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			Prelude

			On August 15, 1590, two English ships, the Moonlight and the Hopewell, dropped anchor off the Outer Banks of North Carolina. Beyond the slender strip of sand and dense forest, a hazy sun descended over the Pamlico Sound, its calm waters seeming to stretch as far to the west as the Atlantic did to the east. Gripping the rail of the Hopewell, as the ship rose and fell on the gentle ocean swells, Governor John White watched with growing elation as a great plume of smoke climbed into the sticky air of the late afternoon sky.

			The source of the fire was Roanoke Island, which lay a dozen miles to the northwest in the shallow sound. The signal “put us in good hope that some of the colony were there expecting my return out of England,” he recalled later. White had left more than one hundred settlers there, including his only child and her newly born daughter, before embarking on a six-month mission to gather supplies and new colonists. Those six months had become three nightmarish years, comprising a series of mishaps that would have tested Job.

			Until spotting the smoke, the middle-aged Londoner had had no way of knowing what had become of his settlers who made up the first English colony in the New World, which Walter Raleigh, an influential knight in Queen Elizabeth I’s court, had appointed him to lead. They might have died from disease or starvation or fallen victim to Spanish or Native American enemies. They could have moved to another location or, in desperation, tried to sail back to England in their small boats, only to drown. The rising column seemed a sure sign that the colonists had spotted his ship. He anticipated a happy homecoming.

			
			The governor had already made at least two round-trip journeys to the land that the people who lived there called Ossomocomuck and that the newcomers dubbed Virginia, after their unmarried queen. His return to England in 1587, after landing the colonists at Roanoke, had proved an ordeal. Illness and hunger killed many of his crew on the stormy trip east; only by luck did the ship drift into an Irish harbor. Just weeks before he reached London to organize the resupply effort, Elizabeth I had forbidden any vessel to leave the kingdom without royal permission. Word had just reached the queen that her onetime beau and now bitter foe, the Spanish king, Philip II, intended to launch a vast armada to invade the country and remove the heretic Protestant monarch from her throne.

			When White did manage to charter a ship to carry supplies and settlers to Virginia the following spring in a military convoy, unfavorable winds delayed the fleet that was then diverted instead to protect the home coast. Undaunted, he found a privateer—a government-sanctioned pirate—heading for the Caribbean Sea and willing to stop by Virginia on the way back, but he never made it across the Atlantic. French pirates attacked the ship and wounded the governor in a fierce and bloody deck fight off the coast of Morocco. He was lucky to make it back to England alive with a laceration to his head and lead in his buttocks.

			Two more excruciating years passed as the armada arrived and was defeated, but the country remained on a war footing with little time to bother about abandoned colonists in a faraway land. The best White could do was obtain a single berth on a vessel that joined a convoy to rob Spanish ships in the Caribbean Sea. After a long hot summer patrolling for plunder, White’s ship, the Hopewell, accompanied by the Moonlight, glided on the Gulf Stream, the warm current that carried them north between Florida and the Bahamas, past the Spanish towns of St. Augustine and Santa Elena that marked the edge of the Spanish Empire, and up the coast to the narrow barrier islands called the Outer Banks. As the land he had departed three years prior came into view, his tribulations finally seemed over. White didn’t know they had only begun.

			
			The next morning, the governor and the two ships’ captains climbed into two smaller boats to row through the narrow inlet between the barrier islands that would take them from the ocean into the Pamlico and from there “to the place at Roanoke where our countrymen were left.”

			As they pushed off, the master gunner fired three cannon “with a reasonable space between every shot, to the end that their reports might be heard to the place where we hoped to find some of our people.” The ships’ guns boomed in the pallid summer sky as the sailors leaned on their oars.

			Halfway into their journey another smoke plume blossomed a few miles to the south, along the long thin island called Hatteras that separated the Atlantic and the Pamlico. Because this signal seemed a direct response to the artillery barrage, White and the captains changed course to investigate. The crew pulled the boats up on the marshy western shore of the island, and the men set off on foot to find the bonfire’s source.

			Distances in the flat landscape of sea and sand proved deceiving. “It was much further from the harbor where we landed, then we supposed it to be, so that we were sore tired before we came to the smoke,” White recounts. When they finally found the spot, “we found no man nor sign any had been there lately.”

			There was also no freshwater. By the time the men returned to the boats after a long midday summer trek without provisions, they were exhausted and desperately thirsty. Digging into the sand beside the shore, a trick White had learned on a previous visit, they were able to procure a drink. The sun had already set into the Pamlico by the time they made their way back through the inlet and climbed back aboard the ships. The governor spent another restless night just shy of his goal.

			A boat was sent ashore early the next morning to collect more freshwater, and it was ten in the morning before White could launch a second attempt to reach Roanoke. By now, the ocean had turned rough. The governor set off again with the captain of the Hopewell. As they neared the inlet into the Pamlico, “we had a sea break into our boat which filled us half with water,” White reports. The soaked crew landed safely on the Hatteras shore, though all their provisions were spoiled and the gunpowder wet. Worse was to follow. As the men made it to land, “the wind blew at northeast and direct into the harbor so great a gale, that the sea broke extremely on the bar, and the tide went very forcibly at the entrance.”

			
			The surge caught the second boat carrying a crew from the Moonlight just as it entered the inlet. The men on the beach watched helplessly as a wave overturned the vessel on a submerged sandbar, tossing the sailors into the foaming water. The surf pounded those who clung to the gunwales. Some tried to wade to safety, but the water “beat them down, so that they could neither stand nor swim, and the boat twice or thrice was turned the keel upward.”

			White watched helplessly as the captain and master’s mate of the Moonlight clutched the boat “until they sunk and were seen no more.” Several of the crew members of the first boat stripped and dashed into the treacherous seas but were able to rescue only four of the eleven. “The mischance did so much discomfort the sailors, that they were all of one mind not to go any further to seek the planters,” according to the governor. Only an impassioned plea by White and the stern command of the Hopewell captain persuaded the men to continue the quest.

			The sun was low by the time the two boats could be readied and provisioned anew, but White couldn’t bear to wait another night. The expedition set off across the Pamlico Sound toward Roanoke. “Before we could get to the place where our planters were left, it was so exceeding dark, that we overshot the place a quarter of a mile,” he reports. As they cruised along the island’s north end, the men saw “the light of a great fire through the woods, to which we presently rowed.” It seemed another sign the colonists were awaiting White’s return.

			The men, still shaken from the tragedy earlier in the day, dropped anchor close to the conflagration but decided against landing in the dark. Instead, they sounded a trumpet and sang “many familiar English tunes of songs, and called to them friendly, but we had no answer.” It is an unsettling scene: sailors mourning their dead friends commanded to make merry as White peers anxiously into the woods, hoping to spot loved ones after a three-year absence. They spent a restless night in the boats below the slim crescent of a waning moon.

			
			At dawn, White and some of the party climbed up the steep bank. It was the third birthday of his granddaughter Virginia Dare, named for the new land and the first English child born in the Americas. No one appeared, but they were not alone. The men spotted fresh tracks of Native Americans in the sand. Soon after, along the sandy bank on the north shore, White saw the letters C R O carved into a tree.

			This was a prearranged code, “a secret token agreed upon between them and me at my last departure from them,” White explained in his account. If the settlers were to leave the island, he says, they “should not fail to write or carve upon the trees or posts of the doors the name of the place where they should be seated.” A cross over the name of their destination would mean that they left in an emergency, but none here was to be found.

			Hurrying to the site of the town he’d left, White found the houses dismantled and the settlement enclosed with “a high palisade of great trees.” At eye height on one of these posts, the governor saw “in fair capital letters was graven CROATOAN without any cross or sign of distress.”

			White professed relief. The word, as well as the three letters, referred to the island fifty miles to the south as well as the Algonquian-speaking tribe allied with the English who lived there. One of their number, a young man named Manteo, had visited London twice and had been made an English lord. The lack of a carved cross and the absence of European graves or scattered skeletons seemed to confirm all was well. “I greatly joyed that I had safely found a certain token of their safe being at Croatoan,” he wrote. Yet he also added that at his 1587 departure the colonists had planned to move “fifty miles into the main.” That meant west, or inland, rather than in the direction of the barrier island of Croatoan to the south.

			By then it was afternoon, and a summer storm was brewing. The men abandoned their search and returned to the ships; the tempest blew hard the entire night. The next morning the sea was still rough as the ships prepared to sail the short fifty miles south to Croatoan, “where our planters are.” Suddenly the anchor cable snapped in the surging seas, and the ship nearly wrecked on a sandbar before the captain managed to steer into a deeper channel. Only one anchor cable remained. Supplies were low, and the weather grew worse.

			
			White reluctantly agreed to a new plan; the Moonlight would return to England while the Hopewell would spend the winter in the Caribbean and return in the spring “to visit our countrymen in Virginia.” But as they sailed south, a powerful wind from the west pushed the ship deeper into the Atlantic. The ship arrived off the Azores, an island chain three thousand miles to the east, but ill winds prevented a landing to restock the dwindling stocks of food and water. The captain had no choice but to make for England. White landed in Plymouth on October 24, 1590, ending a voyage he called “as luckless to many, as sinister to myself.”

			There would be no more search-and-rescue efforts by the governor. “Would to God my wealth were answerable to my will,” he wrote, keenly aware that he lacked the deep pockets necessary to finance a new transatlantic expedition. The father never found his daughter or laid eyes on his granddaughter again. They, and the entire colony for which he was responsible, vanished from history.

		

	
		
		
			
			Introduction: The Terror Within

			Roanoke Island is an unassuming oval of land that today serves as an enormous trestle for the bridges funneling tourists from the marshy North Carolina mainland to the beaches of the Outer Banks. Not quite a third the size of Manhattan, the mostly wooded landscape fringed by swamp is home to a couple of sleepy towns and fewer than seven thousand people.

			As ground zero for the mystery of the Lost Colony, it is also inhabited with wraiths and werewolves, enchanted animals and aliens, and all manner of supernatural beings held responsible for what happened to eighty-five men, seventeen women, and thirteen children more than four centuries ago. Roanoke has long been a setting for our national nightmares. Even the U.S. National Park Service trades on this delicious dread. As Halloween approaches, “make plans to brave the haunted trail” filled with “creatures, maniacs, zombies, and disembodied spirits that roam freely on the desolate Fort Raleigh National Park on historic Roanoke Island.” It’s all part of “PsychoPath: The Terror Within.” If the event gets too real, just yell “safety” and you will, unlike the hapless colonists, be promptly rescued.

			Our lurid fascination with the disappearance of these Elizabethans stretches back to the early nineteenth century, when a Harvard historian and several women writers transformed an obscure and embarrassing debacle at the nation’s dawn into the origin myth of the United States, adding a twist of gothic horror in the process. Stories of evil Indian warriors and a beautiful but doomed blond huntress—the now mature granddaughter of John White, Virginia Dare—proliferated.

			
			Such tales drew visitors like George Higby Throop, a schoolteacher with a delightfully Victorian name, who visited Roanoke (twice) on his 1852 beach vacation in order to savor the island’s history of “massacres, murders, and other bloody scenes, on which it is almost sickening to dwell.” You can almost feel the self-induced shiver down his spine.

			Yet by any measure, the violence in later English colonies surpassed anything recorded during the Roanoke voyages. One hundred miles to the north at Jamestown, the first enduring English town in the New World, settlers resorted to butchering the skull and shinbone of a teenage girl during the starving time of 1609, when eight out of ten perished. A dozen years later in New England, the pious Miles Standish stabbed an Indian to death during a meal, using the man’s own knife. He brought the head back to Plymouth to display it with a cloth soaked in the dead man’s blood.

			Cycles of savage attacks by and on Native Americans in seventeenth-century America, not to mention the list of torments perpetrated on the rising number of enslaved Africans, prompted one historian to dub this period “the barbarous years.” Murder, massacre, and mayhem were a way of life as these cultures clashed. Thousands of people, European, African, and indigenous, disappeared or died violent deaths.

			But the ones we can’t seem to forget, the ones who have since earned the title of the Lost Colonists, are the Roanoke settlers. They were mostly middle-class people of no particular distinction: tradesmen, lawyers, and shopkeepers. There was a small-town sheriff. Three of the boys were orphans. A handful of single women and a dozen married ones made the perilous journey. One was nursing a child, and two were pregnant when they stepped aboard the ships bobbing in the Thames. There’s not a single portrait of any of them, and most of their identities are blurred by time and the ubiquity of those common English names—Cooper, Powell, Stevens.

			The Lost Colonists seem ordinary in a way that makes them more familiar than the incompetent gold-obsessed gentlemen of Jamestown and the sanctimonious Pilgrims who banned Christmas celebrations. These were not people trying to get rich quick or build a fundamentalist refuge but individuals more like the millions who followed in the succeeding centuries seeking a piece of land and a marginally better life. Yet because we know so little about them, and nothing for certain about what they did after Governor White left in 1587, they also make perfect blank slates, encouraging tales of the unfound and the undead to collect on the island. Actress Kathy Bates played White’s deranged wife in FX’s American Horror Story in 2016, terrorizing a nice mixed-race couple on twenty-first-century Roanoke with her bloody knife and Elizabethan brogue. A traumatized historian in the popular series explained that Croatoan “is actually a word of dark power and blood magic.” The Zombie Research Society recently warned that “there could be something sinister still in the ground on Roanoke Island, waiting to be released into a modern population that is more advanced, more connected, but just as unprepared as ever.”

			
			All this supernatural activity concentrated in one out-of-the-way place is a sure sign that there is something deeper and darker at work than mere historical curiosity or the natural desire to solve a persistent riddle. Our fairy tales are about losing our way in the enchanted forest. In our movies we are looking for Nemo or Dory in the animated depths. Our books are filled with conquistadors swallowed up by the jungles or Arctic explorers disappearing in the ice pack. To die is tragic, but to go missing is to become a legend, a mystery. “Wander off the stage of history and leave only a moving target,” writes novelist Charles Frazier. That is why Roanoke exerts such a powerful attraction and why it draws those of us harboring—and who doesn’t?—that quiet fear of getting lost ourselves.

			Myths cast spells that cannot be broken by facts. They operate in the background, like a computer program hidden deep in a hard drive. Their job is to help us get our bearings in each age, as Aeneas did for Rome and King Arthur still does for Britain. That’s why Roanoke does for America what Jamestown and Plymouth cannot. There simply aren’t enough facts to get in the way of a good story that can reveal something fresh about who we were, who we are, and who we want to be. This is a haunting as much as history, a spooky tale reinterpreted by each generation to reflect our current national dreams and anxieties.

			
			All these layers of legend can quickly shade into kitsch, delighting horror writers and cable producers but repelling serious academics. Open a book about the nation’s past, and it might grant a grudging sidebar to Raleigh’s effort before skipping quickly to the firm ground of 1607 Virginia and the inevitable arrival of the Mayflower. “This venture had little long-term significance,” Philip Jenkins writes dismissively about Roanoke in A History of the United States, summing up conventional thinking among scholars. “The fate of the ‘Lost Colony’ is one of the unsolvable problems with which some modern historians amuse themselves in their moments of leisure,” sniffs Oliver Perry Chitwood in A History of Colonial America. “But so far, all the efforts in this direction have been no more fruitful than the study of a crossword puzzle.” When I told historians what I was pursuing, several rolled their eyes as if to say, not that again.

			But the public understands intuitively what most scholars do not—that the story of Roanoke is about much more than a dead end or false start. “Raleigh’s missing settlers still haunt the American imagination not simply because history, like nature, abhors a vacuum,” writes the perceptive historian Robert Arner. “But also because they have not yet imparted all the wisdom that such wayward wanderers may be presumed to possess.” The vanished colonists remain lost because, more than four centuries later, they still have wisdom to impart.

			The Roanoke venture lasted for six years and involved two dozen vessels and well over a thousand people crossing the treacherous breadth of the Atlantic to establish England’s first beachhead in the New World. In size, scope, and cost, it far outstripped the later inaugural voyages to Jamestown and Plymouth. It was the Elizabethan equivalent of the Apollo program. Led by the queen’s principal security guard, the Esquire of the Body Extraordinary, Walter Raleigh, the enterprise was born during a cold war that threatened to turn hot, with a technological underdog itching to take on its more seasoned rival in the era’s new frontier.

			The ambitious effort, which cost the equivalent today of many tens of millions of dollars, began with a reconnaissance mission in 1584, followed two years later by a males-only settlement dominated by a military mind-set that ended disastrously with starvation and severed heads but produced a wealth of scientific and commercial data. It was the next and final try that brought together men, women, and children to create a New World utopia, what we remember as the Lost Colony. Larger forces at work, namely war in Europe, cut the settlers off from their mother country.

			
			While the biographical details of the abandoned colonists are sparse, those who organized and executed the undertaking are not only better known to us but also appear borrowed from an over-the-top production on the rowdy south bank of the Thames. There is a young and preternaturally brilliant Oxford bachelor befriended by a flamboyant courtier and a quarrelsome Portuguese pilot who may be a secret saboteur. The first acknowledged Jew in the Americas is given the impossible job of finding gold in a land lacking even stone, while a rogue with the comic-opera name of Marmaduke Constable stirs up trouble. One Indian youth is charmed by the clamor and chaos of Shakespearean London while another is repelled. A grandfather desperately seeks his family against the menacing backdrop of an enemy invasion. The tale is punctuated by storms, shipwrecks, and surprise attacks gone awry.

			Though the colony ultimately fizzled, it generated detailed knowledge of the Americas. The maps produced in those years, as well as descriptions of the plants, animals, and people of eastern North Carolina—including the magnificent watercolors that White himself painted—forged the first link in the chain that came to bind North America and the small island nation. Jamestown followed two decades later as a thinly disguised sequel. Subsequent settlements along Chesapeake Bay and then on New England’s rocky coast formed the seedbed for what grew into the American colonies. They, in turn, led to the creation of what became the United States and played an essential part in the rise of the British Empire. By the time of the American Revolution, Britain had surpassed Spain in global power and influence—an outcome that would have astonished even Raleigh, the quintessential Elizabethan conquistador. In his day, English dominance of North America was an outlandish fantasy maintained only by a few eccentrics. The Spanish and Portuguese had all but sewed up control of the strategic parts of the Americas long before the first ship bound for the Outer Banks sailed down the Thames.

			
			“The profound significance of Raleigh’s Virginia voyages to the history and culture of the modern world is often forgotten or undervalued,” writes Neil MacGregor, an art historian and former director of the British Museum, which today houses White’s drawings of the strange world that he encountered. That has begun to change. Historians believe that these paintings profoundly shaped the European view of Native Americans and the concept of the noble savage. And while scholars long assumed that the venture imitated English outposts in Ireland, archaeologist Audrey Horning of the College of William and Mary argues persuasively that the opposite is true: Roanoke served as a model for the way the English went on to colonize Ireland. It was Raleigh and his cohorts, concludes American literature specialist Lewis Leary, who “gave the most powerful impetus in practice to the idea of English settlement in America.” The colonies—and the empire and nation that grew from them—“built on that foundation.”

			Native Americans, it has also become increasingly clear, were central players in constructing that foundation. Without their food and expertise, England’s ambitions to settle the New World would have been quickly thwarted. Roanoke Island is where the complicated and contentious relationship between the peoples of the British Isles and indigenous Americans began. At the start, they traded peacefully while sharing recipes and meals. They learned each other’s strange tongues and formed mutually advantageous alliances. Yet this is also where the newcomers impaled their first Native American head on a sharpened post and where vengeful Indians pierced a colonist with sixteen arrows and then crushed his skull with blunt wooden swords. It was from here that the English first spread their microbes that would upend Native life across the continent more ruthlessly than their muskets. D. H. Lawrence might have been speaking of Roanoke when he wrote that American soil “is full of grinning, unappeased aboriginal demons.” No wonder we’ve turned it into our little island of horrors.

			There are also intriguing hints of a second, and even more mysterious, lost colony on Roanoke that may have spawned another sort of haunting. Hundreds of enslaved North African Muslims and West Africans, along with South American indigenous women, were brought here to help build the initial English settlement, a third of a century before slaves arrived at Jamestown. Many researchers believe these refugees from Spanish rule were abandoned on the island when the first colony pulled up stakes and returned to England the year before White’s settlers arrived. If they are right, then this is where the stage was first set for the drama that was to unfold among the British, Africans, and indigenous peoples that shaped—and still shapes—our national identity.

			

			—

			
			I can’t say that I wasn’t warned. “The Lost Colony has a kind of inexorable pull, like a black hole,” Brent Lane told me when I set out to pursue this story. He teaches heritage economics at the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill and has long felt the gravitational attraction of the Roanoke voyages. “You may think you are immune, but if you get too close to it, it sucks you in. You have to run up to the edge and veer off. Or else you get lost.”

			Long childhood exposure made me immune, or so I thought. Once a year, during our summer vacation on the Outer Banks, my parents would drag my sisters and me out of the surf for the thirty-minute drive to Fort Raleigh National Historic Site on Roanoke Island. Dusk fell as we entered the buggy amphitheater lined with hard wooden benches to watch one of the country’s longest-running plays, an outdoor drama called The Lost Colony. There were Indian dances, sword fights, and fireworks to keep me entertained.

			But my strongest memory is what came after the colonists marched off singing to an unknown destiny in the final scene, their voices soaring over the pipe organ’s crescendos as they disappeared into the woods. We filed quietly out of the palisaded theater and down a winding path through the dark forest. For a moment, clutching tightly to an adult hand, I would feel the fear and awe of what it meant to be abandoned in a strange land. The sensation struck me more viscerally than anything in the three-hour drama.

			
			When I was a teenager, that sense of magic and mystery turned to adolescent scorn. My sisters and I would mimic the more melodramatic lines in the play. “Roanoke, oh Roanoke, thou hath made a man of me!” exclaims one actor in Ye Olde English. Only much later did I appreciate the influence of this annual pilgrimage. Drifting into journalism, I wrote about space exploration before switching beats to cover the search for ancient lost cities and civilizations in the Middle East. One rainy night in Cambridge in Britain, while attending a meeting on Indian Ocean archaeology for a magazine, I crashed a dinner held for conference speakers. Seated across from me was a rosy-cheeked man who introduced himself as Mark Horton from the University of Bristol.

			“Zanzibar,” he said cheerily, when I asked where he was excavating. “Oh, and I’m doing a little digging in a place called Hatteras.”

			“Did you find the Lost Colony?” I responded jokingly. I knew that Hatteras, fifty miles south of Roanoke, was the modern name for Croatoan, the place where White was sure the colonists went.

			“Indeed!” he said and then let out a nervous giggle.

			When he discovered that I was a reporter, the archaeologist clammed up. “We aren’t ready to go public,” was all he would say. Horton turned abruptly to his neighbor to chat while I picked irritably at my chicken curry. His evasion stoked my curiosity, but he kept giving me the slip during the meeting. Later, after I returned home, he ignored my badgering e-mails. I couldn’t resist the opportunity to pursue the great mystery of my childhood.

			Nearly a year passed before I received his abrupt and startling reply: “We have now pretty compelling evidence for the fate of the Lost Colony.”

			He agreed to chat the next morning on Skype from his home in Britain during his breakfast and long before my dawn. “I’m digging dead Saxons tomorrow,” he explained. When his round face popped up on the screen, he told me that his Hatteras excavation team had, among other things, found the hilt of an Elizabethan rapier in a Native American trash heap. I doubted that one lost sword unraveled a four-hundred-year-plus enigma. “Well, why don’t you come see for yourself?” he said brightly.

			
			Before signing off to dig his dead Saxons, Horton added, “If you are going to come see me, then ask about Site X.” I quickly discovered that another band of researchers in 2012 spotted the image of a fort on a map drawn by John White that the artist had concealed under a patch. A team led by the archaeologist Nick Luccketti and organized by the First Colony Foundation set out to locate the putative fort fifty miles west of Roanoke, enticingly aligned with White’s account that said the settlers had intended to travel “fifty miles into the main.” Like Horton, Luccketti was reluctant to talk with me. “All those headlines—‘Lost Colony Found,’ ” he grumbled in a gravelly New York accent when I reached him. “How many times can you find the damn thing?” He eventually agreed to let me visit the site, adding confidently, “We think we have the goods on this.” He mumbled something about broken pottery.

			The two teams, I realized, were locked in a quiet but highly competitive race to find the first hard physical evidence that could determine what happened to the settlers after White’s departure. But I learned there was much more to the story than a couple of archaeological digs. Horton and Luccketti were members of a larger cast of modern characters mirroring the colorful Elizabethans they pursued with such passion. There was a gruff amateur sleuth in camouflage wandering in the eastern North Carolina swamps in search of Virginia Dare’s tombstone. A Pittsburgh nurse and opera buff had a compelling new theory on the voyages’ wicked foreign pilot. I quickly found myself trying to piece together a bevy of smaller puzzles, from tracking down a rumored trove of manuscripts in Portugal to pinpointing the owner of an Elizabethan gold ring found in the Outer Banks sand that lay forgotten in a library vault.

			Soon I was immersed in the immense literature that has built up around the Roanoke voyages. I set sail on a reproduction Elizabethan vessel to get a feel for life aboard ship and roamed Raleigh’s haunts in Devon as well as archives and libraries in Europe and North America with original maps and drawings. I kayaked the Carolina sounds, took part in Algonquian powwows, and accompanied geologists as they collected cores off Roanoke Island. I sought out those who have devoted much of their professional lives or spare time to solving the mystery. In short, my immunity compromised, I succumbed to the very obsession that afflicted the other modern-day seekers I encountered.

			
			In the first part of what follows, I track the history and characters central to the Roanoke missions. In the second, I explore new archaeological and archival clues to the settlers’ fate. When neither amateur nor professional could fully resolve the enigma of the Lost Colony to my satisfaction, I began to wonder just why we remain so haunted by “Virginia Dare and the poor lost white people,” as Lane derisively puts it. Their disappearance is, of course, a fascinating riddle that cries out for a solution. But on a planet with a surfeit of missing people and forgotten refugees, this search feels at best quixotic and at worst perverse.

			I discovered—in the book’s final section—that the settlers exert a disturbing and tenacious grip on our imaginations because they offer a window into two centuries of American angst, specifically about race and gender. Their tale, reshaped by each succeeding generation, tells us far more about us than historians can ever reveal about vanished Elizabethans—why, for example, Virginia Dare, that innocent grandchild of John White, has for well over a century been held up as a heroine to white supremacists.

			In the course of investigating this “terror within,” I stumbled onto the likeliest living descendants of the Lost Colonists in the unlikeliest place of all. Their remarkable four-century odyssey revealed a story largely hidden in standard histories of the country; another secret token waiting to be read.

			There is no way to know for sure what transpired on the North Carolina coast during Governor White’s three-year absence or after he watched with a sinking heart as the smudge of land receded from his eyes forever on a hot August afternoon in 1590. But if we want to harvest the wisdom that is the legacy of the long-lost settlers, we must begin with the first European encounters with North America’s Atlantic shore and its inhabitants. We must start by asking why an opening act of our national drama played out in the improbable place that it did, on a windswept sliver of swamp and sand.
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				I PRITHEE, LET ME BRING THEE WHERE CRABS GROW.

				—Caliban in Shakespeare’s The Tempest
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			| CHAPTER ONE

			Some Delicate Garden

			First there was the smell, the fragrance of burning cedar on the west wind. Then there was the smoke rising from “great fires because of the numerous inhabitants.” As the Dauphine bobbed within sight of land on an April day in 1524, Giovanni da Verrazano saw “the sea along the coast was churned up by enormous waves because of the open beach.” In a letter to French king Francis I, he described a “seashore completely covered with fine sand fifteen feet deep, which arises in the forms of small hills about fifty paces high.” Then came a forest “clothed with palms, laurel, and cypress, and other varieties of tree unknown in our Europe.” They gave off a strong scent, he added, “not without some kind of narcotic or aromatic liquor.”

			After sailing from the port of Dieppe on the English Channel, Verrazano had arrived off the Outer Banks to give us our first description of a gentle Carolina spring day. “The sky is clear and cloudless, with infrequent rain, and if the south winds bring in clouds and murkiness, they are dispelled in an instant, and the sky is once again clear and bright; the sea is calm and unruffled.”

			Spotting people on the beach “making various friendly signs, and beckoning us ashore,” the Italian captain of the French ship sent a small boat, but the pounding breakers made it too dangerous to land. One of the sailors jumped into the water and bodysurfed to shore carrying “some trinkets, such as little bells, mirrors, and other trifles.” But when the locals tried to help him out of the water, he “was seized with terror.” They carried him to a sunny spot, took off his soaked clothes, and built a huge fire, “looking at the whiteness of his flesh and examining him head to foot.” The ship’s crew feared they would roast and eat him; instead, the group warmed him by the fire, hugged him, and retreated politely to the top of a sand dune until the sailor made it back to the boat.

			
			Coasting north after this hopeful and auspicious encounter, the Europeans followed a narrow strip, “an isthmus one mile wide and about two hundred miles long, in which we could see the eastern sea from the ship.” Verrazano tried without success to find a safe passage through the isthmus so “we could reach those blessed shores of Cathay.” He looked west across the islands of the Outer Banks and saw not the Pamlico Sound, as we now know it, but a vast sea that he proclaimed to be the Pacific Ocean. It was, after all, what he was looking for. “My intention on this voyage was to reach Cathay and the extreme eastern coast of Asia, but I did not expect to find such an obstacle of new land as I have encountered,” he explained to the king who had helped fund the voyage, adding, “I estimated there would be some strait to get through.” He surely had in mind Vasco Núñez de Balboa, who, a decade earlier, had crossed Panama and found the waters that led to China.

			A Florentine and contemporary of Machiavelli’s and Raphael’s, he named the isthmus Varazanio and sailed on toward the north, earning posthumous fame as the first European to record his entrance into New York Harbor. But his much larger contribution to world history was in making the geographic gaffe of the century. Belief in this Carolinian Panama played a central role in leading the English to the Outer Banks sixty years later. You could argue that the American colonies and the United States are based on a single cartographic blunder.

			Verrazano’s patron proved too busy fighting a losing war with Spain to authorize a follow-up voyage, so the Italian turned to King Henry VIII across the Channel. To entice the monarch, he either presented or sent a detailed map and globe showing his discoveries. Henry at the time was more interested in divorcing his first wife and marrying Anne Boleyn—soon to be mother of Queen Elizabeth I—than expending scarce crown funds chasing shortcuts to China. He did, however, give the Italian’s gifts places of honor in his royal palace on London’s western outskirts. Verrazano was killed and eaten by Caribs on the less blessed shores of Guadeloupe before he could correct his error, but his imagined isthmus lived on within Westminster’s walls.

			
			As Henry plotted and Francis warred, a wealthy Spanish judge and landowner on the island of Hispaniola—in today’s Dominican Republic—quietly launched the first attempt to colonize the east coast of North America since the Vikings. In an eerie harbinger of the plantation culture to come, Lucas Vázquez de Ayllón envisioned turning the Southeast into a feudal empire staffed by Native American workers and African slaves. The North American east coast in that day was seen much the same as the west coast of Africa, a ready source of slaves to work the proliferating sugar plantations of the Spanish Caribbean and Portuguese Brazil. Ayllón sponsored a reconnaissance mission along the Carolina coast that captured more than sixty Siouan-speaking Indians from a land they called Chicora, which lay just south of the Outer Banks in what is now South Carolina. “As for the Indians, they turned out to be useless,” Ayllón noted with regret. “For almost all of them died of fretfulness and grief.”

			One young survivor caught his eye. Dubbed Don Francisco Chicora—we don’t know his Siouan name—he was tall and strikingly handsome, and the Hispaniola judge took him to Spain, where he charmed the Castilian court with fantastic tales of the wealth and fertility of his native land. He told of giant kings, men with long tails, and fine cheese made from deer milk.

			These compelling stories were enough to win Ayllón a royal grant from King Charles V to settle Chicora. The judge was named governor and given a monopoly on trade in the area for six years, but he had to shoulder the enormous costs of sending and maintaining a colony. He pledged not to enslave the Indians but to “attract them to our service that they will be protected and not molested.” Taking along African slaves was, however, permitted. The king also encouraged the new governor to explore the area for a passage through North America to the Pacific.

			Two years after Verrazano’s voyage, in July 1526, a flotilla of six ships carrying six hundred people, including farmers, priests, women, Africans, two doctors, and a pharmacist, sailed from Hispaniola for Chicora. The exceptionally well-organized expedition carried seven dozen horses, beef cattle, tons of corn, and three thousand loaves of cassava bread. (By contrast, the first Puritans who arrived nearly a century later on the Mayflower counted just over one hundred passengers, and no livestock, on their single small vessel.)

			
			Enticing people to leave their familiar homes for an unknown land proved easy. “The entire Spanish nation is in fact so keen about novelties that people go eagerly anywhere they are called by a nod or a whistle,” wrote a court acquaintance of Ayllón’s, “in the hope of bettering their condition, and are ready to sacrifice what they have for what they hope.”

			After they sailed twelve hundred miles north from the Caribbean without incident, mishaps plagued the settlers’ arrival. The flagship grounded in shoal waters, ruining the bulk of the supplies. The settlement site proved swampy. Upon their arrival in Chicora, Don Francisco promptly defected, his tall tales no doubt designed to ensure his kidnappers would deliver him safely home; he was never seen by Europeans again. The anxious colonists soon moved south to a healthier location near today’s Savannah, Georgia. The local Native Americans, initially happy to trade food for valuable European goods, grew tired of feeding the foreigners. Illness and starvation quickly took a terrible toll on the colonists.

			“Many persons died of hunger for lack of bread and because in their infirmity they were unable to fish,” one account states. Protein from the plentiful seafood, however, was not enough. Without bread or corn, the settlers likely suffered from the lethargy and nausea that can come with eating insufficient carbohydrates. Indians used acorns and roots when maize supplies ran low, but the Spanish seem to have lacked this knowledge. As relations with the local tribe degenerated, the newcomers’ situation grew increasingly dire.

			Ayllón died in October, and the desperate and leaderless Spanish split into competing factions. Indians infuriated by harsh treatment attacked, and the African slaves rebelled. An unknown number, African as well as European, deserted to the Native Americans. This was only the start of more than two centuries of settlers along eastern North America melting into the indigenous population. The remaining ragged band set sail back home. Stormy seas forced the voyagers to dump Ayllón’s body, which they had hoped to bury in Hispaniola, over the side. Less than one-third of the settlers made it home.

			
			The debacle in Chicora presaged events at countless later European settlements along that coast, including Roanoke—grounded ships, inadequate supplies, dependence on and desertion to the locals, and a desperate cycle of hunger and violence. But the legend of a fruitful land akin to Eden woven by Don Francisco spread across Europe faster than the true tale of woe. When French Protestants called Huguenots sought to escape the religious turmoil in France in the 1560s, they looked to Chicora as a welcoming and fertile refuge. A first expedition sent to a South Carolina island collapsed when the governor returned to Europe for supplies in 1562, only to be captured and jailed by the English. The abandoned men made a harrowing journey in an open boat back to France, resorting to cannibalism along the way.

			Three years later, a second wave of French settlers led by Jean Ribault built a base a hundred miles or so to the south and fared even worse. Stalked by a Spanish convoy, they launched a preemptive attack, which failed. The Spanish subsequently attacked their fort, sparing only the women and children and a few who claimed to be Catholic. Pieces of the French leader’s beard and skin were sent to Spain’s new king, Philip II, as proof of the massacre, news of which stunned Europe, given that the two nations were not at war. The message was clear: trespassers on this North American territory, claimed by Spain, faced annihilation. To prevent further intrusions, the Spanish built St. Augustine on the Florida coast. Ribault’s head was split into quarters; one part was attached to each corner of the new settlement. On the ruins of the first French colony, they constructed a town called Santa Elena to mark the northern frontier of Spanish control.

			There was actually little in eastern North America to interest the Spanish, who focused instead on controlling the wealthy urban civilizations that had already been established in the New World, such as the Aztec and Incan Empires, and expanding sugar plantations across the Caribbean. The region to the north, what was called La Florida, had the wrong climate for growing sugar and held little promise of gold. The indigenous people lacked cities and showed little enthusiasm for Christianity. They also were capable of waging unnervingly effective guerrilla warfare against the slow-moving armored Iberians in the dense woods and swamps. The Spanish, recalling Ayllón’s failure, saw no profit in further colonization.

			
			But by the mid-sixteenth century, as a result of geography, the Spanish Empire’s jugular vein lay just offshore. In order to arrive in Europe, treasure ships carrying Chinese silks, Indonesian spices, and Bolivian silver first made port on the Pacific coast of Panama or Mexico. Their precious cargoes were then carried overland and stowed on vessels bound for Havana. There, along with ships carrying Mexican gold, South American hides, and the white gold of Caribbean sugar, armed galleons escorted convoys north through the narrow channel between Florida and the Bahamas on the powerful north-moving current called the Gulf Stream. Like an arrow shot from a bow, the convoys surged north on the ever-flowing river within a sea as far as the Outer Banks, where they could catch the prevailing westerly winds to carry them across the Atlantic to the Azores, where they could resupply, and from there to Spain.

			The handy Gulf Stream came at a price. Untold numbers of Spanish sailors and passengers drowned in shipwrecks on the treacherous coast, and Native Americans captured hundreds of survivors; St. Augustine was as much a safe haven for castaways as a defense against European intruders. The remote waters were also ideal for pirates eager to seize Spanish treasure, because the course and schedule of the fleets were predictable. Both threats endangered the realm’s finances.

			The man overseeing this fast-expanding empire, Philip II, came to the Spanish throne shortly before the French made their ill-fated attempts to gain a foothold in the New World. Philip ran not a country but a complicated union of Catholic kingdoms scattered on the Iberian and Italian peninsulas and in what is now the Netherlands, along with the vast colonial domain stretching from the Philippines to Florida. He married a series of queens and princesses—Austrian, French, English, and Portuguese—to help hold it all together. A formidable intelligence network and well-organized bureaucracy kept this tall and brooding workaholic, who preferred to dress in simple black, apprised of the smallest disturbances in his far-flung domain. His greatest threat lay neither in the New World nor among his European neighbors. Philip most feared the formidable sultan Murad III, who oversaw the sprawling Ottoman Empire from the splendid Topkapi Palace on the Golden Horn in Istanbul. The Ottomans dominated the lands and seas between the Adriatic and the Persian Gulf.

			
			The two mammoth empires clashed in the Mediterranean. Murad used the growing religious rift among Europeans in an attempt to contain Philip’s growing power. He colluded with England’s Elizabeth, the unmarried apostate queen, adroitly suggesting that her nation’s new Protestant faith had more in common with Islam than Catholicism, because both rejected the worship of idols. The English gladly supplied ammunition, along with tin and lead, to the sultan as part of a 1579 commercial deal, scandalizing Catholic Europe. Little wonder that Spain’s pious leader saw himself as the only force preventing a Muslim empire from reaching the Continent’s Atlantic shores.

			The Spanish monarch’s luck changed dramatically in 1580. The sultan, embroiled in an expensive war with Persia and facing galloping inflation at home, agreed on a truce that would hold for more than a century. This allowed Philip to turn his attention to rebellious Protestants in the Netherlands. Meanwhile, the Portuguese ruler vanished in a disastrous campaign in Morocco; Philip seized the opportunity and claimed the throne of his smaller neighbor that had its own extensive territories from Brazil to India. With this merger, he found himself at the helm of the largest and wealthiest empire in the history of the world, claiming nearly half of western Europe and all of the Americas as well as ample African and Asian territories. This was the first empire, not that of the British, on which it was said the sun never set. In the New World alone, more than 150,000 Spanish lived in some two hundred bustling cities scattered across the Caribbean basin, Mexico, and Peru. Another 200,000 or so African slaves cultivated their cash crops and did their menial tasks. Millions of Native inhabitants surrounded these growing centers of Spanish power, paying taxes and rents benefiting the new European elite that replaced their indigenous rulers.

			
			Aside from a few fishermen in Newfoundland and farmers in Brazil, there was not a single French or English village in the Western Hemisphere on the day that three hundred Spanish poets competed for a prize in Mexico City. Conquistadors had built forts in the Appalachian Mountains, while Jesuits had settled on the shores of Chesapeake Bay—albeit briefly. Toward the end of the sixteenth century, there was no reason to think that Philip’s steamroller wouldn’t continue to conquer and cajole its way across Europe while completing his project of dominating the New World. But Verrazano’s false promise and the ludicrous myth of Chicora soon fused with surprising, and to Spain disruptive, results.

			

			—

			Elizabeth’s cramped and gloomy England was a stark contrast to Philip’s gilded Spain. Squeezed between France, with fivefold its population, and a restive independent Scotland to the north, the country could claim only Ireland to the west as a foreign possession, an incessant flash point of conflict where soldiers and settlers clustered behind the protective ditches and fences surrounding the Dublin region. One Englishman at the time described his nation as “a weak, and poor state, destitute of means and friends.”

			The gulf between Elizabeth’s kingdom and other European nations was greater than the English Channel. Her father’s decision to declare his land Protestant in 1534 isolated it from a Europe still overwhelmingly Catholic. The Renaissance that began in Italy, with its remarkable advancements in science, technology, and art, arrived here in a belated and sporadic fashion. London was a vibrant capital, the second-largest city in Europe after Paris, but even by the standards of late medieval times the English as a whole were a xenophobic and superstitious lot. “They care little for foreigners, but scoff and laugh at them,” a German government official wrote of the capital’s citizens during a 1592 visit. He singled out the tradespeople who “seldom go to other countries” and added that street gangs viciously attacked foreigners “without regard to person.”
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			Navigation by instruments was considered a black art rather than a rational system, and math teachers might be mistaken for devil worshippers. “Books wherein appeared angles or mathematical diagrams were thought sufficient to be destroyed, because accounted popish, or diabolical, or both,” an English writer noted a century later. When the Italian friar and renowned scholar Giordano Bruno visited England’s intellectual center of Oxford in 1580, where offensive books had been burned in the town marketplace, he was stunned by the “obstinate ignorance, pedantry, and presumption” of the professors, whom he dismissed as “blind asses.” (Not that Italy was a freethinker’s paradise; Bruno himself was later burned at the stake in Rome’s marketplace for heresy.) Two of his English friends begged his sympathy. “Pity the poverty of this country,” they pleaded, “which is widowed of good learning in the fields of philosophy and pure mathematics.”

			England’s poverty stemmed from a brewing economic crisis and a fraying social fabric. The country’s traditional exports of tin and wool cloth suffered from rising competition and protectionism abroad. By fencing off land to graze more sheep, wealthy landowners forced small farmers into the filthy cities that already bred deadly epidemics. “These enclosures be the causes why rich men eat up a poor man as beasts do eat grass,” railed one critic in 1583. Yet the dissolution of the Catholic monasteries by Henry VIII had removed a welfare system of church-funded hospitals and almshouses that the English government had yet to replace.

			Elizabeth owned two thousand gloves, but her spectacular wardrobe couldn’t mask the nation’s destitution, from its bad roads to its woefully inadequate navy. Nor was her throne secure. Would-be assassins stalked her. She was shot at on her royal barge and attacked with a knife in a royal garden. “There are more than two hundred men of all ages who, at the instigation of the Jesuits, conspire to kill me,” she complained to the French ambassador in 1583. Mary, Queen of Scots, a staunch Catholic and sometime ally to Philip, was next in line for her job. Though imprisoned by Elizabeth, she was still capable of plotting against her cousin.

			England had taken an early lead in New World exploration. Nearly a century prior, when the country had just emerged from a long civil war, Elizabeth’s grandfather Henry VII sought to expand his realm’s commercial reach. Though he declined the plea made by Columbus’s brother to back the Italian’s plan to sail west to reach Asia in England’s name—one of history’s great what-ifs—he did support later American missions by Giovanni Caboto, also known as John Cabot, as well as Portuguese explorers and Bristol merchants. But his son and successor, Henry VIII, squandered that advantage by picking fights with the pope and the French and ignoring the likes of Verrazano.

			
			Henry’s daughter learned the hard way that the promise of quick New World riches could be illusory. In 1576, a young Yorkshire seaman named Martin Frobisher set off for China, intending to pass north of the Americas. Ice floes around Canada’s Baffin Island forced his return, but not before he picked up black stone that a specialist in England claimed contained gold. Elizabeth unwisely gave Frobisher a thousand pounds—nearly half a million dollars today—and a charter to form his Cathay Company. Other court officials also invested heavily in the venture.

			He set off on two major expeditions to establish a mining colony in the frozen north, but the tons of rock carried back to England turned out to be iron pyrite—fool’s gold. Instead of filling the queen’s treasury, the stone was used to pave a suburban London road in what was possibly the world’s most expensive flagstone. The financial fiasco turned Elizabeth and her court into skeptics of American schemes. Merchants got the message; they turned instead to new markets in Russia and the Middle East. But one eccentric figure at court continued to press for a more aggressive New World policy.

			Tall and rich, Sir Humphrey Gilbert was well versed in the new science of instrument navigation and deeply obsessed with finding a passage over the top of North America to China. He was also a soldier known for his violent outbursts and brutal tactics in neighboring Ireland. One of his methods was to line the path to his tent with the heads of slain Irish rebels. This brought “great terror to the people when they saw the heads of their dead fathers, brothers, children, kinsfolk, and friends,” according to one English observer.

			A week after Frobisher left on his second and last Baffin Island expedition, the queen granted Gilbert a charter to explore new lands and settle any place “not actually possessed of any Christian prince”—a warning not to tangle with Spain’s colonies, though with no mention of how to handle natives already in possession of the land. Using his large family fortune, he quickly assembled a fleet with eleven ships and five hundred men and set out in the fall of 1578. Gilbert put his half brother in command of a small ship named the Falcon.

			
			At twenty-four, Walter Raleigh had a reputation as a libertine; his roommate in London affectionately called him “riotous, lascivious, and incontinent.” More than six feet tall, he towered over the average Elizabethan. Slim and handsome, with brown curly hair and pointed beard, he loved fashionable clothes and expensive jewels but came from minor and perpetually cash-strapped gentry in the western county of Devon. In the early 1570s, when not quite sixteen, Raleigh dropped out of Oxford to fight together with French Huguenots against rival Catholics; he might have first heard of the magical land of Chicora on the bloody battlefields of Reformation France.

			He had never been on the open sea. Gilbert assigned an experienced forty-year-old Portuguese pilot named Simão Fernandes as his navigator, likely with the task of showing the ropes to his impetuous half brother. Fernandes was a former pirate who barely escaped the executioner’s noose and was now intent on improving his social and financial lot in his new homeland.

			The fleet’s goal was kept secret to avoid detection by the Spanish, though Philip’s ambassador in London promptly warned the king that the destination was somewhere in the New World. His specific concern was the presence of the Portuguese pilot, “a thorough-paced scoundrel” who could reveal to the English details of the American coastline, “which he knows very well.” From this we know that Fernandes had been in the service of Spain and had extensive experience in the Americas, which made him nearly unique in Tudor England.

			Gilbert presumably intended to find the fabled Northwest Passage over North America, but his mission quickly descended into chaos, “frustrated by the usual Elizabethan blend of storms, mischance, quarrels with a second-in-command and desertions,” according to one Raleigh biography. All the ships turned back soon after leaving port, save the Falcon, which instead of sailing west sped south to the Cape Verde Islands off the African coast. The islands were a common stopping place for Portuguese ships carrying African slaves and gold or Asian pepper. This was, as Fernandes knew, an ideal spot for pirating.

			
			“Desirous to do somewhat worthy of honor, [Raleigh] took his course to the West Indies,” a contemporary notes. Short of provisions, however, the young man and his crew returned, limping back to England after “many dangerous adventures, as well as tempests as fights on the sea.” Some of the sailors apparently died or were killed in a battle with a Spanish vessel, and the Falcon was a shambles when it docked at Plymouth in May 1579.

			The country’s governing body, the Privy Council, grounded Raleigh, who had learned that the Atlantic Ocean made him seasick. “Man may not expect the ease of many cabins and safety at once in sea-service,” he wrote later, adding that ships were “but sluttish dens that breed sickness.” But he also learned that pirating could make him rich and famous. “He that commands the sea, commands the trade, and he that is lord of the trade of the world [is] lord of the wealth of the world,” he later noted. In addition, six months on the ocean cemented a bond between the courtier and the pilot; Raleigh’s ambition and status combined with Fernandes’s experience would make a potent pairing in the decade to come.

			Though Raleigh subsequently landed in prison twice, once for dueling with a knight and then for exchanging punches with a rival on the Westminster tennis court, his reputation at court grew. Despite (or because of) his brashness, the queen appointed him her chief bodyguard, an unpaid but important position for a monarch threatened regularly with assassination.

			An uprising in Ireland backed by Philip and the pope prompted her to send Raleigh to assist in battling the threat. His superiors ordered him to oversee the massacre of more than five hundred prisoners, including women and children, which he accomplished with murderous efficiency. Meanwhile, Fernandes took a small ship named the Squirrel on a reconnaissance mission for Gilbert to the North American coast and returned within three months, an amazing feat of seamanship. He might have passed by the Outer Banks during the course of the voyage.

			
			Meanwhile, undeterred by his previous failure, the single-minded Gilbert planned another New World voyage in 1583. By this time the queen had taken to young Raleigh and forbade him to leave her side. She noted that the enthusiastic Gilbert “was a man noted of not good happ by sea”—that is, plagued by misfortune—and didn’t trust him to bring her dashing Devon man back safely. (Despite his knowledge of instruments, Gilbert had found himself lost off the English coast more than once.) Occupied with another mission, Fernandes didn’t take part in the voyage either, to his good fortune.

			Gilbert’s final adventure was part farce and part tragedy. He arrived in Newfoundland’s St. John’s Harbour to take possession of the land for the queen and to levy taxes, much to the amusement of the rough fishing crews from many nations that regularly gathered there each summer and cared little for royal charters. Storms subsequently sank many of his ships, and Gilbert drowned in a September 1583 storm off the Azores while trying to return to

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				
					[image: The Sea of Verrazano covers much of North America and laps just to the west of the Atlantic in this map of North America published by Richard Hakluyt in 1582.]
				

				
					
						
					

				

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/9780385542029_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Other Titles


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Dedication


						Contents


						Map: The Atlantic World, 1580s


						Cast of Characters


						Prelude


						Introduction: The Terror Within


						PART ONE: THE PLANTING
					
								CHAPTER ONE: Some Delicate Garden


								CHAPTER TWO: All Signs of Joy


								CHAPTER THREE: Firing Invisible Bullets


								CHAPTER FOUR: Small Things Flourish by Concord


					


			


						PART TWO: THE SEARCH
					
								CHAPTER FIVE: A Whole Country of English


								CHAPTER SIX: Child of Science and Slow Time


								CHAPTER SEVEN: A Four-Hundred-Year-Old Cover-Up


								CHAPTER EIGHT: Pot of Brass


								CHAPTER NINE: Rejoicing in Things Stark Naughty


								CHAPTER TEN: We Dare Anything


								CHAPTER ELEVEN: Heap Plenty Wampum


					


			


						PART THREE: THE REVELATION
					
								CHAPTER TWELVE: Who’s Afraid of Virginia Dare?


								CHAPTER THIRTEEN: Swamp Saints and Renegades


								CHAPTER FOURTEEN: Return to Roanoke


								CHAPTER FIFTEEN: An Old Buck Christmas


								Coda: A Brave Kingdom


					


			


						Acknowledgments


						Notes


						Bibliography


						About the Author


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Contents


						Start


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						iii


						v


						vi


						vii


						2


						xi


						xii


						xiii


						xv


						xvi


						xvii


						xviii


						xix


						xx


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						54


						55


						56


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						68


						69


						70


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						76


						77


						79


						80


						81


						82


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						100


						101


						102


						103


						105


						106


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						116


						117


						118


						119


						120


						121


						122


						123


						124


						125


						126


						127


						128


						129


						130


						131


						132


						133


						134


						135


						136


						137


						138


						139


						140


						141


						142


						143


						144


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						150


						151


						152


						153


						154


						155


						156


						157


						158


						159


						160


						161


						162


						163


						164


						165


						166


						167


						168


						169


						170


						171


						172


						173


						174


						175


						176


						177


						178


						179


						180


						181


						182


						183


						184


						185


						186


						187


						188


						189


						190


						191


						192


						193


						194


						195


						196


						197


						198


						199


						200


						201


						202


						203


						204


						205


						207


						208


						209


						210


						211


						212


						214


						215


						216


						217


						218


						219


						220


						221


						222


						223


						224


						225


						226


						227


						228


						229


						230


						231


						232


						233


						234


						235


						236


						237


						238


						239


						240


						241


						242


						243


						244


						245


						246


						247


						248


						249


						251


						252


						253


						254


						255


						256


						257


						258


						259


						260


						261


						262


						263


						264


						265


						266


						267


						268


						269


						270


						271


						272


						273


						275


						276


						277


						278


						279


						280


						281


						282


						283


						284


						285


						286


						287


						288


						289


						290


						291


						292


						293


						294


						295


						296


						297


						298


						300


						301


						302


						303


						304


						305


						306


						307


						308


						309


						310


						311


						312


						313


						314


						315


						316


						317


						318


						319


						320


						321


						322


						323


						324


						325


						326


						327


						328


						329


						330


						331


						332


						333


						334


						335


						336


						337


						338


						339


						340


						341


						342


						343


						344


						345


						346


						347


						348


						349


						350


						351


						352


						353


						354


						355


						356


						357


						358


						359


						360


						361


						362


						363


						364


						365


						366


						367


						369


						371


						372


						373


						374


						375


						376


						377


						378


						379


						380


						381


						382


						383


						384


						385


						386


						387


						388


						389


						390


						391


						392


						393


						394


						395


						396


						397


						398


						399


						400


						401


						402


						403


						404


						405


						406


						407


						408


						425


			


		
	


OEBPS/images/Lawl_9780385542029_epub3_002_r1.jpg
The Atlantic World

15805

NORTH AMERICA

Pacific Ocean

Atlantic

Ocean

3 North
7 Sea
R AND ENGLAND
¥
WALES THERLANDS

—
SCOTLAND

HOLY

" ROMAN
FRANCE, f EMPIRE /7
L

= /

. ad
/ & )

OF NAP

KINGDOM ~

OF SARDINIA W
KINGDOM
OF SICILY

AFRICA

@ Philip I's European domains
Spain’s overseas empire

Sr0uat North American linguistic groups

© 2018 Jeffey L. Ward.
—






OEBPS/images/Lawl_9780385542029_epub3_004_r1.jpg
EuroPean Colonies on the
North American Southeast Coast l)efore 1580

—+— Chesapeake Bay

.
Ajacan (Spanish, 1570)

Fort Joara SSpamsh, 1567) Bt s

Atlantic
Ocean

Chicora

® Santa Elena (Spanish, 1566)/Charlesfort (French 1562)
.Ayllén colony (Spanish, 1526)

o Fort Caroline (French, 1564)
® St. Augustine (Spanish, 1565)

0 Miles
T I

o Kilometers 300

Havana
(Spanish, 1514)
L ]

La Isabela
(Spanish, 1493)
L]

HISPANIOLA

Caribbean Sea

© 2018 Jeffrey L. Ward







OEBPS/images/9780385542029_cover.jpg
NATIONAL BESTSELLER

s R e >

The Secret Token

Myth, Obsession,
and the Search for the
Lost Colony of Roanoke

Andrew Lawler

“The most authoritative account of the Lost Colony to date. . . . [Lawler] recounts

his arduous travels with clarity and insight.” —The Wall Street Journal





OEBPS/images/Lawl_9780385542029_epub3_007_r1.jpg
ILLVS TRI' VIRO; DOMINO PHILIPPO SIDNAO
MICHAEL LOK. CIVIS LONDINENSIS

HANC CHARTAM DEDICABAT :- isga.
7

o g RS
DLW 2

HRUATIY

\y

vy
W
\
i\

ARt
Y
Ly

T P

ATLTRTEATRR

S

RO
\ W

o)






OEBPS/images/Lawl_9780385542029_epub3_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lawl_9780385542029_epub3_006_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lawl_9780385542029_epub3_003_r1.jpg
PART ONE

The Planting






OEBPS/images/9780385542029_title_page.jpg
Tlle Secret Token

MYTH, OBSESSION, AND
THE SEARCH FOR
THE LOST COLONY OF ROANOKE

AII(],I' cw Lawler

DOUBLEDAY

New York





OEBPS/images/Lawl_9780385542029_epub3_046_r1.jpg





