
  [image: Mission Boy front-cover. Images of three Spanish sailing ships heading out from harbor]


  [image: mission-boy-title-page-with image of Alonso in Spanish clothing and holding a letter]


  
    MISSION BOY: A Novel of Spanish Jesuits in Chesapeake Bay


    Copyright © 2015 Chesapeake College, Wye Mills, Maryland


    All Rights Reserved: no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted, in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise—without prior written permission from the publisher, except for the use of brief quotations for purposes of review.


    Secant Publishing, LLC


    615 N. Pinehurst Ave.


    Salisbury MD 21801


    www.SecantPublishing.com


    ISBN: 978-0-9965744-4-0 (epub)


    ISBN: 978-0-9965744-5-7 (mobi)


    ISBN: 978-0-9965744-2-6 (hardcover)


    ISBN: 978-0-9965744-3-3 (paperback)


    Library of Congress Control Number: 2015949930


    Cover and interior illustrations:


    Owen Matthew Aurelio


    www.OwenMatthewAurelio.blogspot.com


    Book design:


    Robert & Erik Jacobson,


    Longfeather Book Design


    www.LongfeatherBookDesign.com

  


  
    Contents


    An Important Letter


    


    Father Segura Talks with Governor Menéndez


    Alonso Meets Captain Gonzales


    Provisioning the Swallow


    An Encounter with Buccaneers


    


    


    


    


    


    Riding the Gulf Stream


    At Santa Elena


    The Swallow Survives a Hurricane


    Eluding a French Privateer


    On the Bay of Santa Maria


    Alonso Makes a New Friend


    To Weromocomoco with Brother Gabriel


    


    


    


    


    


    A Talk with the Great Powhatan


    The Massacre of the Jesuits


    Captain Gonzales Attempts a Rescue


    Alonso Plays a New Game


    Chiskiacks vs. Manahoacs


    A Walk with Katoaka


    A New Danger


    Alonso and Wagi Escape


    Editor’s Afterword


    Acknowledgments


    Glossary

  


  [image: Map of east coast of the north Americas with emphasis on Havana,San Agustin, Santa Elena, Roanoke Island, Ajjacan, Bay of Santa Maria (also known as Chesapeake Bay)]


  [image: Mission Boy: A novel of Spanish Jesuits in Chesapeake Bay]


  
    I


    An Important Letter
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    Alonso was carrying water from the well in the courtyard to the kitchen when the Angelus sounded. The mission boy paused and bowed his head as he repeated the prayer. His words joined the chorus that drifted through the open windows of the chapel where the Jesuits gathered for their morning devotions.


    Alonso always thrilled to the ringing of the Angelus and the prayer in Latin, but there were times when the 12-year-old Spanish boy became dissatisfied with the daily routine of the mission. Besides the chores, he spent many hours mastering Latin and Greek, memorizing the catechism, and studying the principles of mathematics and science.


    Four years before, Alonso de Olmos, along with his parents, two brothers, a sister, and grandmother, had sailed from Spain for the New World as part of the expedition Pedro Menéndez de Avíles had organized to settle Florida.


    Alonso’s father was a farmer. He had helped Menéndez establish St. Augustine in 1565 before being sent to Santa Elena near today’s Parris Island in South Carolina. After destroying an earlier French settlement there, the Spanish had built a fort.


    When Governor Menéndez sent Jesuits to establish a mission at Santa Elena, one of the priests, Father Rogel, took a special interest in Alonso after he found the Spanish boy playing with the young Indians. Father Rogel was impressed by the way the young savages accepted him. And Alonso had quickly learned enough Indian words to talk with his playmates.


    Sometimes, the Jesuits educated Indian boys to work as interpreters in Christianizing the natives. With his Spanish background and growing knowledge of the Indian language, Alonso would be even more valuable to the Jesuits. After talking to the boy, Father Rogel persuaded his parents to send Alonso to the Jesuit Mission in Havana, Cuba. There he would receive a good education in preparing him for his work with the Indians.


    Clad in a simple cloak that reached below his knees, Alonso appeared docile and obedient, but there were moments when the boy wished that he could return to the free life on the frontier at Santa Elena. At other times, Alonso imagined himself standing on the deck of a Spanish galleon on his way to Mexico.


    On some days, the Spanish boy longed to explore the wide world that stretched beyond the walls of the mission. Now he fed the pigeons in the courtyard and watched them circle the tower that housed the bell of the mission. The pigeons nested in the belfry. Alonso decided to climb the tall ladder to the tower and search their nest for squabs.


    The belfry was his favorite spot. Climbing the ladder was almost like going aloft on a sailing vessel, and from the tower, Alonso had a fine view of Havana and its large harbor. On this sunny November morning in 1569, Havana might have been an Old World seaport on the Spanish Mediterranean. The houses were built of adobe, clay bricks dried in the sun, and painted in bright colors. The sheltered harbor was crowded with all types of sailing vessels which had found a haven there during the hurricane season that had now ended. Havana was a fine place to provision a vessel before or after a long voyage across the Atlantic Ocean. As Alonso watched, a caravel raised sails and anchor before moving toward the sea.


    The nests of the pigeons contained several eggs but no squabs. Alonso returned to the courtyard and was on his way to the kitchen when a Jesuit called to him.


    “Father Segura wants to speak to you, Alonso,” the black-robed priest said. “Immediately.”


    The mission boy thanked the Jesuit and walked toward the building that housed the offices of Father Segura; he was in charge of all the Jesuits in the West Indies and Florida. Guiltily, Alonso wondered why his Superior wanted to speak to him. Had one of his teachers complained about his work? This was the first time in months that Father Segura had requested his presence. On that last occasion, the good Father had scolded him because of his slow progress in Latin.


    When Alonso entered the room, the head of the mission was sitting at his desk writing. He proceeded to complete the letter, sealed and addressed it, before turning toward the boy.


    “I have an important errand for you, Alonso,” he said, and gave him the letter. “This communication is addressed to my Superior in Spain, Francis Borgia, General of the Society of Jesus. I want you to deliver it to Captain Diego, on board the caravel, Pallao. The vessel is being provisioned and soon will sail for Cadiz.”


    Father Segura took a money bag from a drawer and gave Alonso several copper coins. “You’ll probably obtain transport out to the Pallao on one of the craft that are carrying provisions to her, but if this is not possible, rent a small boat.”


    “Yes, Father,” Alonso said, and carefully placed the letter and money in his inner pocket.


    Father Segura smiled. “Be careful, lad,” he said, “and when you return, report to me. Captain Diego may give you a message.”


    Alonso walked slowly out of the room, as dignified as a priest. When he reached the courtyard, he ran toward the gate, thrilled with this opportunity to explore the outside world, if only or an hour or two.


    The Jesuit mission was located a mile from the harbor; the street that led to the waterfront ran through the center of Havana. Alonso was attracted by the sights and smells of the marketplace. At any other time, the boy would have paused to buy a cup of cacao, or chocolate, and a pastry. Now he was eager to deliver the letter to Captain Diego, and ran the last quarter of a mile to the quays. There a number of small boats were moving freight to and from the larger ocean-going vessels.


    When Alonso asked a sailor to point out the boat that was provisioning the Pallao, he learned that Captain Diego’s caravel was loaded and preparing to sail.


    “It’s almost high water now,” the sailor said, studying the mark of the water on a piling. “The Pallao will sail in less than an hour.”


    Alonso gripped the letter in his pocket, uncertain where to turn or what to do. Somehow he must deliver the letter to Captain Diego before the Pallao sailed.


    Nearby, an aged fisherman was mending his net; he overheard the conversation between the boy and the sailor.


    “I know where the Pallao is anchored, lad,” he said. “I’ll take you out to her in my skiff for a few coins.”


    Alonso was ready to accept any transport; he prepared to bargain with the old fisherman. “How much will you charge me?” he asked.


    The old man smiled craftily. “How much do you have?”


    The sailor interrupted the conversation. “You don’t have time to haggle, lad,” he said.


    Alonso realized that the sailor was right. He took the coins from his pocket and counted them. “Twenty-five centavos,” he said.


    “It’s a bargain,” the old man said, holding out his hand.


    Alonso surrendered the coins and followed the fisherman to a cove where his skiff was pulled out on the beach. Together, they pushed the small boat into the water and raised its lateen sail. The old man poled the boat out of the cove until a breeze filled the sail—then he sat down at the tiller.


    “Are you going to Spain, lad?” he asked.


    “No,” Alonso said. “I’m carrying a letter to Captain Diego.”


    The helmsman pointed to a caravel one hundred yards away. “That’s the Pallao,” he said. “She’s one of the swiftest packets in the West Indies.”


    As Alonso studied the lines of the Pallao, one of her sails was hoisted aloft and fluttered in the breeze.


    “Soon she’ll be on her way to Spain,” the old fisherman said, and he let out his sail to catch more of the wind. Fortunately, the breeze was coming over the stern and was favorable. If a head wind had forced the skiff to tack, the Pallao would have sailed without Father Segura’s letter.


    Even with the following breeze, by the time the small craft came alongside the caravel, all of her sails were up, and the crew had gathered in the bow to raise the anchor. But a sailor lowered a rope ladder down to the skiff and Alonso climbed aboard. “What do you want, lad?” the bosun demanded. “We’ve already got a cabin boy.”


    “I have a letter from Father Segura, Head of the Jesuit mission, to give to Captain Diego,” Alonso said.


    The bosun’s manner quickly changed; he ordered a sailor to take the boy to the captain’s cabin. A Spanish marine was guarding the door, but when Alonso showed him the letter, he allowed the boy to enter.


    Captain Diego was sitting behind a large desk that was cluttered with papers, talking with his mate. When he saw the boy, he shrugged his shoulders.


    “Just when I need a secretary, someone sends me another cabin boy,” he said.


    The marine raised his hand to his forehead in a salute. “The lad has an important letter for you to carry to Spain, sir,” he said. “He comes from Father Segura.”


    When Alonso gave Captain Diego the letter, he read the address before sticking it into a drawer. “I should have known from your dress that you weren’t a cabin boy,” he said, “but I’ll wager you could go aloft with my sailors. Tell Father Segura that I will deliver his letter personally and wait for a reply.”


    The boy quickly returned to the deck where the men were raising the anchor. He found the rope ladder and climbed down to the skiff.


    “I was beginning to think that you’d decided to sail on the Pallao,” the old fisherman said, and pushed his boat away from the caravel with the oar.


    The lateen sail filled, and the skiff slid away from the caravel in time for Alonso to see the huge anchor emerge from the water.


    Ten minutes later, the boy was ashore again. He watched the Pallao sail out of the harbor before walking over to La Fuerza Fortress. It was the first of the forts that the Spanish would build to guard Havana from pirates and enemy warships. Alonso was examining one of the cannon that guarded the harbor when a soldier ordered him away from the fortress.


    The mission boy returned to the marketplace where he bought a cup of cacao and two small cakes with money he had been saving for weeks. The merchant knew from the boy’s dress that he was from the Jesuit mission and treated him respectfully.


    Alonso passed a number of boys playing ball, and although several called to him to join them, he knew that he must return to the mission and report to Father Segura. He climbed the hill and rang the bell beside the gate.


    Father Segura paused from his writing when the boy entered. “You have returned quickly,” he said. “Had the Pallao sailed?”


    “No, Father,” Alonso said, “but her sails were raised when I gave your letter to Captain Diego. He said that he would deliver it himself and await an answer.”


    “Good,” Father Segura said. “It is an important communication. Since you carried the letter on a part of its journey, I’m going to tell you about its contents. We are considering sending a party of Jesuits far to the north to establish a mission among the Indians on the Bay of Santa Maria.”


    “Isn’t that the great bay that the Indians of Santa Elena call ‘Chesapeake,’ Father?” Alonso asked.


    “That is correct,” Father Segura said. “Our main purpose will be to spread the word of Christ and convert the Indians. The letter to my Superior requests permission and aid.”


    Alonso had heard many stories of this great bay far to the north. Some said that it was connected with the Western Ocean. One legend told of an island in the bay where all of the natives had become wealthy from the huge pearls they took from the oysters that thrived there. Now the boy’s imagination placed him on a sailing ship moving northward along the coast toward the Bay of Santa Maria.


    “Will you take a mission boy with you, Father?” he asked excitedly.


    The good priest smiled. “Perhaps,” he said, “but it’s much too soon to decide such matters. We must patiently await a reply to my letter.”

  


  
    II


    Father Segura Talks with


    Governor Menéndez
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    December arrived—the people of Havana prepared for the Christmas festival. Father Segura received an invitation to attend a gathering that Governor Menéndez held each year during the holiday season. The head of the mission gladly accepted. He was eager to talk with the Governor about his plan to establish a mission on the Bay of Santa Maria. Perhaps Menéndez would furnish a vessel to transport the Jesuits and their supplies.


    On the day of the Governor’s reception, Father Segura called Alonso to his office. “I have an audience with the Governor this afternoon, lad, and want you to accompany me,” he said. “You will carry my umbrella and the present I have for Governor Menéndez. So bathe and dress in your best cloak.”


    Alonso had never visited the Governor’s palace. It was perched on a high hill and guarded by a series of steep steps and walls that would aid its defenders in case of an attack by pirates or privateersmen.


    After lunch, Alonso bathed and slipped on his best cloak. He cut and cleaned his finger nails and brushed his hair before reporting to Father Segura. The Jesuit had also dressed for the occasion in a new black cassock. Around his neck, he wore a chain that carried a small cross. He gave Alonso his umbrella and the package that contained the Governor’s gift.


    “The sky is clear now, but one never knows when we may have a sudden downpour in this latitude,” he said, “and walk slowly, boy, the heat is oppressive at this time of day.”


    Alonso dropped behind the Jesuit and slowed his pace to match Father Segura’s. He followed the priest along the broad avenue that led to the Governor’s palace. Elegant carriages carrying officials and their wives passed them on their way for an audience with the Governor. When the man and boy reached the first gate that guarded the palace, they paused in the shade of a palm tree to rest. Alonso raised his eyes to the handsome building on top of the hill. “It’s almost like climbing to Heaven, Father,” he said.


    “Altogether there are ninety-nine steps,” said Father Segura. “I counted them last December. But don’t confuse this worldly splendor with Heaven, Alonso. This palace and all who live within its walls are of this world.”


    They passed two soldiers who were guarding the first gate and began their ascent. After twenty-five steps, there was a level courtyard and another gate guarded by soldiers. Father Segura paused to bless the sentinels before they continued their climb. In the second courtyard, they rested beside a fountain.


    “We’re halfway there, lad,” Father Segura said as he took his umbrella from Alonso and opened it. “This will give us a bit of shade.”


    After daily climbing the tall ladder to the belfry, the steps to the palace were no challenge for Alonso, but Father Segura was panting on the last flight. A servant met them at the door.


    Father Segura took the present for the Governor. “You will wait here until I return, lad,” he said.


    “The boy can find food and drink in the kitchen, Father,” the servant said, and he pointed to a path that led toward the rear of the building.


    Alonso was disappointed after the priest walked through the doorway. He had expected to accompany Father Segura inside the palace. The boy sat down on the steps and bowed his head. But when he raised his eyes and gazed toward the harbor, his depression quickly lifted. From his high perch, the great galleons and smaller caravels resembled toy boats in a garden pool. Alonso felt like a giant.


    The sound of voices and laughter drifted through the open doorway; the Governor and his aides were sitting at one end of a large room on a dais. Father Segura was next to the Governor, and appeared to be engaged in a serious conversation. . . . . . . “I have written to my Superior in Spain requesting permission to establish a mission on the Bay of Santa Maria, Your Excellency,” Father Segura said.


    “When did you dispatch the letter, Father?” the Governor asked.


    “It was in November. Captain Diego carried it on the Pallao.”


    “If anyone can get through, Captain Diego will,” the Governor said. “If all goes well, he will return in forty days. Soon Cuba will be a suburb of Spain.”


    “I also need your advice and aid, Your Excellency,” Father Segura said.


    “I’ve certainly given you plenty of both in the past, Father,” Governor Menéndez said, “but what has it availed us? Most of our Jesuits have been either killed or driven from Florida.”


    “All is not lost,” the Jesuit said. “Father Rogel remains at Santa Elena.”


    “Last week I received a report from the commander of the fort there, and they are in serious trouble. This year’s crop of maize was a very poor one. The Indians have refused to furnish more food for the fort; it will be several months before the next harvest.”


    “Father Domingo has translated the Catechism into the Gaule dialect of the Georgia Indians,” Father Segura said, “and Brother Baez has written a grammar for this same Indian language.”


    “This is all very commendable,” the Governor said, “but what I need is news of what the French Lutherans are doing south of the St. Lawrence River. Don Luis, the North American Indian who adopted our religion and civilization, recently told me that the French have been exploring the Bay of Santa Maria for years. He insists that one arm of the bay empties into the Western Ocean.”


    “Some of the Indians I talked with in Florida told me the same story,” Father Segura said. “I doubt that it is true. The Indians tell us these tales of distant riches and western passages in an effort to lead us on to other regions.”


    “Don Luis should know,” the Governor said. “A Spanish vessel driven ashore near the mouth of the Bay of Santa Maria brought him back to Mexico. He is the son of a local chieftain and has been educated in Spain.”


    “Our purpose in establishing the mission will be to Christianize and civilize the Indians,” Father Segura said.


    “Of course,” Governor Menéndez said, smiling, “but if you should also gain information about the actions of the French, it would hurt no one to give this intelligence to me. I would forward it to our Christian Majesty, Phillip II of Spain.”


    “I would consider it a privilege to aid your Excellency and our Sovereign,” Father Segura said.


    “I was sure you would, Father,” the Governor said. “If your Superior grants your request, I will furnish you with a swift frigate and an escort of my conquistadores to protect your party.”


    “After talking it over with other Jesuits who have served in Florida, we have decided that our mission will have a better chance for success without your soldiers.”


    The Governor laughed. “You wouldn’t survive for long without my conquistadores. If the Indians didn’t cut you to pieces, the French infidels would sell you to the galleys.”


    “The Indians of Florida hate and fear the conquistadores,” Father Segura said, “and since we accompany the soldiers, they often transfer their hatred to us.”


    “There’s probably something in what you say,” the Governor replied, “but I couldn’t think of letting you take one of my ships to the Indian country without an escort of soldiers.”


    “Our Christian doctrines condemn the cruelties of soldiers everywhere,” the good priest said.


    “Just the same, you are our allies, Father,” Governor Menéndez said. “The flag and the cross travel together.”


    “Our aim is to save the souls of all men, whether their skins are white, red, black, or yellow,” Father Segura said.


    Governor Menéndez frowned and turned his attention toward his other guests.

  


  
    III


    Alonso Meets Captain Gonzales
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    With the coming of the New Year, everyone in Havana began to look forward to the arrival of the great convoy of merchant vessels from Spain. A royal proclamation provided that merchant ships could sail from the Seville River to the New World only twice each year, in January and August. Spanish warships protected the convoy from the privateers and pirates that roamed the high seas.


    The convoy carried provisions of all kinds: grain, gunpowder and lead, clothing, horses, seeds and plants, and slaves. On the return trip to Spain, the holds of the galleons were filled with gold and silver from the mines of Mexico and Peru.


    In February, Alonso climbed to the belfry twice each day, early in the morning and just before sundown, to watch for the convoy.


    March arrived. The birds that spent their winters in the Southern Hemisphere began to fly toward their breeding grounds in the north. Alonso watched the migrating birds, and one morning he saw what at first appeared to be a large flock of white herons flying close to the water. A few moments later, he was sure that the white wings were the sails of the Spanish convoy. He climbed down the ladder and ran to tell Father Segura.


    “Go ring the mission bell, lad,” the Jesuit said. “All Havana must know that the convoy is approaching our harbor.”


    Alonso rang the bell rapidly, with a rhythm that told everyone the merchant fleet with its
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