ordered them banished to dungeons on the outskirts of the kingdom. Their jailors, who would be the only people to ever see them again, would know them by their branding. In the grimmest of silver linings, at least they had avoided the common practice of nose splitting, where the castigated endured the eruption of pulsing blood and unfathomable pain.

			The desperate men and women fled the specter of death and torture to the New World, but in the very act of flight they risked their lives. Half the original Mayflower passengers died during their first winter. The settlers who disembarked from that first vessel were, in the words of one passenger, met with the “grime and grisly face of povertie coming upon them like an armed man.” Illness combined with deprivation had been more than most of the Mayflower settlers could withstand. A New England winter challenged Englishmen and -women accustomed to milder weather. The settlers had arrived on the cusp of the frigid season without adequate clothing. To make matters worse, that first winter brought historically cold temperatures, a climate phenomenon later known as the “Little Ice Age.” The brutal weather hampered efforts to secure food and shelter and to fight off illness.

			
			Venturing into the uncharted woods to procure resources could prove deadly. One pair of early settlers became lost while frantically collecting thatch to cover their roofs before the January snow took hold—deep snow bringing dangers the colonists had only begun to comprehend. Darkness descended quickly as fellow settlers “hallooed,” calling out for the pair of missing men to no avail. With no shelter, the lost men spent a bone-chilling night pacing around a tree as two mountain lions roared, one stalking them. At the break of day, they made their way back to the settlement, where one man’s shoes were cut from his frostbitten feet. Despite being lame and barely able to walk, he was so desperate to finish his shelter that he went back into the woods with his dog; it was not long before two wolves took an interest. The dog quickly hid “betwixt his legs for succor.” The settler hurled a stick at one wolf and hit the animal, which darted away before returning moments later with a companion, “grinning at him a good while.” The man managed to rejoin his fellow settlers, but he died from apparent exposure soon after. In the first year, in the tally of one contemporary, “of 100 and odd persons, scarce 50 remained. And of these in the time of most distress, there was but 6 or 7 sound persons.”

			Plymouth Colony governor William Bradford later recounted the travails of those formative days. “Many sold away their clothes and bed coverings [to the Indians]; others (so base were they) became servants to the Indians, and would cut them wood and fetch them water for a capful of corn; others fell to plain stealing, both night and day, from the Indians…In the end, they came to that misery that some starved and died with cold and hunger.” One settler gathering shellfish in the mucky sand surrounded by bleak straw-colored marsh grass and clutches of snow “was so weak as he stuck fast in the mud and was found dead in the place.” When a critically ill settler’s desperate wish to quench his thirst with a “small can of beere” could not be granted, colonists responded with empathy, lamenting that even if the dying man were “their own father he should have none.”

			
			Incredibly, the Mayflower passenger Captain Myles Standish not only survived death but never fell ill. Standish, and the few other healthy men, women, and children, “spared no pains, night nor day, but with abundance of toile and hazard to their own health, fetched [the sick settlers] wood, made them fires, drest them meat, made their beds, washed their loathsome clothes.” Governor Bradford acknowledged that he “and many others…were much beholden in our low and sicke condition” to the settlement’s “captain and military commander.” Standish had even managed to use a notoriously faulty, slow-to-fire weapon to kill an eagle at a great distance; the ravenous, grateful settlers described the bird’s meat in glowing terms: “hardly to be discerned from mutton.” He was willing to take a calculated risk, and he could deliver results. Standish’s desire to help had been forged by grief, when after arrival in the New World his wife, Rose, became one of the first to pass away.

			While the heartiest settlers, such as Standish, propped up fellow colonists, the long-term survival of the English entirely depended on assistance from the indigenous people, namely the Wampanoag and their powerful chief, or massasoit, Ousameequin, known later simply as Massasoit. Early cultural exchanges projected goodwill and tremendous gratitude as delegates from the tribes showed the English how to endure the cold climate and thrive in their new environment. Wampanoag families lived and intermingled with neighboring settlers, freely walking in and out of colonists’ homes, since they disdained the Western custom of knocking. The Wampanoag shared recipes, natural remedies, and farming and fishing techniques, helping settlers acclimate.

			Encounters with indigenous people remained generally positive during the early colonial period. One newcomer described a charming scene of cross-cultural interaction. “A youth in our company that could play upon a gitterne [lute]” delighted tribal audiences with “homely music.” They gave “him many things…tobacco, tobacco-pipes, snakes skins of six foot long.” Indigenous men and women “danced twenty in a ring” to the young man’s music. Enchanted, they sang out, “Io, Ia, Io, Ia, Ia, Io.”

			
			Even common cultural muddles in the New World were smiled upon. One Englishman who walked in the woods to the north often recounted his own story. Unexpectedly, the sojourner had come upon forty or fifty Indians. The colonial traveler called out the common English greeting, “What cheer?” The English used this expression to inquire after the latest good news. Baffled, howling with laughter at the meaningless sounds, the tribesmen repeated the salutation “so loudly the woods rang with the noise.”

			These early years in the colony led into a productive stretch of subsistence farming and modest trade as settlers adapted to their new home. Colonists even built a fishing weir. Tribes had used the technology for thousands of years, gathering sticks to build a long, narrow, rough-hewn dock that culminated in a figure eight of two interconnected circles; builders placed a single rectangular opening at the far end of the first circle. Fish entering had no way out.

			Settlers hoped to expand the fishing trade into a larger-scale industry, constructing a Western-style “fishing stage” where a fast-moving river ran into the ocean. In the spring, “there come so many shad from the sea which want to ascend that river, that it is quite surprising,” observed one settler. With their intricate trellised platform, colonists snared ten thousand to twelve thousand fish. One colonial traveler noted that up to “2 or 3 spoonfuls” of fat could be obtained from the fish heads. “Good eating for one who is fond of picking heads.” Plymouth settlers wanted for nothing. The new neighbor to the north, Massachusetts Bay Colony, improved the fortunes of Plymouth Colony settlers even further.

			The rapidly expanding Massachusetts Bay Colony demanded a constant supply of livestock and goods. Plymouth settlers found themselves in a strong position to barter and enrich themselves—days of starvation and poverty receded into the past. As colonists moved from hand-to-mouth existence to relatively affluent status, land became a sound investment. One optimistic settler called for his fellow colonists, who were arriving in droves by 1638, to “seek out a convenient place or two or three.” Word had spread that “Capcod, New Plimouth, Dukes bury, and all those parts” welcomed new settlers.

			
			Colonists prided themselves on the virtuous nature of their purchases. One Englishman urged his New England contemporaries, “If any of the savages pretend right of inheritance to all or any part of the lands granted in our patent, we pray you endeavor to purchase their titles, that we may avoid the least scruple of intrusion.” Indeed, King Charles II exhorted his New World subjects not to lose sight of the fact that “Indians were members of the same ‘miserable drove of Adam’s degenerate seed’ as the English, and thus ‘our brethren by nature,’ with the same potential to be subjects and citizens.” The king further noted that his “well-beloved…[English] subjects” lived “in New England by grants from the Native Princes of that Country.” Colonists took these admonishments to heart.

			The book La Leyenda Negra was widely distributed and read among the English populace. It contained gruesome details of Spain’s ruthless conquistadores, who had plundered the lands and killed the people they had encountered in the Southern Hemisphere. A conscious sentiment took hold among English settlers to behave honorably, further urged on them by the most powerful and learned men in England. As persecuted religious dissenters, Puritans often took pains to do what they perceived as morally right.

			A utopian element lay at the foundation of the New England colonies; as one historian notes, Massachusetts Bay colonists “were striving to build the best possible society on earth,” respecting civil liberties. The same could be said for neighboring Plymouth Colony to the immediate south. Puritan colonists zealously aspired to this objective, professing their insistence on equitable land trades with the indigenous people as they launched into a frenzied period of purchases.

			Settlers yearned to own land outright in the English sense, and they were willing to pay. They craved permanency, a desire heightened both by their arrival in a new place and by recent changes to land access in England. During the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, English peasants were affected by the privatization of common lands once used by shepherds to graze their flocks. The changes pushed the disenfranchised toward working in factories or the risks of searching out New World opportunities. This transformation in public land use also reinforced “the sacred status of property.” For all of these reasons, the colonial leader John Cotton, for example, felt eager to reassure his own children that “they [would] dwell in a place of their own, and move no more.”

			
			New World settlers provided comprehensive deeds for their land purchases from tribes, but the careful language at the end of one surviving deed reflects a ticking time bomb. This particular settler restricted access to the land to himself and his family, making a point to add that “the only pp [people’s] use…[will be by] the said Gyles Rickett his heirs and Assignees for ever.” The clause embodies the center of emerging friction between indigenous men and women and colonists. Tribes that sold land to settlers had little understanding of English property law. Accustomed to shifting territorial claims by rival tribes, they found the idea of restricting access to land connected to their gods incomprehensible. Many settlers took advantage of the cultural misunderstanding.

			Quachattasett, sachem of the Manamet, signed away his interest in his tribal land in the seventeenth century, agreeing to carefully drafted legal terms that terminated his rights in the territory. The legal document stipulated that “all woods timber or whatsoever is in the land or upon the land in any respect appertaining there unto, I the aforesaid Quachattasett do…alienate from my self my heirs executors and assignees and fully and absolutely deliver.”

			Future events demonstrated that Quachattasett never realized the implications of the decidedly English document he had signed. Back in court not long after signing the first deed, he requested clarification for himself and two of his tribesmen, demanding that they “shall have liberty of wood and timber for firing and other uses out of the bordering woods.” In the context of New England intertribal relations, it was entirely reasonable to assume that acquiescing control of a given territory would not preclude the right to pass through the land of an ally when hunting and gathering. For the English, the matter was not so clear. Settlers were forced to grapple with this vexing ethical dilemma. What did it mean to own land in the New World? Was it distinct from controlling territory in ways more familiar to the indigenous people? The devil was in this detail, and there would be no peace without resolving the issue.

			
			Another seventeenth-century tribesman, put into a desperate situation that forced him to sign a land deed, hoped to protect his children’s rights to live, hunt, and sustain themselves. He improvised language to add to the deed: “I do not sell this land…I bequeath it all to my four children…as long as the earth exists…only they use it.” A Wampanoag commentator described the English landgrab succinctly: “Yeunuh wussukquohwonog wutche nummukkoukounganun Englishmananog yeh ahquombi,” which translates to “This writing is about our being robbed by the English at this time.”

			When New England colonists witnessed the unlikely sight of a snake and mouse fighting in present-day Watertown, Massachusetts, they watched in disbelief as the humble mouse, after a “great combat,” gained the upper hand and killed the snake. From the settlers’ perspective, this morality play reflected the Puritans overcoming oppression—they identified with the mouse, not the snake. The travails of local tribespeople never crossed their minds as they watched the surprising tableau.

			The apex of the Great Migration in the 1630s further exacerbated the displacement of American Indians. Settlements pushed into the western reaches of present-day Massachusetts—a vast region that was Nipmuc country, Penowanyanquis’s homeland. Colonists convinced themselves that their incursions into the stronghold of their tribal neighbors benefited the indigenous people. Settlers drew parallels to the Roman invaders who so long before had conquered the lands that became England and brought advanced civilization: “Had not this violence, and this injury, been offered unto us by the Romans,” the coarse English might have remained “rude, and untutored, wandering in the woods, dwelling in caves, and hunting for our dinners (as the wild beasts in the forests for their prey).”

			
			On the Careswell estate, where Arthur Peach worked as an indentured servant, a similarly pharisaical perspective pervaded the mind-set of the household. Josiah Winslow, a ten-year-old boy with a mop of light brown hair, came of age soaking up the views of his elders, like his father and Peach’s master, former Plymouth Colony governor Edward Winslow. As an adult, Josiah viewed his interactions with New World indigenous people as beyond reproach. Josiah took up arms during the later King Philip’s War, exhibiting a manic level of bloodthirstiness. He led approximately one thousand men into battle. When Josiah became governor later in life, he remarked without a hint of irony, “I think I can truly say that before these present trouble with the Indians broke out”—King Philip’s War—“we did not possess one foot of land in this colony but what was fairly by honest purchase of the Indian proprietors.”

			In fact, Josiah Winslow represents one of the worst culprits to carry on unscrupulous dealings with local tribes. In 1671, when Josiah sued an American Indian for nonpayment of a horse, he demanded ten pounds for a horse valued at between two and four pounds. He won judgment in the stunning amount of twenty pounds, which likely crippled the tribesman with debt for the remainder of his life. Settlers followed the letter of the law in most cases, carefully adjudicating even seemingly trivial matters to uphold the appearance of justice—but disastrously failed to account for standards of morality. No wonder they went to bed fearing late-night raids.

			Many years after the trial of Peach and his accomplices, one of the men who had served on the jury, Gabriell Fallowell, found himself again in court on a matter concerning a tribesman. Fallowell was beside himself when “Harry the Indian” and his son inadvertently ensnared a cow and steer belonging to Fallowell. His unpenned cattle had wandered into land Harry considered open-hunting territory. Fallowell did not acknowledge—perhaps never even considered—his shared responsibility for the mishap.

			Settlers’ free-roaming cattle contributed to the destruction of the indigenous people’s way of life: crops belonging to local tribes were damaged, hunting opportunities stymied, and, adding insult to injury, American Indians landed on the losing side of courtroom battles when the worlds collided. In fact, Harry may have killed the animals in revenge for the destruction, a known practice at the time. The court ordered him to compensate Fallowell over the course of two annual “Indian harvest[s].” The long-term payment plan was no mark of generosity—it was a realistic strategy to allow Harry sufficient time to pay the onerous judgment.

			

			—

			
			In the winter of 1634, Pequot tribesmen made a bone-chilling trip from their territory along today’s Connecticut coast to Massachusetts Bay Colony. They carried gifts for the old Puritan leaders, who sat in hard-backed chairs in cold, unadorned rooms and dryly accepted the tokens of friendship. With the peace offerings, the Pequot showed they had no interest in war with the settlers. While the olive branch helped maintain cordial relations between tribes and settlements for a time, events ultimately took a turn. In the summer of 1636, with settlers desperate to obtain more land and pressing westward into Pequot territory, a violent clash sparked the ire of colony leaders and gave pretext to quietly pack up the gifts and return them to the Pequot. This proved an unassuming but fatal foreshadowing, given the inconceivable horrors soon unleashed. It also underscored the underlying motivation for war on the colonists’ part—land. This displacement of indigenous people from their land, concurrent with the influx of thousands of English, reflected no mere by-product of migration but a purposeful construct called “settler colonialism,” the success of which ultimately depended on the subjugation of one group over the other.

			The fighting started in earnest in 1636, and English soldiers chronicled horrific scenes of carnage: “So many souls lie gasping on the ground so thick in some places, that you could hardly pass along.” The Battle of Mistick Fort in 1637 had shown the Pequot a new kind of war—one that aimed not just at winning battles or wars but at the annihilation of an entire people. Skirmishes between tribes typically resulted in low fatality counts. A colonial soldier contemptuously observed that, with their style of combat involving “changing a few arrows,” the indigenous people “might fight seven years and not kill seven men.” The Pequot War demonstrated a possibility unheard of in the New World: genocide.

			
			Former governor Bradford did not mince words in describing the Mistick Fort slaughter. The four hundred Pequot deaths had resulted in “a fearful sight.” Colonial soldiers’ sword arms grew tired with the sheer volume of killing. They decided on a more brutally efficient means: torching the whole Pequot settlement. The victims died as if “frying in ye fryer…ye streams of blood quenching ye same.” Roger Williams, founding settler of Providence, Rhode Island, noted with restrained disgust at the time that the Pequot had been “subdued.” The Pequot War changed everything. Certain camps of settlers began referring to their indigenous neighbors as “savage,” “beastly” “hell-fiends…not to be trusted.” Earnest interactions gave way to mistrust, suspicion, and hatred.

			While the number of battles had decreased by the time Arthur Peach attacked Penowanyanquis in the summer of 1638, the Pequot War dragged on with no end in sight. Peach’s assault presented the ultimate provocation, one that threatened to rekindle the worst combat and engender a collective reckoning. When twelve colonists came together as a jury to judge Peach, their efforts represented the first fully developed, documented jury trial of the era, surpassing previous limited undertakings in the most volatile context possible.

			Even without having served on a criminal jury before, the New England farmers who made up the population of Plymouth Colony understood—from past persecutions—the horrors of a society without a jury system. Relatively young, skilled, educated, and literate at twice the rate of the English population as a whole, these earliest settlers had the chance to rise to a singular occasion. Those colonists ultimately assigned to carry out the trial would assume their duties with grave purpose, their outlook colored by a complex mixture of puritanical religious dictates, lingering medieval mores, relatively newfound ideals of humanism, and an Early Modern England still influenced by the last gasp of the English Renaissance. Indigenous people, too, became integral to the outcome in the court, testifying, strategizing, even tampering. It was anyone’s guess how this assortment of change makers would produce a verdict poised to reshape the war and the New World.

			
			Their story, too, begins like this: “Long ago, it was this way.”
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			Earthquakes and Omens
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				“They thought to avoyd ye pursute.”

				—Plymouth Colony governor William Bradford

			

			Arthur Peach felt for his rapier. This weapon, his only material possession in the world, was a reassuring accessory on this journey in the peak of summer 1638. Everything else around him had deteriorated, but the metal blade remained sharp, cool, and clean. For several days, he and his companions, fellow indentured servants, had been traversing an unfamiliar forest with insufficient supplies. Now, the hellish forces of exposure and hunger wore on him and the three other men—and he had reason to fear that these men questioned his leadership.

			The formidable stands of oak, maple, and pine trees obstructing his view of the sky were broken up by the wetlands of Misquamsqueece, north of present-day Seekonk, Massachusetts. They stopped in an eerie spot filled with curious markings—including a foreboding imprint forged into stone known as the “Devil’s Footprint.” Elongated and worn deep into the dark rock, it was simply an ancient indigenous corn mortar, though Peach had no way of knowing this. Peach and his companions may have overheard the similarly sinister name for the watery region, the “Devil’s Swamp.” To this day, the desolate wetlands provoke the local belief that the place itself could “foster pain and evil.”

			
			The men’s choice to camp on the border between the Wampanoag and Narragansett territories provided an opportunity to avoid both tribes. If Peach and his companions had ventured farther east or west, they would have been confronted by indigenous men. Their location fell with precision on a natural border; six years later the spot would become the center of a large-scale land boundary dispute between the colonies.

			Relentless mosquitoes and slow-moving dragonflies hinted at the proximity of swampy waterways. Peach must have wished he were back in the lush expanses of his native Ireland, however contested and bloodstained. As he rested his head on a bed of dried-out pitch pine needles, he could reflect on the surreal events that had brought him to this abysmal place.

			Earlier in the summer, on June 1, 1638, nature itself had seemed to promise remarkable things to come. First, Peach noticed the ground in Plymouth Colony shaking under his feet with such ferocity that “with a report like continued thunder…chimnies were thrown down, and the pewter fell from the shelves.” In describing the trembling earth, some said “that the Holy Ghost did shake it in coming down on them.” The Providence patriarch Roger Williams described the accompanying din as a “kind of thunder.” That was just the earthquake itself. The aftershocks rumbled on and off throughout June, and then on the twenty-fifth of that month, in a crescendo of God’s mysterious works, the light drained from the moon, turning its eclipsed form from opalescent to the russet color of battle-dried blood that Peach knew well. The fantastic omens tantalized young adventurers looking for new opportunity.

			The servitude contract Peach had entered into with the Plymouth powerbroker Edward Winslow two years before would end when he turned twenty-five, permitting him to live as he pleased from that point on. By 1638, Peach had two years to go: nothing in the grand scheme of things, but a lifetime to a restive youth. Breach of his servitude would trigger severe punishment if he were caught, but Peach never dwelled on consequences. After the panic-inducing lunar eclipse, he set out as if pulled away by unknowable forces or the nearby tides, leaving behind debts on top of his indenture contract.

			
			Indentured servants had no right to leave the colony without expressly granted permission, and before fleeing Plymouth, Peach compounded his transgression by convincing three fellow servants to join him on his mad dash. Now, just a few days into their journey, the very presence of the companions by the campfire complicated matters for him. Reasons for impatience multiplied. So far, Peach had failed to provide much sustenance or even to navigate the woods properly. By the time they had camped in Misquamsqueece, he needed a way to prove himself a leader. A distant sound demanded attention. It was impossible to differentiate between predator and prey, at least until it—man or beast—moved closer. With daylight on them, Peach could have hunted for food, but for the moment he conserved his waning energy.

			In addition to the earthquake and eclipse, a less celestial but equally moving circumstance had pushed Peach out of the settlement into this wilderness. He had a sweetheart, a servant in a different household in Plymouth. He found love when it seemed least possible, during a moment of epic despair when he had been consumed with his plight in life.

			Peach had been living at the sprawling Careswell estate in Marshfield, Edward Winslow’s manor, on the outskirts of Plymouth Colony. Poor and landless, Peach had agreed to work for the high-ranking leader, who had served twice as governor in the colony. Peach’s placement with Winslow promised access to opportunity, but in practice the role did not suit him. Nor did the work. Peach hailed from a long-established family of adventurers and warriors; he wanted to own an estate, not serve one.

			A few short years earlier, a manor like Careswell would have been largely unheard of in Plymouth. As the settlement transitioned from terrifying ordeal to the drudgery of subsistence farming, hunting, childrearing, and worship, the quiet life of most of the religiously devout Pilgrims settled into a quotidian existence—but for a few, life became grander. The clapboard facade at Careswell may have been unassuming, but the building, with views out to the ocean, rambled on well beyond the needs of any New England family. The expansive stretches of farmland included a lavish range of peas, wheat, and corn crops; Winslow had created a type of estate living that was entirely novel in the New World.

			
			The ambitious settler had taken pains to show his status. Winslow came from a well-established family in England, part of the merchant class, and he was an “old-comer”—one of the first to settle the area. He had arrived on the Mayflower. Careswell would have marked him as a member of the landed gentry class, a term that had no real meaning in New England. Winslow could not have afforded such an estate in the Old World, but he had taken a gamble coming to Plymouth and stood on the cusp of making a fortune.

			The vast size of new estates such as Careswell could only be supported by an array of servants like Peach, purchased through indenture contracts. The Pequot War, which began in 1636, provided another labor source. Soon Plymouth’s masters would be challenged with the dilemma of whether or not to “buy” indigenous slaves, tribespeople who had been taken as prisoners of war in the fighting. The moral lines quickly blurred between indentured servants, prisoners of war, and those who were penned and awaiting sale. The distinctions among the three would only become clear a lifetime later, to the horror of mothers and fathers who had fallen into the most hopeless category, slavery, which was inheritable—their children and their children’s children doomed to the same fate.

			As an indentured servant, Peach fit a clear role on Careswell, but property owners such as Winslow remained perplexed by tribesmen and -women. During Winslow’s early days in Plymouth Colony, he dismissed the idea that the indigenous people believed in God. Tribal spiritual leaders corrected his misperception, and he took quill to parchment to set the record straight: “Therein I erred, though we could then gather no better.” It meant something to Winslow to understand the beliefs of the indigenous people around him, particularly on this point. To a Puritan, a faithless soul would be met with confused disdain. A believer, on the other hand, even a non-Christian, could be humanized.

			
			Just to the north, in present-day Boston, Massachusetts Bay Colony governor John Winthrop had no compunction regarding the issue of slavery. When he later wrote out his will, he allocated his estate in clear terms: “I give my son Adam my land called the Governor’s Garden…I give him also my Indians.” While Peach did not face the horrors of enslavement, the indignities of servitude plagued him. And the influx of Pequot slaves may have further roused his anger. Peach had served as a soldier in the Pequot War, likely engaged in armed fighting in 1637, just one year before his flight into the dark forests. Peach despised his enemy combatants and had no desire to work alongside them.

			Plymouth bitterly disappointed Peach. While New England indenture contracts dating as late as 1634 promised, in bold hand, “one hundred acres of ground” in exchange for service, by 1636 Plymouth Colony restricted the acreage given in indenture contracts to a comparatively paltry five—and there was an easy way out for the government to leave the obligation unfulfilled. The colony declared that land would be available only to those subjectively determined to be “fit” to receive it. Soon after, Plymouth’s leaders further degraded prospects for indentured servants by stipulating that land given to indentured workers would come out of their masters’ acreage rather than from the colony. The bait-and-switch trapped Peach in what proved to be the latest dead end, inciting a dangerous state of rage. To make matters worse, as servants’ disenfranchisement increased, freemen grew wealthier and more powerful.

			Arthur Peach faced the reality that, despite his newly lush surroundings with the Winslows, the “end-payments” for his servitude amounted to little more than “two suits, one for the Lord’s day and one for working days.” Just a few years later, the number of men willing to sign up for such servitude terms plummeted. Peach was part of the final large wave of servants helping to settle New England. It was precisely the year of his flight, 1638, in which the first generation of indenture contracts expired, with few takers to replace them.

			
			While caught up in the push and pull of events larger than himself, Peach met another young servant, Dorothy Temple. Like Peach, she was twenty-three years old. If Dorothy, on arriving in Plymouth Colony, thought she had landed in the center of the most rigidly puritanical settlement in the New World, her expectations were soon upended by her bohemian master, a Mayflower passenger who was the polar opposite of Edward Winslow.

			
				
					[image: ]
				

				
					Arthur Peach’s master, Plymouth Colony governor Edward Winslow; a rare portrait of a Mayflower passenger.

				
			
			An opportunist who broke the Puritan mold of the early Pilgrims, Stephen Hopkins boasted a larger-than-life presence. Hopkins’s small wattle-and-daub (or woven lattice) cottage had an unassuming, humble facade and two sleepy, slender-horned cows, Mottley and Smykin, grazing out back. But what went on inside roiled Plymouth.

			Over the roughly constructed plank fences that separated garden plots around each house, neighbors inserted themselves into one another’s affairs. Little transpired without a witness. Everyone in Plymouth certainly observed the spectacle of the Stephen Hopkins home—or, more accurately, the Hopkins tavern. The bleak abode was a kind of single-structure red-light district, marking the center of town on the corner of the “highway.” Its owner played host to raucous men who wanted to drink and unwind. The noises reverberated through the settlement, including the raspy echo of wooden game pieces coasting over the surface of the Hopkins dining table, perplexing and alarming Pilgrims unacquainted with shuffleboard, a tabletop game at the time.

			
			Settlement leaders were nonplussed, and something between irritation and exasperation emanated between the lines of the various court orders. Hopkins, the court recorded, was “suffering servants and others to sit drinking in his house, contrary to the orders of the Court, and to play at shuffleboard,” and “oppressing” the colony with the sale of alcohol at high prices.

			Hopkins’s standing as a Mayflower original may have spared him harsher scrutiny from colonial leadership. In addition, leaders such as Plymouth Colony governor Thomas Prence and Captain Myles Standish prized Hopkins’s usefulness on diplomatic expeditions, which complicated how to handle his religious apathy and his indiscretions. With the courtroom a limited option for redressing small grievances, frustrated settlers often lost their tempers with each other. As one enraged young man bellowed to an elderly neighbor who had upset him, “God damn me if thou wart not a old man I would beat thy teeth down thy throt.” Hopkins and his household would have been subject to plenty of private reproofs. In a settlement where the servant class comprised the lowest rung of society, the libertine environment that Hopkins established for male and female servants alike offended almost everyone.

			Still, the games continued unabated, enticing a certain type of young man who sought spirited leisure time. The “lusty” Peach fit the bill. He took plenty of detours to the hard-packed dirt path that wound through the village center to Stephen Hopkins’s home, lured by the sounds of howling and cheering. Settlers soon learned that Peach had “rune into debte,” perhaps the product of poorly executed shuffleboard wagers. Dorothy Temple, one of Hopkins’s indentured servants, served warm beer in bowls and tankards; visitors and patrons also ordered wine and “strong waters,” relaxing as she cooked and cleaned.

			For all of the colony leaders’ lofty expectations of appropriate conduct for servants, Hopkins took a more nuanced view. Unlike some higher-born settlers, Hopkins knew what life was like as an indentured servant. He had been one himself, inadvertently becoming a part of
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