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THIRD DREAM

ARGALL

This land was of old time offered to our kings. Our late Sovereign Queen
 Elizabeth (whose story hath no peer among princes of her sex), being a
pure virgin, found it, set foot in it, and called it Virginia. Such as do
manage the expedition are careful to carry thither no traitors, nor Papists
that depend on the Great Whore. LORD finish this good work Thou hast
begun; and marry this land, a pure virgin, to Thy kingly son CHRIST
JESUS; so shall Thy name by magnified; and we shall have a virgin or
maiden Britain, a comfortable addition to our Great Britain . . .


REVEREND WILLIAM SYMONDS, sermon, 1609

 

 

. . . there are few of us who are not protected from the keenest pain by our inability to see what it is that we have done, what we are suffering, and what we truly are. Let us be grateful to the mirror for revealing to us our appearance only.

SAMUEL BUTLER, Erewhon (1872)




This book is for Esther Whitby and Robert Harbison,  
without whose friendship and guidance  
I would probably still be  
unpublished.




The reader is encouraged to use the Chronology and Glossary only as needed while reading Seven Dreams. The first gives context to characters and events in the text. The second defines and gives the origin of words which may be unfamiliar. As for the Source Notes, they may be ignored or skimmed; their function is to record my starting points, which might interest travelers in other directions.






ARGALL-TEXT  
THE GENERALL  
HISTORIE OF VIRGINIA  
(1624)  
A NOTE TO LIFE’S VOYAGES




ARGALL-TEXT

THE GENERALL HISTORIE OF VIRGINIA (1624)

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE  
READER  
RIGHT HONOURABLE,  

My duetie remembered, &c:

 

I fear to compound my first offense, in penning such slender and tuneless lines as these, by presuming to direct them to yourself, particularly when their subject is a mere Wilderness of insignificant Salvages. For what could bulk more worthy of our puzzlings (save THE ALMIGHTIE Himself), than the hives of GOD liness we call Cities? And what less so, than Fens & frog-pools? (O darling fat frogs! If witches denied to take you in marriage to be their familiars, we wouldn’t need to burn witches!) I incline toward the best, Right Honourable; I’d fain kiss your hand — yet this Book of mine doth drag me down toward the worst. Truth to tell, my own self mires me now. My mind descends and condescends to foulness; the tale I must tell’s putrescent with sin — dangerous not to you, Right Honourable, for by virtue of your celestial blood you’re proof against infamy’s infections, but I own no such liquid armor, being chinked ’twixt my platelets with Adam’s taint. Therefore, did you give me leave I’d take my leave of Captaine Argall, John Smith & Princesse Pokahuntas before e’er their simulacra broach’d your stage! But already I see inferior persons applauding Pocahontas (no matter that some snicker in their sleeves, her dark squatness proving her risibility). She curtseys to well-trained perfection, tossing her admirers .1. glove of white doeskin embroider’d with green silk. And what else may be won of her? — To this Argall’s Sailors shout obscene reply e’en as they troll their ale-bowl lip to lip, moustaches rank and dripping. — Argall laughs: No doubt, villains! But my golden goose is not for sale to such as you. Spit other chickens on your Welsh hooks! — O misbegotten Argall, I love thee not; thy doings disgust me. — But hale him away (no matter that this Dream’s call’d after him), and the story-hole remains no less fetid with dishonor, contrivance, cruelty, butchery, stooping sneakiness — why not spade our tale entire into a mucky grave? And belike I might long howl in this strain, like some dog that fears to obey his Master’s call, yet must, therefore slinks & whirls in cunning crazy circles, approaching his own fear only because he dreads that his fear might approach him. Howbeit, such eccentric navigations will scarce win us belly-timber — not when there’s a whole Globe of fears to be crossed! Let’s cross it, then.

 

 

Should it please you, Reader, we’ll embark at wise-named Gravesend, to put period to our English doom. Life at home being death, why not steal resurrection from Salvages? (No matter that those so named remain diabolically unsalvaged, for they know not OUR REDEEMER. No matter that they likewise in His Book have been en-graved. And why not? Even our Queen must die — at least ’till the day call’d Tombsend, when CHRIST cometh.) Gravesend, end of all graves! If we could but get beyond that Towne, what colorfully immortal careers we’d make! And by GOD’s wounds, that’s easy! For Gravesend leads everywhere. Just as Swineshead’s a reliable locale for flax, and Virginia’s a most likely place to kidnap Salvages, so Gravesend enjoys her own fame, being dubbed the Station of Limbo: terminus for London-Towne (which lieth but a .4.  hours’ sail away — tuppence by open barge) — O, throughway she is, birth canal bristling with ships, expedient river-huddle stinking of slops and gudgeons, 1 tavernway for Sailors, tipplers and trulls, merchantway where Astrologers offer lodestones for sale to lost Captaines whose hearts crave piracy and whose sea-boys run a-chasing after scandaled, diseased and lickerish hacksters who do uplift their petticoats for pay. — Why don’t the boys sit patient on their penny-purses? After all, in Virginia, where they’re bound, Salvage wenches fresh-painted with oil and puccoons will be their bedfellows. — Well, you see, Virginia’s virgin to their ears, just as Gravesend’s GOD send to all of us whirligig-men and layabouts, us jesting time-servers, unqualitied Adventurers, dilettantes, sharp actors, vendors, ferrymen, Watermen, shipwrights, innkeepers, pickpockets, blind historians and upstart yeomen who swim in Between-Times, watching half-shut opportunities wag their jaws. Shall we rush in, to percase be devoured, or rather tread water at a safer distance, slowly drowning? Thus in Gravesend we wait, dear comets, rocking ’twixt land and sea.2

 

 

In fine, time becalms itself; aspirations swither & swelter. The curtain’s not yet up; Virginia’s unstoried as I sit in my swivel chair, not troubling to consult my reference works. (How did the Salvages make their arrows?) They call for Pocahontas to make Salvage curtseys anew; they demand to taste her submission to Argall and our Sovereign. They thirst for tales to flow down their gullets. But stay a space, Right Honourable. Look on Gravesend while you may. She’s but vestibule to this Dream of mine. When we exit, ’tis for good — ha! at least ’till we come back again: There’s Gravesend for you! None can be divided forever from earth’s oozy bosom. Burn’d alive on a stage, like convicted highwaymen, or drown’d in shroud and cannonball like Cabin-boys perished of the pest, yet translated flesh must revert: Bone-smoke comes down at last to besoot the ground, and the waterlogged youths fall not for all time, but find the Octopus’s kelpy bed. And we ourselves, briefly resurrected from our womb-grave, paddle down the Thames, lay plots at Gravesend, then fall clay-claimed. That’s for good, now, isn’t it?

Still and all, no voyager returns graveward unchanged. As for those Adventurers who sail for Virginia, why, still deeper in them bites the strange mordant. ’Tis law that they die before they perish. Like felon at rope’s end, crewman at Gravesend, they’re divorced from earth. Once they beach their aspirations in Virginia’s clasp, divorce itself darkens into specious uncertainty; the heart meets nothing to which it can give itself; memory falls away from bone. And if haply they make Gravesend again, for an eyeblink e’en pickpockets stand clear, fearing with a long-clawed snatch to gain not gold, but death. For the Adventurers’ faces are as salt-etched mirrors, which do betray the onlooker’s own vacancy. Cain, Methusaleh &  Lazarus, who pretended to cheat death in Virginia, all wore leather-green faces at homecoming, & their eyeballs rolled fierce and ghostly like the silver-bluish sea. What did they gain? Ask ’em how many fathoms falls the sea-drop off Ryppe Rappe Bank, or who stands duty today on the .2.nd  Dog Watch, and they can answer; but inquire about Virginia, and Cain will keep silent, Methuselah will mutter only that he’s never seen anything like her in his entire longish life, and Lazarus huskily whispers: Virginia’s another world, she is. Dangers & suchlike, you know . . . the Great Beyond . . . — And his eyes are wet and blank like mussel-shells. What slew those men? Which fate did they choose from the ships at Gravesend that tremble all in a row? Why, I told you — they wed Virginia so as to taste her  .5.-foot codfishes, her cherry-trees & hurtleberries, her turpentine sweet as angelic ichor. They read from the Book of Kings: I dug wells & drank foreign waters, and I dried up with the sole of my foot all the streams in Egypt.  Thus the story of Virginia — and, indeed, of all these .7. Dreams. The theme: Success. But when they returned to bed down at Gravesend, barnacles preyed upon their beards. What faded them? They speak no more. Ask their brethren who yet haunt this place — the new Venturers, I mean. They’ve been cured ere now in departure’s breezes; their Fishwifelemans swear they’ve sped to Hell and back, like the Lincolnshire tides. See that salt-stained old jewel? He and his brother sail’d beyond Hell to enter Virginia’s quim. Quick! Follow to the Cheer-house! What hath their travels taught ’em? They drink wisdom in their rum, then piss it out. They go to Church-yards, or to sea, whichever proves their doom. Sailors, why cast yourselves as lots, when you know you must lose the game? What good’s gold in the tomb? Aren’t all rewards as this crooked Dream of mine, which hath Virginia’s virtues, and therefore twinkles like pyrites, but cannot raise the dead?
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A drunkard lifts his skull, turns upon me a sensitive, red-rimmed gaze, and replies: Not true! Death dwells only here. Can I but find a Captaine, he’ll save me, for that’s his business; he’ll take me far away . . .

Very well, dream-sponge, await your Captaine’s pleasure for another dozen ale-draughts here at Gravesend! Why won’t he guide you to immortality? No matter that his nobility’s greenish like decayed brass armor-links, his sealed commission speaks but rumors, and your wages prove but promises paid in the currency of desire. In all these many-masted ships  crowded together so that they resemble a dead forest trembling on the tide — argosies, shallops, barges, double-masted barks with scarce a pair of stained sails, pinnaces, carracks & caravels, cockboats & ketches, admirals, swift flyboats whose many taut canvases drink in the wind as if they long to be gone — there blooms perhaps but .1. leafy tree in whose bower your good Captaine readies everything. He’s rarer than an alligator with a conscience. His name is Captaine Fortune. (Drink a round to him!) Nay, his nobility’s not verdigris’d at all. But how can one know him, who hasn’t served him first? Hurry! Life waits not! Quickly choose him and go! For here comes Death! — There — that’s the man to bestow yourself on, for he pities you, and the whores his men haunt say he gives good wages. (They  know; they’ve picked pockets, nay, plumbed ’em down to the last shilling. When they robbed the Gunner’s Mate they found a gold noble hid behind his balls — that means .6. shillings .8. pence. So tell me they don’t cheerily praise Captaine Fortune! His lads will finance their victory!) — But alas, that Captaine’s not yet ready; he commands us all to dacker down, and bide yet more at Gravesend . . .

(Death flies o’er, with whirring wings. He’s off to London-Towne, to make a plague. Full .15,000. dead, as I did hear.)

Here comes Captaine Not-Death — to wit, Captaine Martin Frobisher in the flagship Gabriel, fresh in from misnamed Greenland, which is a cold dependency of Cathay. He’s fraughted with a dying Esquimau and a lump of fool’s gold.3 The Queen’s alight; he’s saved her weeping Treasury! She sends a gold chain, which must forever embrace his neck . . . Tell me he’s not Captaine Fortune! He craves to sail back to Greenland again, to clear Her Majestie’s last debts. Calling all hands! Sailors, can’t you handle a mainsail? He’ll pay in jewels of fabulous ice, and for belly-timber you’ll have all the Esquimau wenches you can slupper up between your teeth. Make haste! He’s provisioning the Aid this time; he’s signed on Mate and Gunner this very morn; make haste! But, strange Sailors, odd beings, I see that you rub your beards and grin, lurking clear. Damnme if you’re not a gaggle of scared pullets! Frobisher entreats, literally impresses, calls you  dainty; he craves to master you, the better to engraft himself upon the sea. And you disbelieve in his Adventure yet? (Wise-burned souls!) Why duck you down in your nests of tarred ropes wrapped around beams? You prefer to huddle over a pegholed board & play Tick-Tack? Stand clear then! I see his Crewmen crossing yards, reeling in cable about the capstan, weighinganchor. And off sails worthy Captaine Frobisher! He’ll never perish. ’Tis said that from a little window of her Greenwyche Palace the Queen herself waves as he sails by . . .

(Death whirs down and stings a Tavern-keeper. Well, Gravesend reeks of taverns, so what’s .1. the less?)

Here comes Captaine Amadas, who serves Sir Walter Ralegh. We’ll tell his biography later, in our “Grammar of Navigators” some hundred pages on. For now, let’s just name him the safest, wisest Captaine in the world, excepting Ralegh himself. (Frobisher? A nobody! You fancy that he kens the true meridian? Why, he’s not worth .1. of our Amadas’s toenails!) Something about his salted face, or his strangely menacing mildness, his neck as graceful as the snaking hilt-guard of a fine German rapier, his — but how can I define what Fortune is? His patent, like Frobisher, licenses him to impress any likely men in this haven — to commaund you, Sailors, and if need be to clap you in bilboes of bitterest iron, so you’ll serve him in Virginia. He’ll catch you more rapidly than the Slaughterman doth seize upon his prey. Why flee your red-latticed Tavern-houses to hide? Isn’t he Captaine Fortune? He smiles on you. He murmurs that Salvages be passing meek, that Sassafrass & Cinnamon trees will cure your whore-pox; why hang back from him? — Sign on, bend the knee! All hands to their proper gear! — O, but now he’s gone. What pity!

(Death follows him to Virginia, serving sharks all the way.)

A sly Waterman rows in next. He whispers that should you spy any ship fraught with Spanish plunder (which is to say, illegal burthen, by our dear Queen’s command), pray send to him at .1.st blink! You’d think his narrow bosom could scarce hold any secret, yet he knows where all the graves lie. He tattles on Captaine Amadas, who’s but Ralegh’s dull drudge, as he proves by .1,000. syllogisms. Why (sneers the Waterman), Amadas doesn’t even ken where Virginia is! Thank GOD you didn’t chance yourself to  him! For pure affection’s sake, the Waterman next whispers that his Agent (nam’d Maister Fortune) will do good offices to buyers & sellers of all commodities. The selfsame Agent dwells under the Sign of the .3. Doves at Newgate Market. (And, by the bye, Sir, would you lie a-niggling with a sweet doxy? She’s called Fortuna. ’Tis but a penny for the narrowest quim this side of Heaven! The Bawdy-house lies but a musket-shot from here . . .) Why wait? Isn’t this Waterman your truest chance?

No! — Ralegh’s fitting out the Tiger. I’d lay my coppers on him!  The smell of money blows across her weather bow. Why not indenture  yourself to his glamor-salted men? Ship on! But mayhap Argall will come and . . . — O, o, o! — Too late! The Tiger’s gone on the tide . . .

Captaine Fortune’s never going to come now. Doom reeks in Gravesend’s sickly fogs. We wait.

 

 

Chew cloves, quaff water of cinnamon — again the plague springs out. In London-Towne, thrice .10,000. more crawl groaning down to death. Charnel accumulates, then drips like candle-wax. Just as laboring beasts do turn tread-wheels for their Master’s profit, so life revolves for death, swirling & stopping, sailing in & out, until the pest comes whirring down. May sea-breath keep away that devil’s-breath! They say that in Virginia  (e’en though not all’s perfect — for instance, you can buy neither butter nor cream in that Countrey4) there grows an herb which can magick mortality into perfect ease, and I myself once glimpsed there an Alp of fool’s gold ripe for the digging. So muster your crew, good Undertakers and Adventurers, rig out your fleets and your winding-sheets; get you safe beyond graves’ very endings; farewell, GOD speed; may you escape skeletons’ applause . . .

 

 

And so you shall — for now I offer cheerier tidings: This is the tale not only of lonely oceans and barbarous Nations, but also (as hinted) of good  John Smith and the Lincolnshire boys, who wanted but some honest cheese. They’ll keep us company this whole Dream through. — Flood oh! cries Captaine Smith. Weigh anchor; up spritsail! Ride the swells of eternity!

Our Almanacke lays out the proper tide, to wit, The moone South south west, at Graues end full sea. From high-water time at Harwich, add an hour for Gravesend. From high-water time at Dover, add an hour and  .3.-quarters for Gravesend. — But why spend tuppence on any Almanacke? John Smith stands on deck, and kens sea-science as well as any book! Proof: John Smith is but a book nowadays, his bones long since laid down in the muck after every charitable preparation. Squat, rectangular Sailor that he is, he speaks in a rustle & flutter of paper wings which cannot fly.

Reader, skim bravely o’er his pages now, like a petrel speeding o’er pale-foamed seas, avoiding sharks and Spaniards, ’till looms Virginia — she likewise but a paper continent now, inhabited by mere paper tigers — or mayhap I should say paper wasps or hornets, for don’t Salvages carry their own stings? Aren’t they all born into poisonous cunning? Hideous rigorous reigns their Emperor, Pokahuntas’s own father Powhatan, who broils Englishmen (so ’tis said), or pricks ’em full of arrows . . . Yea, he knots up dried human hands in his hair! But be comforted; of him likewise naught remains but old paper and nightmare honor. He’d rise up from John Smith’s pages to slay us if he could, but from all designs hath GOD excused him forever, his paper flesh tamed, time-tanned, tattooed and o’erwritten by letters of the English alphabet, alien epitaphs which he cannot read. He’s a ghost cobwebbed with John Smith’s words.

And Smith, whom we’ll call Sweet John, he utters nothing new, being but the husk of his own monument. His pages whisper like the myriad soft lost voices at Gravesend.

 

 

Ten years ago & more I purchased his writings all complete in a triple-volumed set slipcased in burgundy. How long before they too find themselves fetter’d in cobwebs, haled back as trophies to death’s dingy prison? Not until I die, I swear! So let them take heart; for the present they’ve been saved. (The middle volume gratefully whispers: Your Grace’s faithful and devoted Servaunt, John Smith.) On my shelf they stand gloomily elegant amidst many other tomes about Salvages. Nicely busked up in their box, acid-free (at least for now, until I breathe on them), they lord it over Virginia Watson’s Legend of Pocahontas, Elaine Raphael and Don Bolognese’s Pocahontas, Princess of the River Tribes, Grace Steele Woodward’s Pocahontas,  and William S. Rasmussen and Robert S. Tilton’s Pocahontas, Her Life & Legend — howbeit, try as I might, I can scarce unchain my gaze from this last, for the cover’s a pageant of Englishmen round a campfire while, in unlikely relief against the darkness, like the subject of a Weegee photograph caught in the glare of powerful flashbulbs, POCAHONTAS herself stands half-draped in a tawny blanket out of some Plains Indians fantasy, showing off .1. perfect, hard-nippled breast as she gestures upward into the night. No matter that she could have looked nothing like this. I suppose she reminds me of a Thai prostitute with whom I once had sexual relations.

Yet I fear that while making eyes at the piquant Virginian wench we’ve mislaid our lodestone of mercantile confidence, good Captaine Smith  himself, whom GOD fashion’d not to whirligig, but to point sweet and true toward Virginian summers, straight across seas & centuries to reach blue clouds in a brown pool. Some say the grass-heads rushed into his brain, baffling him with rays and reflections, but he faithfully, accurately explor’d many a pudgy blue river-tendril thrusting between alder-lips; his maps prove it so. See how well he aims! Come magnetic storms he may  equivocate, but lie never (except to Salvages). He’s Captaine Fortune. With him we’ll win to winegrapes and sassafrass. Another warranty yet: His .20.th century editor (himself but lately returned to ooze) loved him, subscribing for stained glass windows in Willoughby Church where John Smith was christened. Which of those translucent monuments can I remember? (For it’s been half a decade since I was there.) I remember — ooze. The folk of Lincolnshire are half-Salvage themselves, or, as we say here in London, helobius hoblobs — namely, marsh-dwelling Rustics. Granted, Willoughby’s not as squishy as some Fen-ridden Townes, but come a good rain, a sea-tide, a dyke-burst, why won’t that Church sink into ooze as doth a fool’s foot in cowshit? — O, but the windows! Yes, I seem to see all sprightly and multicolored from his Adventuring our Sweet John as he’s call’d, with the fog of Lincolnshire glowing right through him; and we’ve already met Pocahontas, whose Church-glass eyes are black as Indian plums — and could e’erworthy Captaine Argall also be en-glassed? No, I don’t spy him out. (Mayhap he belongs not in any Dream; he’s not Man, but Mechanism; nobody knows him.) Well, all of them lie lost underground now like old Roman coins. To proclaim them in my Dream is to win them back, salvaging them as GOD did Israel’s remnant,  namely the Salvages. But only Argall requires proclamation. Pokahuntiss craves nothing, altho’ Sweet John engraves her into his Generall Historie nonetheless; and as for he himself, his words, scorning other proclaimers, proclaim themselves. They trumpet self-belief. They truculently clamor: Idlenesse and carelessnesse brought all I did in .3. yeeres in .6.  moneths to nothing. They promise to teach how to plant Colonies & destroy Salvages at a moderate price. They wheedlingly complain themselves into eternal life.

So here’s to his mortal remains! Most skeletons rule but a single backbone, while his owns .3. spines of burgundy. On each gleams the gilded emblem of the Institute of Early American History and Culture, guaranteeing the ancientness of the dead words inside, like the Baker’s mark which gets pricked on each loaf of bread in Lincoln Towne, to guard the buyer from sawdust-fraud. — Thus our warranty; now, how about the bread?

Hasten; eat up his words. Ship with him, and may he never lose the shirt of Captaine Fortune! For I hear Death whirring down, half-closing wings for to fall on us the faster; his stinger’s ready; he’s near as inevitable as Argall. Well, well, he’s here. On the Virginia Turnpike a car gets front-ended by a truck. The whole front of the car is gone, with small pieces of metal, glass and rubber scattered down the road for .500. feet. An ambulance and  .2. police cars block the intersection, blinking their lights mournfully. The stretcher-bearers unhurriedly carry a litter draped with a white sheet which is already turning crimson in .3. places.

 

 

That was why I coveted those burgundied volumes from the very first — for Death assailed me. On .1. of his blank charters (my birth certificate) he’d already penned my name. He’d come a-soldiering and a-sailing to find me. He’d come a-riding to smell me out with his hounds of time. How long could I hide? Someday I’d reach my December, which is the heel of the year. If only Captain Fortune would haven me within his slipcased works! Let Death hound me then! I’d be Virginia’d safe into words — not myself anymore, true, but signature of myself, as the empty sepulcher doth signify CHRIST. The Book’s the thing. Words live beyond life. Word to word I sought comfort from sweet John Smith; I issued counter-charters and licenses of my own; I called upon Vendors of the Word. Just as in a convoy the .1.st ship to descry land must shoot off her ordnance and raise the gladsome flag, so, I commanded, ought every Bookseller to telephone me as soon as those .3. books came to light — but since I was no Captaine, they stayed out of patience, or else (afraid to attract Death’s notice) they ducked my commission like foolish fretting creepers: Out of print, they said. (Tush! Don’t we all go out of print? Even this very Dream must someday get waterlogged, and give over voyaging. And you, Right Honourable, .4.  centuries hence where will you be? Down, deep down! ’Twixt Gravesend and Virginia swirls many a watery grave.) But .3. harquebus shots away, in .1. of those tiny cellar-bookstores in the chitterlings of Manhattan’s Upper East Side, the pipe-smoking owner, lifting his arm as if to ward off the gazes of Tax-men, engaged himself to try; and .2. months and .200. dollars later (for I had neither gold nobles, nor French louys, nor Spanish ducatoons), I happed to be a-writing a Dream about the Salvages and CROW-SPIRITS of New York when the telephone sang: I’m Captaine Fortune, and your ship’s in harbor! — That voice! It did most strangely remind me of a Waterman’s whisper; and when I look’d around me with proper sincerity, I saw that I was back in Gravesend. After donning my accustomed funereal spirit, I shouldered a pickaxe, in case any of the cobwebs I was likely to meet had fossilized; then I recited the Anglican burial service and descended into that subterranean bed of typeset virtue off Eighty-First Street, where the Bookseller (himself now buried, as I hear — or did he but go bankrupt?) stood ready with the spoils: — my Complete Works of Captain John Smith, duly shrouded in brown paper in a cardboard sarcophagus which OUR REDEEMER had postmarked from North Carolina, bastard latecomer of a State, which was but lately (1662) Virginian territory.

 

 

About Virginia herself I scarce ken anything. To find her you’d best know the declination of the Sunne and of the Moone. Watermen and great Captaines keep such arcana at hand; but I, mere half-blind scribbler, scarce know my own compass dial. Yet even had I means, how could I find her, after the persecutions of Time? She’s broken into vertebrae, like the sickle found in Roanoke Fort. She’s decayed into pernurious divisions, translated into Counties, States, freeways and naval bases. From her flesh they’ve lopp’d off New England, New Scotland, New York, Maryland, Pennsylvania and Carolina (whose wheat yields .30.-fold). Poor Virginia! Dig patiently in her, and you may find a tiny white glass bead, a deer’s foot, a pouch of deerskin. — Is there value in those? Ask John Smith, who can pen a key to any discovered hoard. He conspires to extend himself a few centuries more, busily remembrance-toiling for hire. He maps her and flatters her with newborn Colonies of English souls. She needs him. Dig, dig! She would not so be mortified, but owns neither remedy, nor miracle now, save him. Archaeologists rape her in her dotage; romanciers misuse her; and at Jamestowne, where her .1.st Capitol lies, many a squirrel noses between those stone doorways call’d Tombs. (Governor Yeardley might be buried in .1. of these, but the records won’t tell — they got burned in our recent Civil War.)

So what’s left of old Virginia? She lies conquered, her sloughs become but the blank spaces between the chapters of Sweet John’s Generall Historie, her pickerel-weeds, thalias and lance-leaved arrowheads now but marginal decorations, printer’s weeds.

O, but in her day she had fight in her! In her day she shook her bristling tail! Reader, remember this: From 1606 ’till 1625, out of .7,000. Colonists sent to pickaxe away her maidenhead, .6,000. perished! I swear it. (Where are their bones? They lie rotted under river-slime. An archaeologist  writes: No traces have been found.) But Captaine Fortune did save us. Virginia, spraddle-legged and weeping, for our sustenance gave up her maidenly ghost! Then the Colonists swore her full affection, calling her Ole Virginny. Her oysters lay upon the ground as thicke as stones (runs .1.  document), so that any gambler or eater could play the husking-game, hoping to discover pearls. Time further restrained her, assaulted her, then interr’d her beneath her own ooze. Only John Smith remembers (because he drafted it) the Map of Virginia, which, however imperfectly, presents her bygone naked charms of Salvage Townes now o’erwritten by bulldozers & steel beams.

I know not what to say, when I scan his pages or tread the grass of Jamestowne — both of those my patrimony, from which I’ve inherited electric ease and genocidal shame. See a line of a dozen ducks slowly gliding in the still river, as if the heads of ruined pilings have begun to move backwards. John Smith’s statue, benevolent and green, turns its back upon the Church tower, which is the .1. .17.th century structure still standing at this .20.th-century national park call’d after our Soveraigne. The doorway of the Church-tower, green-rimmed with age, seems to lead not up into Heaven, but down into muck and ooze. Virginia lies lost and silent.

 

 

In the Outer Banks, which they nam’d parcel of Virginia5 near .30. years before Captaine Smith ever conned Jamestowne, fate is so windy, sandy and immense that currents’ local infinities cannot all be foreseen. Sometimes, however briefly, Virginia gets her own back, even if in a merely allegorical fashion. Yes, Jamestowne’s mainly underwater now, and in the Outer Banks many a gobbet of Virginia’s flesh has been stolen by time and the sea, but let me now like a good Undertaker lay out .1. of those allegories — specifically, the eerie tale of John Harris, who once upon a time saved his bride from drowning. After he’d laid her down in the sand and breathed his own life back into her, she opened her eyes, instantaneously experiencing the illusion of being suspended high above our continent or even the whole world, for the isles around him and her were but long low blue fingers on the sapphire sea. And that world possessed no history, being curl over his head, but just then the foundation in which he crouched drench-haired and crazed was shaken when Amy Harris’s burial vault, her securest inheritance, massively dense and indrawn like a prey-hunting alligator with its dark legs clenched up its sides and its head in the water, came smashing against the front doorstep (the tradition that it knocked .3. times is surely apocryphal). His heart, virgin-closed in sadness, now opened: Sodden with velvet terror (for the giant wave hung over him), he threw himself onto fortune’s cement-lidded lifeboat, gripping the bas-relief angel’s wings, praying to live. Yes, his desperately mortal flesh had temporarily overmastered his will-less will! (This turning-point proved nothing other than that he was either more or less than he believed.) Then the wave pounced, almost drowning, almost crushing him. After many a dreary year, it sullenly stemmed itself, leaving droplets like tears of rage in the hollow between the concrete angel’s breasts where he’d hidden his head and choked. His flesh was numb. He inquired of himself: Did I choose this fate? Currents took the bait and overwhelmed him in courseless compassless voyaging. Flood oh! That corpse-saved man lay upon his wife for the last time while the wallowing barge he’d bought her carried him safe across Currituck Sound. His soul sped far before him, fleeing from his own mortality, so that he no longer knew whom he was. Neither tackle nor crew, captain nor standard, only cargo and supercargo did that ship carry, discoloring itself in no human purpose. At sunrise, the spouses washed up together upon tigerlike wind-striped sand. So John Harris was ferried home to Gravesend. His hair had turned white, but he lived to die a different death. (As for her hair, by now it was matted, kelpy, but delicate like Spanish moss.) Thus Amy Harris reclaimed her debt, and — for a single storm-ridden night, at least, she reclaimed him. (Couldn’t Virginia do the like?) It’s written that when her vault was opened by deputies that day, as required by state law, she was smiling, but this must have surely been some trick of rigor mortis.

 

 

Rigor mortis! In Virginia I’ve seen birds like white berries, birds like white flowers on the trees — they’re all tricked out on John Smith’s pages now, with their claws locked forever into g-hooks and r-curves. The black-poxed spade-leaves of lagoon plants and the stenches of dead fish, these verisimilitudinize us all so excellently — and yet I know well that black leaves remain mere black letters, b’s and d’s growing down from their vertical stems, tight-budded C’s, wild J-vines and Y-trees; and as for that fishy  smell, sea-mates, it’s but binder’s glue gone sour, decaying back into Virginian ooze.

 

 

Like every other inhabitant of that pipe-smoker’s establishment, the Complete Works of John Smith (though they’d slept there less than .2. nights) secreted and exuded the odor of bittersweet smoke, as they do in my library even now a decade later — tribute to Pocahontas’s .2.nd husband, John Rolfe, who fought hornworms, hanging his leaves in hands of .5. until  Tobacco equaled Profit. — How can I too profit from Virginia? — Why, by cribbing out of John Smith’s tales! My future lies blue and wide. Like John Harris, who on the morning after the hurricane clambered off the beached vault and looked back to see the pale white horizon of breakers, I wish to believe it’s possible to turn my back on all I’ve done and lost. I sit staring out my window at the maples now coming into leaf, and long to give over these failed Dreams, leaving Virginia rotting, living out my bonus of days in someplace fabulous like unknown Spanish Florida where long narrow fishes splash and bubble in the green pool between wall-weeds, and birds peep and creep between mangrove roots. There let me dwell, drinking the strange heaviness of air in those winding ways, forgetting more every day, partaking of but rich swamp water until the hanging branches of mangroves conceal me from myself, and spidery roots protect me from Death. But I have not yet means to travel. That’s why I sit here, misusing poor John Smith, who aspired only to be a maritime Merchantman, and failed; his papery husks of plans and expediencies I steal to paper over the skeleton of a narrative which I also stole from him. — Peace. Count coins. — Not yet enough to unrest my oars, says Charon Waterman. Tuppence more! Bide awhile, blind soul; pen your Dream out (we both know how it ends); my fare yet overtowers you. — I dare not reply as I would: Sir, I’m at the terminus, seeking for to play my expenses down. I dig out old Virginia’s nakedness for pay. I would be hence from here. I would be gone. I would not die, and to bide here is to die. — Reader, did you but give me sufficient pence (and percase a gold noble or .2.), I could escape Gravesend for some safe harbor delivered from all winds. Then you’d never see me more.

Until that day, which in my poverty I’d best never look for, I’ll keep a-voyaging in the paper boats of these .7. Dreams, standing off paper coasts until I ken the topography of their wheretofores. Happily my blind spyglass doth help me find Townes, silver-mines, and rivers, so that day by day  my Geographickall understanding doth ascend toward the Sunne, like steam arising from tropick tombs. And from all my browsing I know this: Into Sweet John’s continent lies but a single seemly entrance, that being the very goodly.1.  Volume I,  which bulks .3.  fingers broad. Herein we Adventurers find ourselves welcomed by John Smith’s coat of arms, to wit, his entitlement to worth: — .3.  Turkes’ heads, decapitated by himself! (we’ll tell that story when we get to it, and not a moment before).Next falls the True Relation, in which he details his famed capture by the Salvages, but forbears mention of how their Princesse, by name  .1. Pocahontas, sav’d his head. That defailment revolts full many a Commentator against him; for ’tis queried: Why didn’t he thank her, when his gratitude flowered fresh? Doubtless the forsworn coistrel dream’d up the lie in after-times, to brighten his braggadacio. Sav’d by a Princesse  indeed! O, but he pretends himself above his station!   — Against that argument war his defenders thus: Sweet John grew afeared  to pen what had circumstanc’d him, for (having but lately ’scaped hanging in his own Colonie), he thought  Silence about Salvages was Politick. Verily, when he’d stood upon his trial in Jamestowne Church, and faced the rope’s loop (thinking on camel passing through needle’s eye in that Bible proverb), his hopes readied his best apparatus of schemes. His hopes whispered: They may not accuse you of spying for Pokahuntiss’s Nation, if you don’t remind ’em, Sweet John! How could truth touch him then? For in all Virginia he’d found no truth! Sooth, dear Reader, I misdoubt me not that in his ropy hour he smil’d ferociously to recollect his hour lashed to the maple tree but a fortnight before, with all the Salvages pointing arrows because he spied for King James! Then his head had lain on Powhatan’s block, until  Captaine Fortune (disguised as Pocahontas) did sweetly salvage him. — GOD gifts him with trials everywhere, it seems; the world cares not for truth . . . And so, Sweet John, silence is golden! Sing not your wedding-song (or prothalamion as it be call’d) — especially since you can’t keep your bride! — Enough: In 1999, as I finger-stroke these lines upon my  Device Electronickall, the tale’s long since become but a time-foxed Valentine, which pretends that the pair did love and marry together. ’Tis true? O, Reader, read on!


.2. Volume II, made in equal thickness, contains, amidst other writings of little harm, his Generall Historie of Virginia, New-England and the Summer Isles: with the names of the Adventurers, Planters, and Governours from their first beginning Anno: 1584 to this present 1624, whose flesh in part was cobbled out of his earlier books, & which will be cribbed from by other compilers down the centuries, including myself. Here’s where all  Virginian secrets are to be found, including  Pokahuntas’s, which is reputed to be as dark as the Tar River north of Wilson, North Carolina. The Generall Historie  itself is dark with obfuscations as rankly  numerous as swamp channels running around the perimeters of fields. Would I could tell you what this Book means to me! I, William the Blind, do verily believe that if I but con & ken it closely enough, I’ll discover what .20,000. Readers have never yet: namely, how stood Sweet John’s heart regarding that Salvage wench, and what truly passed betwixt ’em. Howbeit, his pen’s treacherous. He writes selfmagnifyingly of his successes, while pricking out the defailments of others in words as sharp-ended as trundle-shot. He’s  .1. with the masterless man who pastes to the door of Saint Paul’s Church yet another paper bragging of his own rentable qualities.6 But then, mastering himself, he remembers to praise joy-leafed Pocahontas at last, confessing that she did preserve him from her father’s sentence of doom. And here in the Generall Historie we find that famous reference in Sweet John’s Powhatan grammar: Kekaten Pokahontas patiaquagh niugh tanks manotyens neer mowchik rawrenock audowgh. To wit: Bid Pokahantas bring hither .2. little Baskets, and I will give her white Beads to make a Chaine. He’s Captaine Fortune. He’s sudoriferous. He writes no better than he bettered himself (dying impoverished and consigned to ooze), for his sentences straggle in a wilderness of their own making, in which the meaning doth sometimes hide, like a lurking Salvage. But of all the old Virginias engross’d on paper, his remains the best forested, even though his forests do sometimes comprise but weeds of verbiage. And if we wish to read how Virginia did become persuaded to her new English fortunes (or forfeited to them as one might say), we need only commend ourselves to The General Historie. 
.3. In Volume III we find .1. st the Accidence,  .2.nd the Sea-Grammar which supplants it and which valiantly explicates how to build and arm a ship from the first orlop up,  .3.rd the True Travels (wherein he recounts the historie of those Turkes’ heads, and hints at certain intimacies with the Turkishe beauty Charatza Tragabigzanda), then  .4.th the Advertisements with which he seeks to advertise himself, offering sword, shoulders and loyal entrails to any Captaine Fortune who’ll bear him back to Virginia (no one will). These texts are followed dutifully by  .5.th fragments and  .6.th diverse auxilliary documents concerning death.



 

(I raise them all to my nose, and smell pipe-smoke.)

 

 

And so at leisure I’ve rounded many a bend of Sweet John’s Virginia; I’ve emerged into sudden lakes which dazzle me with blueness. On a cold Sunday morning, I spied beneath the grey-green sky a solitary black boy in a black hood bicycling to church. Sweet John’s words lived invisibly all around him like the Spanish moss upon the trees. Sweet John had written:  The ground is so fertile that doubtless it is capable of producing any grain, fruits, or seeds you will sow or plant — at which moment he thought, and qualified himself: but it may be that not every kind of plant will grow to such a perfection of delicacy. — The requirements of honesty satisfied, he  went on: All sorts of cattle may be bred here and fed in the islands or peninsulas, safely for nothing. In the interim, until they begin to increase, if need be (observing the seasons) I would undertake to have enough corn for .300.  men from the savages for a few trifles; and if the savages should be hostile (as it is most certain they are), .30. or .40. good men will be sufficient to bring them all to subjection.7 All these recipes the Virginians had followed amidst the palm-trees, the strips of moss braided and matted by the wind into strips like shaggy dogtails. And now on that Sunday morning breezy and clammy with scarcely a spoonbill to be heard, the black boy pedaled past the Slave Cabin Historic Site. He avoided a dead possum on the road, ducked under the tree-arms which met over the road with Spanish moss hanging down; he passed gated mansions and housing developments, swung around .2. joggers by the Sun Trust Bank. In my car the radio sang:  I hear my Savior calling. And who’s He, but Captaine Fortune?

 

 

Across the Thames with its flotsam of wind-corkscrewed sails, our Sovereign’s blockhouse stands like a spool of thread on end. We’re back again at Gravesend, where bristling ships, gunned and masted and beaked, do comprise a pavement, no matter how queasily queer; but soon each wooden paving-stone shall take its own road, lurching and tacking, crowned by the pale and narrow hatchet-faces of Englishmen. They crave to set about their own Trve Travels. Scrupling not to abuse the sea, they would apply Sweet John’s Sea-Grammar, and write fresh new chapters of the secret  Generall Histories in which each of them’s a hero. They come from flat green fields like unto Lincolnshire’s. They go GOD alone knows where. Taking the Sunne upon the meridian, they find their declination from yesterday, and dare to believe they can extrapolate the altitude of tomorrow. Why not? They sail each and every one under Captaine Fortune! Gravesend cares not. They vanish into life and death. And then what’s left of the watery foundation they were but lately set in? Well, new ships come in, don’t they? (Else where’d Watermen get their wages?) From Gravesend to Gravesend, travelling due west around the world, ’tis in compass but  .13,320. English miles. Sail all you like! Sail near, and you’re nigh unto Gravesend. Sail far, furiously chasing your own sun, and you’ll come to Gravesend. I hear my Savior calling. Death, altho’ we did entreat him, would not let us out of school.

But never mind my fate, Virginia; you’ll hear from me e’en in my coffin, whose very underlid’s carven with your name. Virginia, exemplify yourself in flesh, that I might mate with you ere I perish!8 Let Pocahontas be your embodiment; I swear I’ll adore her to her very tripes! Her safety’s become my golden jewel. I’ll guard her with the counsels of restraint, such as: Never sail to Gravesend — too many turnings of brain’s mercantile horse-flesh there for our rustic Princesse! What if she were hook’d? Souls expire at the turning of the tide, and at Gravesend the tide not only turns, but corkscrews, pulled hither and yon by all the scheming malice of men. May she never land at Gravesend, whose fogs choke the world with death!

Indeed tides turn like Kings. Virginia, whom I thought to bury, comes a-vaulted to knock upon my door in every page of the Generall Historie. John Harris bites his lip. He can’t escape the sea-flung smash. Astonished, he lives on. Neither can POCAHONTAS escape Argall — sad, resentful Pokahuntas, who died in England, of an English disease, enshrouded in an English name: Rebecca. ’Tis verily a Jewess’s name, which for cause her husband chose it — aren’t the Salvages descended from the Lost Tribes of Israel? Lost & lost. There’s the reason they buried her in Gravesend: What could be farther from anything than the very end of the graves?

 

 

Three hundred and .72. winters after clay clothed her linen-blurred face, white gulls were floating in the middle of the Thames, on the far side of which stood no King’s blockhouse anymore, but a brick building bearing  .4. smokestacks of different heights — not as complex as organ-pipes, but they played their tunes of smoke as best they could. Two muddy-footed boys sat upon the river-wall, their fishing poles passively at work. Without emotion they watched a bottle go jigging by. Pocahontas would have grabbed it, I’m sure; because when John Smith .1.st gave her an empty wooden flask, she hugged herself and whispered: Nowamatamen! — which means I must keep yt or I love yt. The boys did not care. Their minds were engaged in dead reckoning. They calculated how best to bring their fishy prey to death.

In a time-puddled shady lot scattered with rusty beams and other rubble, there rose a right worshipful weedy mound of concrete blocks, atop which I got a fair view of the .2. lads’ heads and the brown water beyond them, which, cold and flowing like a snake’s back, brown-tinged the green and red reflections of boat-bellies; then downriver swam the vista — all the way to Virginia, no doubt, had I but the wit to apprehend it — for the summit of that mound stood passing high above the river-wall. But when I’d climbed as high as I could, I found myself yet shaded by an abandoned building’s gloom — utterance of plague’s wrathful breath, as it seemed; all had staled into decay.

Another bottle floated out to sea. Flood oh!

 

 

One of her many purple biographies cites a “tradition” that Pocahontas died in the last house on Stone Street. Bob, Esther and I strolled there, but it was only a McDonald’s restaurant.

No wonder she died, said Bob.

THE PARISH CHURCH OF ST. GEORGE GRAVESEND 
WELCOMES YOU.

 

The archway was decorated with broken glass, slate and brick-shards. In the small square window-sockets, glass adhered in ruined bits, like ice.

I’m surprised that there’s rubbish, said Esther. And I don’t know why the Rector won’t answer.

The church’s old bricks were red and moss-green, like the bottles floating down the river. Hellebore grew up against the churchwalls. The head-stones leaned .2. and .3. together against the outer wall. I saw the green-stained slab of some other young Rebecca there, moss- and mold-patterned like disused courtesy. The remainder of the yard was a rich and empty green.

Of the tower at Saint George’s, which was not very high, I remember little but a golden knob above the clock, and the birds living in the steeple. But pray allow me to describe the lower row of segmental arch windows, the upper row of roundheaded arch windows; the spire with its blind windows; the roundheaded pediment behind the chancel (the .19.th-century chancel, that is, not the old lost one in the ooze under which Pocahontas had  supposedly been buried). Bob told me that the bricks were of London stock, meaning ordinary yellow clay. We peered at the apse, which Bob considered not an eyesore exactly but a carbuncle, and he said: This is an atrocity put on later, that little vestry.

In the yard stood Pocahontas’s statue. We saw her greeny-white arms outthrust a little down from her sides, her gentle hands peaceably empty, the bare tree behind her with its chirping birds. She was another Caucasian angel, like the “little princess” in Virginia Watson’s Legend of Pocahontas  who never danced naked cartwheels at Jamestowne because that might have offended you, Reader, and who cried out to Captaine Smith: You shall not go! You belong to me, and it is my wish to keep you here so that you may tell me tales of the world beyond the sunrise. Regarding such language I prefer to requote Bob: This is an atrocity put on later.

Her corpse and coffin had long since been misplaced, for Saint George’s burned in 1747, then underwent reconstruction in 1892, and after that no one knew where the relics were. Some say that at the beginning of the .19.th  century, body-snatchers stole her bones, which must have partaken of the pale mud-yellow color of Indian pots, and, failing to find a buyer, tumbled them back into the ground in an unmarked place. Come 1907 the London Daily Mail announced the discovery ofPOCAHONTAS’S SKELETON



but alas, writes Captaine Smith’s editor, the skull turned out to be that of a Negro who was killed by a blow on the back of the head. In 1923, .10.  years before the entombed Amy Harris set sail to rescue her husband, an art critic from Virginia (descendent of those Adventurers and Undertakers who once reckoned latitudes with their most precious instruments) went to Gravesend expressly for to rummage a certain corpse-hole in which old remains had been deposited during the rebuilding of the church. Had the critic found her, what would he have done? Coffined her, borne her back seaward to some brown Virginian marsh crowned by grey and yellow weeds? Locked her into his cabinet of curiosities? All he discovered was a menagerie of human and animal remnants. What power could have swallowed her so thoroughly, but ooze? Indeed, ooze hath a spirit and force all its own; ’tis said that in Egypt by workings of hot sunlight the muck can actually give birth to serpents and crocodiles. Thus the protagonist of this Dream of mine is ooze, here and forever call’d Oozymandias the King.

What did you like best about the church, Bob? I asked, since he possessed much knowlege of architecture and was indeed at that time composing a guidebook on English churches.

It didn’t seem remarkable enough to recount the details, he said.

It just looked nice against the sky, said Esther. It would have looked very different yesterday; that was a dull day.

 

 

The taste of muck was in my mouth. Nothing for it but the pub with its homemade ale (a dead rat in every glass, they assured me); now for sandwiches of white bread and powdered cheddar, with onions on the side. Caravel and pinnace, argosy and Argall, John Smith and Pokahuntas, where were they now? In the Generall Historie? — Nay, in great Heavenhell with King Oozymandias! May we all aspire so high. And thus with my prayers to the ALMIGHTIE for the conversion of all well disposed Salvages, I dare to call myself, sweet Reader,

 

Your friend WILLIAM THE BLIND.
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As I sat amusing myself on the grass, O, who should I spy but a young Indian lass?

“The Little Mohee” [ folk song], ca. 1725



I

SEVERAL COMPASS CIRCLES  OR,  HOW CAPTAIN JOHN SMITH CAME HOME AND HOME AGAIN TO GRAVE SEND




THE GRAMMAR OF PRINCES (1595-1603) 

... the euerworthy gentleman Capt. Argall... partly by gentle usage and partly by the composition and mixture of threats hath euer kept faire and friendly quarters with our neighbours bordering on other rivers of affinity, yea consanguinity . . .

RALPH HAMOR, A Trve Discovrse of the Present Estate of Virginia (1615)

 

 

 

See Argall, his Jesuit prisoners now unstrung as he hearkens with kindest mien to their plaints (all the while feasting himself with glory, serving himself their hoarded gold with his own hand); see the aforesaid Jesuits falter like poleaxed horses! Granted, Papal fallacies make up the only belly-timber of their minds; straight thought is not to be met with in Black-Gowns; but who could not but be mazed and stupefied by Argall? Whatever he says, the poor Jesuits know not what to reply.

See Argall in Rome. (He was never there. But he might have been Pope; everyone paid him such reverence — )

See him discovering the Equator of this world. North Pole and South fall simultaneously before his bodkin. See him conquer Jupiter; see how he sails the shortest route to Hell. He commaunds my map’s graticules.

See him en route to Jamestowne (a place which well knew what was signified by blood), breaking in the Princess Pokahuntas —

Say, fine Reader: Argall was Fate, and Fate’s a serpentine spoiler, that does poison all he bellies through. Argall wrestles hourly with his bowel-snake (who by definition is Argall), & I now perform the same, wondering how to unknot my protagonist’s writhing history. Shall I strip him down to his last .1,000. grimaces? — Better to rear up some easy broomstick-Argall to hang the braincrown on. Then we can spy him everywhere if it pleases us: — ha, ha, see his deeds fairly engrossed in my parchment! Don’t you want to be able to talk about Argall without actually stooping to  know him? In case that notion pleases you, here’s the full tale in

SYNOPTICKALL FORME

To wit, in the name of GOD: .1. See Captaine John Smith, schooled in land- and sea-addition, now drawing up his future sums with unsheathed mind-sword penning the runes of blood;
.2. he computes available titles & reverences,
.3. snaps to,
.4. sheaths the sword, then
.5.  marches down the flowery field of flattery, picking those vaporously deceitful blossoms which he’ll
.6.  press on my Lady Pocahontas (see her doing naked cartwheels),
.7.  after which he’ll pet her ’til her heartbloom ripens, ready to be most merrily plucked. Kekaten Pokahontas patiaquagh niugh tanks manotyens neer mowchik rawrenock audowgh. Bid Pokahantas bring hither .2. little Baskets, and I will give her white Beads to make a Chaine. (Such medicine he’d ministered to the Lady Tragabigzanda in Turkeland, with results as infallible as hen-bane in a witch’s stew. When he’d told her the beads of his heart, why, she elevated the Beadsman!)
.8. See Pocahontas sigh;
.9. her soul’s belly swells for love of him;
.10. she gives birth to his braggish dreams. —
.11.  xSee her cradle his captured face to save him (as he kens) from her father’s axeman.
.12.  See her guard & help his companions for his sake. —
.13.  Welladay, and whom does she marry? — Not Sweet John at all, but his namesake, the merest cipher, .1. John Rolfe (a person monstrous fit for his place). —
.14.  Who activates their nuptials? — Why, Argall, of course! (See Argall stamp upon the dirt as he shouts: If my arms were .2. steel scorpion-claws, how I’d joy to embrace her disregard! ) — A chronicler writes: I passe by the benefits of peace in those parts, by reason of his captive Pochahuntas, concluded and established. His Norward discoueries towards Sacadehoc and beyond to Port royall, Sancta Cruz and thereabouts may not be concealed. —
.15. See Pocahontas turn Christian,
.16. bearing the aforesaid Rolfe a pretty young son.
.17. See her perish, aged about .21. years.
.18. AMEN. Thus endeth Vollmann His Synopsis. 



 

 

See Spot run. Thus we read in .1.st grade in 1964. I swear the pages of our primers were whiter than our skins! Everybody was white like me. Next year our grammar-books would begin to educate us most tediously in the parts of speech, but in .1.st grade, grammar inconspicuously personified itself within those .2. responsible, all-American children, Dick and Jane, to whom Spot belonged. (Dick and Jane were of my race, yet so pink-cheeked that the spots upon their eponymous dog’s snow-furred sides seemed almost fitting.) Now, how did their tale run? See Dick and Jane, I remember that. Then Spot began chasing a ball as lovely as the sun: Run, Spot, run. Before the teacher called us to order, I’d already looked at every picture. Even at the age of .6. years I was well aware that ignorance of THE END equalled not only seemliness, but happiness; and yet my eyes could not help themselves from reading ahead, perhaps because I had not a friend in the world, as I thought (now I cannot remember whether this notion had been diseased by truth). So I’d already used up that primer. The long hour would now consecrate itself to Dick and Jane’s thrice-repeated conventionality, not to mention the runnings of Spot, whose every outcome hung over me with insufferable predictability. It was not unlike knowing in advance how the tale of Pocahontas would turn out. And as the intoxicatingly serious smell of our new crayons, books & pencils departed for Heaven moment by moment, I began to suspect that Dick and Jane were not having fun, either (Argall sneered: I’ll make ’em pay me in craven love!), that Spot himself had been outgrown, indeed, relegated to a primitive illustration of the present progressive, which was why the poor dog, whose brown patches were neither Vandyke nor yet burnt umber, reduced himself to a hysterical mechanical contrivance, whining softly and steadily for Dick and Jane like the seatbelt alarm of a big cool station wagon; and they could not even perceive his crying because it so closely resembled the buzzing of our classroom voices. Indeed, had they heard, it would have made no difference, for they’d been grammar-straitened into exemplars: Dick rarely skipped away anymore from his dutiful yard and driveway projects; and as for Jane, only the tip of her nose could occasionally be seen in later pages, a pale nose, I should add, no longer freckled, being isolated from the sun-ball although she pressed it against the steamy kitchen window when she did the dishes, waiting to be visited, just like Spot, who wanted someone to care when he brought the ball home panting. Word for word, that’s exactly what we read. Now, what Argall read you may merely conjecture (for I, Dream-Secretary of the Virgina Companie, have sworn to keep secret all matters treated secretly at the Counsell-table), but in the case of Sweet John Smith all’s reveal’d: Machiavelli became his Bible. And here’s his tale.

 

 

See John Smith of Willoughby-in-Lincolnshire: quick, hopeful to increase his estate, orphaned of his father, unmothered of her who’s just now married with Maister Martin Johnson, so that she can do him no more good; cut off from his inheritance; lurking in the Fowl yard, the Church yard and the Chapel yard, longing to go for a Soldier, a Sailor, anything. ’Tis spring-tide; the Sunne’s already far into Taurus. The Rector calls upon Sweet John’s guardian once more. Sweet John comes across him weeding the graves.

He awarded me no encouragement, my boy. I can send you out to be an apprentice Draper, along with the other yeomen’s lads. Naturally they prefer younger hands, of .6. or .7. years . . .

O, your charity would be a burthen upon me, Sir, says John Smith so bitterly.

The Rector rounds upon him. — Is it true what they say of you, John, that you ran away from your Master?

The lad swallows stubbornly. — No, Sir, ’tis not. We parted as friends; he understood that I could not stay with him, because he had no means to send me to sea . . .

Had no means? Had no means? The greatest Merchant in Linne — had no means?

He — he would not.

O, he would not. That perhaps I can believe. And tell me, pray, how did you expect to learn the craft of Merchantry, if your Master kept you not at his side?

John Smith’s face is wine-dark with rage.

And now I remember, the Rector goes on, how when you were but  .12. . . .

Thirteen, Sweet John debates him with surprising pertness. There’s a difference, you know, ’twixt .12. and .13. (The Rector strains not to smile. John Smith can reason like unto a man, but for all that he continues smoothchinned, or wench-faced as they say in Lincolnshire.) Yes, Sir, ’tis true; I sold my books & satchel & all that I had, seeking to get to sea, but my father stayed me. I hearkened to him and begged his pardon; I’m not afeared to say that.
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And now your poor father is dead. You’ve reached the age of self-commaund; what do you aim to do?

The young man’s fists clench. — Go to sea.

 

 

Be not rash, the Rector says. Think you to grapple down some lucky star? Chew your pride; accept this chance! Maister Hordley means very well. Or if you host some prejudice ’gainst becoming a Draper, I could send to Maister Hayward in Saltfleetby-Saint Clement, for we like each other well. I misdoubt me not you’d thrive as a Tailor —

A Tailor! says Smith in disgust.

Enough, boy! Would you rather starve with masterless men?

Excuse me, Maister Reverend, but what tidings had Maister Mettham?

Well, he consulted together with your new stepfather; I can’t say they made excuses; I know not how it truly stands.

And the auction?

Yes, I disremember seeing you there. Were you still in Linne? I know not what persuaded me to bid on a trunk with iron bands, which I’m told your father was proud of. Would you like me to give it to you?

John Smith clenches his teeth.

Tidings of the auction, yes, says the Rector drily. Ten pounds of the proceeds went to your mother, according to the terms of your father’s will; .5.  pounds paid the Auctioneer’s fee; & then .10. pounds I think passed to your sister. Why were you not there?

My Master denied to give me leave —

Mayhap with cause. Your brother as I deem took nothing —

Since he swears himself seized of the farm —

As for you, Maister Mettham informs me that you forfeited your bond to your Master, so . . . You must mind you this news comes secondhand from him. ’Tis really not my affair, John — come now, you must not put on such a poor countenance —

Maister Prestwick said —

Yes, what did he say?

He said that my father’s goods and chattels remaining were valued at more than .75. pounds.

But they didn’t sell, did they? Ready money’s more convenient, Sweet John; ’tis not so easy to go about with .75. pounds’ worth of beds & cupboards on your back . . .

Do you make sport with me, Sir?

Never! ’Tis only that I find this a dreary subject, which I’d lighten if I could. But you’ve set your snickle to trap my jest & trip it down. So I’ve no mind now not to end. Have you aught else to ask me, lad, or may I go my way?

Sir, pray tell me but this. Does my father’s farm belong to me?

The Rector is somewhat at a stand. Over and over he’s labored with all the tools of tact to bring sweet John his doom. Why then does the youth continue so imploringly?

Sir? What else did they tell you, Sir?

They claimed your legacy was extinct.

 

 

The boy begins to run — no, no boy, full .16.; as I’ve said, even the Rector, whose name is Maister Sadler, admits him to the age of reason, hence calls not after him. He goes a-running beneath the long leaves and white crowns of chestnut trees. They say that the noise made by a cantering horse’s hooves is Butter and eggs, butter and eggs. John Smith listens to his heels as he runs, and they sing out Come back, come back. Belike that is what he’d hoped the Rector would say. Disguising himself in resoluteness, he runs through the Town-field gate, and bites his lip hard, forbidding any water to prick his eyes; he goes a-running through the Old Field where ’tis said there used to stand Saxon ruins (but somebody pulled them down just before the end of Popish rule). Come back, come back, come back, come back. He throws himself down between .2. stones, in a mossy place as warm as any sunsoaked dog’s head. After all, the estate’s not yet settled. And mayhap he can go to law, if need be . . . — But what Barrister would take his case? Condemned to leave his parish, it seems, and, when his time comes, never to be buried under his father’s stone! (For he will not become a Draper.) Just as Soldiers too oft enter a tavern, & take the Inn-keeper’s meat & ale without paying for it, no matter to what courtesy their Prince might have sworn them, ungracious Circumstance likewise robs us sinkeepers of hope (which is our heart’s food), in apparent despite of all ordinances of the GOD of Lambs. Owned John never bosom to suck on? Well, his mother raised him up full delicately, but now he must profit himself without help, so that the world seems to go against him. Dangerous days, he thinks! But are not all days thus? — Nay, these are the years for the ease of Slaughtermen, when beggars choke the high roads, while Her Gracious Majestie  (old, sick and yellow, with hardly three teeth left in her head) continues to set favorites against foreign Princes while spinning her phony marriage-webs. She gobbles marzipan chessmen, arraying herself in black velvet and necklaces of pearls. They say that Ralegh’s in the Tower disgraced, because some fawner inflamed the Queen with tidings of another Elizabeth (not that Her Majestie more than played with his hopes for so many years; why  shouldn’t he give o’er & marry?) — Now Ralegh’s free; he sails for El Dorado, to ransom back his honor with gold, but returns silent and unsure. O, he’s undone, and she sports with Essex’s well-curled hair, goes on offering her teats undauntedly like a sleek Milch cow! But woe to him who sucks! Ralegh yields himself and supplicates yet again; the Queen quills him a poem on scented paper:Ah, silly pug, wert thou sore afraid? 
Mourn not, my Wat, nor be thou so dismayed. 
It passeth fickle fortune’s power and skill 
To force my heart to think thee any ill.


— because he’d bought tolerance with the forfeit of his Admiral’s share from that Spanish cruise: The Queen wants a new dress. All the same, his honor’s still in hock; & he learns not to come a-riding to Court, nay, not for more cold years. On his last morn .2. decades later, when at King James’s pleasure he must face the Headsman’s axe, Ralegh’s granted leave to confess his heart; and amidst the other railings and boilings of his discontent, he does cry out that the Queen clothed him ever in the blame of her own oppressions, that she was unjust, tyrannical, & above all greedy. — Fancy this! The old man literally standing upon the scaffold, who in a blink will become mere dissevered carrion, opens the Treasure-house of his entire life’s rancor, and for a final jewel doth wear this wrathful word: My Lords, she took all my Spanish pearls in a Cabinet unto herself, without giving me so much as .1. pearl . . . — Ah, silly pug indeed! — They say that Essex visits the Queen’s bedchamber of mornings; they say the Queen’s played with the Treasurer’s hunchbacked son — all lies; she’ll die a virgin — they say she flies into a rage now when she sees her face in a mirror; they say Irish rebellions trouble her sleep (in his summertime of favor, Ralegh was wont to help her against those); they say Spaniards have laid siege to Calais, which is her very last foothold in France. And the Under-Sheriffs march thieves to the gallows every day, and harvests fail, and wretches wander high roads and low roads because rich Lord Merchants have enclosed the commons on which all men’s sheep once did graze. The Queen, be it said, cries against this, being flickeringly compassionate to her inferiors, but what can even she do? The Justice of the Peace arrives; he binds the Enclosers over to the Assizes; but nobody pays him for his pains. The Queen would help him (if someone told her), but, engrossed in those Dutch, Spanish & Irish wars, she needs wealth as much as any Justice of the Peace. Where will her money grow? Damn that Ralegh, for he discovered not El Dorado! Damn him, I say! Waging war requires wages, shiny pennies for her tender Soldier-boys; she’d better sell off more good Crown lands . . . Who buys those, but rich Enclosers? The poor men cry, pointing out their thinning sheep. They have no living now. But where can the Justice of the Peace find his living? The Enclosers offer silver coins. (Think you then; how’ll speed their suit?) Mistake me not: I allege that the Justice of the Peace is and always has been honest. He spurns the bribe, calls the Enclosers traitors & Catalines; he knows them; he’s seen them raise the price of corn in famine-times. He conquers: The Enclosers must pay fines. So the yeomen give him thanks. They boldly come chop down the palings (even John Smith’s father did it once, and by GOD’s grace my Lord Willoughby never found out); the commons are common again, and everybody’s calves fatten on the sweet grass. But the Enclosers nimbly counter-move. They raise the lease-rents which they call home from those selfsame yeomen. Lease for .20. years or .3. lives, it’s all the same; time comes leaping o’er the field-ditch and your lease is up! Now it’s not .4. silver coins at Easter and  .5. at Michaelmas anymore, but .7. and .8.; the Enclosers will make their fines back sooner or later, and then they’ll try again. Enclosure is for the good of all England, they say. They can prove that common pastures are inefficient. They’ll fence them off again and grow corn. If there is more corn, then prices will go down, so all Englishmen will benefit! ’Tis true prices are up of late, but that’s merely because the yeomen continue resisting them. Thus the Enclosers explicate. In Lincolnshire they’re called Undertakers and Adventurers; they Undertake to drain the reedy, fishy marshes, to benefit the realm: Newborn babes will be no longer trapped on sedgy isles all winter, in danger of dying unchristened; muck will become translated into hay — and all that the Undertakers demand is a portion of the new-improved land! Of course they’re vilified by the yokels, the rustics, lozels, hoblobs, coistrels; the lower orders, the stinking breedlings known as  Fen Slodgers, who sabotage all dykes, and fill in new sluices and sewers by night. Never mind: The Undertakers post armed Sentries. So what if the Fen Slodgers ruin an embankment or .2.? The Undertakers will prevail. And their cousin Enclosers — to steal a line from John Smith’s book,  all these for any thing I could perceive differ little in language or any thing, though most of them be Sagamos,9 and Lords of themselves . . . Our Enclosers hector, spend & scheme. The Queen does not believe them. No matter; they’ll wait. King James will succeed her. And if he doesn’t play along (he does), maybe King Charles will. So what if Charles loses his head? Someone must be King next (how convenient — another Charles). They raise the rent again, and the Rector collects his .1./.10.th in kind. They wait, and while they’re waiting, John Smith arises from between his .2. stones in the Old Field, spruces up his pale sad face at the brook, and sets off to see his lass, Maister Reese Allen’s daughter Cicely (which name signifies Grey Eyes). 
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The Allens, who dwell at Belgreave not far beyond the Church, are .1. of the most ancient families in Lincolnshire — “good substantial persons,” they’re called; but of late their fortunes have turned evil. Reese Allen’s father, old Maister Humphrey Allen, was a very bilious and passionate soul, famous for his rages; ’twas said of him that the most piddling trifle could inflame him, and that once inflamed he became like unto the wasp, which can never calm itself save by discharging its venom. Being of such a disposition, he made his best friends amongst Lawyers, whose pleasure it e’er shall be to preserve the client’s anger hot in his innards. When the Lincolnshire Rising broke out in 1536, Maister Humphrey (then in his youth) told the rebels he had no time to quarrel with the King, being occupied e’en in warring with his own neighbors. So at least he came to no harm in that treason, praise be to OUR REDEEMER. Strange to say (for Physicians claim that rage consumes), he was a rotund, kedgey sort, like a cannonball; his balding head also tended toward the spherical, and it bobbed most righteously through Fen-floods of his own making. He lawed himself to death, as we all said; for the costs & charges were monstrous great; and in the end he lost a case about hayments, and was assessed to pay costs. After this he resolved to remove from the parish which he swore had mistreated him so badly, and






































Mr. John Smith, Esq. Dear Mr. Smythe — 
In keeping with our agreement, we are now quits. 
Kindly do not communicate with me again. 
Yours very truly,




















































































































Robert, the aforesaid not-yet Earl of Linsey, greets him coldly, wearing a white doublet, a black-feathered hat, a scarlet cloak with fine gold braids. His head comes floating on a great lily-pad of silk.
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THE GRAMMAR OF BACKSTABBERS (1605-1606) 




























LETTER FROM A LEFTHANDED MAN (1585) 









THE GRAMMAR OF NAVIGATORS (CA. 500-1607) 



























THE GRAMMAR OF GENTLEMEN (1607) 
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