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			Introduction

			A curse, according to Rosemary Ellen Guiley in Harper’s Encyclopedia of Mystical and Paranormal Experience, is a psychic attack upon “humans or animals that causes physical or mental distress, injury, illness, or even death.” Curses can be cast by humans or by nonphysical beings such as spirits, demons, or “thought-forms . . . out-of-body projection of a double or astral form.” A curse can be sent by a sorcerer to magically assassinate someone with a medicine-resistant disease or by a “familiar” in the shape of a snake, scorpion, or another deadly animal. Dolls (as in voodoo), or a lock of hair from the target, may also be used to transmit the curse. 

			By their very nature, curses have a mysterious, supernatural aspect to them. Perhaps that’s why we attribute things we don’t understand to a curse: happenstance, circumstances, continuing bad weather, bad luck, a dropped ball in a crucial game, a missed shot. “I must be cursed,” we say, when the ball slices into the woods for the third hole in a row. 

			But what about a “classic” curse? How do you know if you’ve been the victim? One way is by experiencing the “Hag Syndrome,” when you awaken in the middle of the night utterly paralyzed with what feels like a heavy weight crushing you. You may also encounter unexplainable bouts with irrational fear, or feelings of dread followed by a nervous breakdown and wasting away unto death. You may suffer from bruises in the morning from nighttime psychic attacks, poltergeist (“noisy ghost”) activity such as slamming of doors, moving of objects, or lights flashing on and off, and mysterious signs of an invisible entity, such as footprints, or sudden flash fires erupting with no ignition source. 

			Casting a curse, it seems, has been around for nearly all of humanity. For a thousand years, between 500 BC until 500 CE, the name of the cursed, of deities or demons requested to carry out the curse, magic symbols, and, of course, the curse itself were written down on curse tablets, or tabellae defixionum, and buried in graveyards near the newly interred, on battlefields, or the spot where executions took place. Water, being a psychic element, was also used as a repository for the curse tablets. Archaeologists have found them in abandoned wells, springs, and rivers.

			There are several ways of combating a curse, all of which seem impossible to do without making the cure worse than the illness. For one thing, you need to avoid contact with the people or places associated with the curse; do not go near water which, most paranormalists agree, feeds psychic powers; do not let yourself get hungry—hunger allegedly opens the portals to supernatural powers; soak in the sun and its healing energy; do not spend too much time alone; and finally, find someone adept in the occult to perform the appropriate rituals for protection and nullification of the curse. 

			Curses can go on for generations, afflicting even the innocent. According to some sources, curses can be made simply by wishing ill upon others or having negative thoughts about someone. So be careful what you wish. 

			You may be cursed by being in a certain family. Not all famous, wealthy families have good luck; some have horrifying events associated with them. Fame doesn’t necessarily mean you will escape life curse-free. Notice some wealthy and famous actors or political families who just can’t seem to get it together and be happy, or are plagued by early, untimely deaths.

			More modern interpretations expand the nature of the curse, and the definition has been stretched a bit. 

			Objects can be cursed, especially objects used in rituals or in heinous crimes. Weapons used for mayhem can hold a curse and condemn those who find, purchase, or inherit them. Places can be cursed. Even earth objects such as caves or open fields can be considered cursed. Battlefields are notorious for having sites, especially where soldiers were trapped or slaughtered, that repeatedly give people bad feelings or produce strange sightings, photos, and video or audio recordings. Stones, once removed from certain areas—like lava rocks from Hawaii—are said to bring bad luck, although while left in place are innocuous. 

			Saying “Oh, I’m cursed” doesn’t always mean that someone else did it. It can merely mean that a person feels afflicted by a series of bad events that he or she did nothing to bring about, or feel that they don’t deserve. In other words, another intangible, supernatural phenomenon—“luck,” or lack thereof—has much to do with feeling cursed.

			Being cursed can also be one’s own fault. To venture into a place of natural danger will greatly increase the chances of having bad luck. Witness America’s first settlers in Jamestown, or the British experience in attempting to hold on to their colonies in America, or any of the soldiers of the Civil War who fought on battlefields in Virginia.

			Though Virginia, with its placid tidewater rivers, lovely rolling piedmont, lush, fertile Shenandoah Valley, and magnificent mountains should seem more blessed than cursed, it must be remembered that it is the same state which had, acre for acre, more battles than any other place in the United States. Virginia’s natural beauty and friendly Southern charm veil a disturbing past.

		

	
		
			1 

			Jamestown: Blessed or Cursed?

			Americans look back at the 1607 establishment of the first English settlement at Jamestown, Virginia, with great pride, dressing the event as a marvelous adventure undertaken by sublimely courageous individuals destined to carve out a great nation from lush wilderness by hard work and subtle diplomacy with the indigenous Native peoples. With the grace of God they planted a foothold in the New World and made peace with the “Indians,” thanks to the beautiful young daughter of a chieftain, who, infatuated with one of the leaders, helped them plant crops and shared hunted game with them so they might prosper.

			English minister Reverend William Symonds once said in a sermon that, just as God had called Abraham in the Bible, so had He called the English to America, a sort of latter-day Promised Land. 

			Or at least this is one version we’ve been taught.

			The real story, however, is quite different, and in some cases, quite shocking.

			“The soil was good and fruitful, with excellent good timber. There are also great store of vines . . . in great abundance . . . many squirrels, conies, blackbirds with crimson wings and divers [numerous] other fowls and birds.”

			That description comes from George Percy, one of the first settlers of what was to become Jamestown, writing about what he witnessed in one of his first sightings of the New World in the spring of 1607. After leaving London on December 20, 1606, and a dreary four-month voyage across the Atlantic, the Chesapeake Bay and its dry-land environs would have looked pretty good in April of 1607—except, of course, for the brief skirmish with the Natives on April 26. Percy would eventually become governor of the colony, and his tune would change in two and a half years after what he and the others were forced to endure.

			Anyone who has visited Tidewater Virginia, especially along the James River, will admit that the springtime is truly lovely and temperate, with the breezes from the river fanning away any heat. But give the area a couple of months. When the breezes die and the humidity from the river settles in, it can be a tropical place.

			The 104 settlers—all male—were tasked by their investors, the Virginia Company of London, to accomplish four things: establish a permanent English settlement; discover the gold which was said to exist in abundance in this new land; find the route west to the Orient, which everyone was convinced existed; and convert the Native peoples to Christianity. 

			They were told to look for ground, perhaps an island, where a large river narrowed its course for the natural defensive position it would afford against what would probably be Spanish attacks. Once they arrived in the bay, they sailed up the largest river emptying into it and named the river the James, honoring their king. After exploring all the way up to the confluence of what is now the Appomattox River, they sailed back and chose what became an island at high tide over another fine spot several miles downstream. They chose this location because the river was deep enough for the ships to tie up to the trees, facilitating unloading of supplies, especially the heavy cannon they thought they might need against the Spanish.

			The island was vacant of any indigenous people and had a number of terrain features that would help in its defense. On May 14, 1607, the men disembarked onto their “island” and began to clear the land, create shelter, prepare rudimentary fortifications—what Percy called a “brush fort”—and post guards.

			There were early attempts at peaceful coexistence when Indians from the nearest village brought news that their chief was arriving with a deer as a gift. Instead, the chief brought one hundred warriors as a show of power, but also “made signs” that the settlers may have as much land as they wished. Perhaps they misunderstood the signs? A warrior attempted to take a settler’s hatchet, was struck for his efforts, and the Indians withdrew in a nasty mood. Thus would begin a series of costly military attacks and reprisals from both the English and the Natives that achieved little and added to the misery of both sides.

			The Indians did eventually come back with the deer and a request to spend the night in the “fort.” The request was wisely denied, and the settlers decided to demonstrate their weapons to prove to the Natives they were superior to arrows. The Indians left, but returned in a week, and on May 27, launched an attack with two hundred warriors. The battle lasted about an hour, killing a number of Natives and inflicting from eleven to seventeen casualties (depending upon the source) among the settlers. Two of their casualties died. The heavy artillery came in handy, finally breaking up the Indians’ assault. Immediately, the settlers began to surround their encampment with a triangular palisade fort—one with upright log walls—completed after nineteen probably very nervous days.

			During the construction, the settlers were sniped at by Indians in the swamp and woods nearby. One settler wandered off, was found shot by six arrows, and died in a week. As the heat rose during the summer, settlers who had brought armor and helmets discovered that the sun turned the metal into ovens. What provided excellent protection on relatively cool European battlefields was unwearable in the Virginia heat, found too time-consuming to put on during the sudden Indian attacks, and discarded, leaving the settlers more vulnerable to Indian arrows.

			Their exertions building the fort, combined with rationed meals of wormy wheat and barley and foul river water to drink, took their toll. By June 25, only about ten of the men remained healthy enough to even stand. Twenty-five died in the following days of “bloody flux,” “the swellings” (wounds inflicted by the Indians), and just plain starvation. One man, believed to be a Spanish spy, was executed.

			By the fall, according to Capt. John Smith, over seventy had died. But, by now, a young Powhatan princess came to the settlement every few days with food, which sustained the men. Her name was Pocahontas.

			Not that the Indians had a lot to share during that period. Recent studies of growth rings of trees that were alive in 1607 indicates that the settlers just happened to land at the beginning of the worst drought in 770 years, which lasted from 1606 to 1612.

			Right after the first of the next year, two ships carrying supplies and a hundred new male settlers docked at Jamestown Island. Shortly afterward, a fire destroyed much of the fort. Winter set in. 

			Capt. John Smith became manager of the settlement after the president had been caught hoarding food for himself, but Smith was also tasked with leading explorations of the Virginia coastline and its rivers. Things, according to him, seemed to fall apart whenever he was gone from the settlement. People quit work on improving their lot, got sick, let the crops rot—“all unable to do anything but complain.”

			Smith, with his military background and natural leadership abilities, got them back to work, restored discipline, and reorganized the militia, all the time drilling under the watchful eyes of the Indians who seemed impressed. With the next ships, two women arrived in Jamestown, along with some European craftsmen who created clapboard, wainscot, and samples of glass, pitch, tar, and soap-ashes to be sent back to England. Smith also established a “no work, no food” rule, which encouraged the uninspired to bend their backs to creating salable goods, dig a sweet-water well within the fort, construct twenty houses, rebuild the church, weave fishing nets, and construct a defensive blockhouse at the neck of land connecting the island to the mainland.

			The summer of 1609 saw them pull giant sturgeons from the river and plant tens of acres of corn, and, as Smith wrote, they “lived very well,” which may have been more self-promotion than reality. Seven more ships from the mother country hove to at Jamestown, carrying supplies but also bringing something else: sedition. Instead of dropping off the supplies they carried, they actually took some from the settlers and sailed up the river to settlers at the Falls (near modern-day Richmond) and downriver to the Nansemond River. They also brought treachery: John Smith was ordered to be assassinated.

			Come autumn, typically, Smith went after the miscreants upriver. He returned to Jamestown with a severe wound to his thigh, caused by an “accidental” firing of his bag of gunpowder. He needed surgery and none was available in the fort, and so returned to England. George Percy became president of the colony.

			Smith recorded a list of all the provisions he left with the settlers, which should have lasted them ten weeks, as well as plenty of weapons, horses, pigs, goats, sheep, with the number of houses numbering about sixty. But he also forewarned about some of the men he left behind: “poor gentlemen, tradesmen, serving men, libertines ten times more fit to spoil a commonwealth than . . . help to maintain one.”

			In spite of the store of goods, with those men as part of its makeup, Jamestown was to face a combination of events that would drive them to the most desperate acts for survival.

			Beginning in the summer of 1609, several of the supply ships sent from England were wrecked in Atlantic storms. Of those ships that did make it to the colony, historians speculate that one brought passengers infected with disease. During the winter of 1609–1610, the Indians laid siege to the fort so that nothing from the outside could get in, and the colonists soon consumed their stores of food. After the pigs, goats, and sheep, they began to kill and eat their horses; after that, their dogs and cats; then rats, snakes, and mice they caught; then their shoe and belt leather became food. Then, their own dead.

			It becomes known as “the starving time,” and George Percy wrote about it in his account of the colony. For a long time his story of cannibalism was thought to be some kind of hyperbole. This appears now to have been just wishful thinking on the part of historians. It goes against common sense: Who would take exaggeration far enough to condemn one’s own people of such a heinous act? Recent archaeological discoveries at Jamestown by archaeologist William M. Kelso and detailed examination of the physical evidence has led scientists to conclude that Percy’s account of cannibalism is true.

			Although so far only one set of bones (those of a teenage female) has been discovered with obvious butchering marks upon the skull and leg bones, Percy writes that “nothing was spared to maintain life and to do those things which seem incredible as to dig up dead corpses out of graves and to eat them.” Obviously writing in the plural indicates that it happened to more than just the dead teenage girl. His next entry is too detailed to ignore: “[O]ne of our colony murdered his [pregnant] wife, ripped the child out of her womb and threw it into the river, and after chopped the mother in pieces and salted [preserved] her for his food. The same not being discovered before he had eaten part thereof, for the which cruel and inhumane fact I ajudged him to be executed, the acknowledgement of the deed being enforced from him by torture having hung by the thumbs with weights at his feet a quarter of an hour before he would confess the same.”

			Again, who would admit to such awful acts if not for a dedication to tell the truth about Jamestown?

			In spite of all their efforts—even the most abhorrent—only sixty of the settlers remained alive after the starving time.

			The rest of Percy’s account describes fights with Indians, kidnappings, their own colonists’ hoarding food from each other, and a horrifying account of the capture of Captain Ratcliffe, who went to trade with Chief Powhatan: “[A]fter not keeping a proper and fitting court of guard, but suffering his men by two and three and small numbers in a company to straggle into the savages’ houses when the sly old king [Powhatan] espied a fitting time, cut them all of [off], only surprised Captain Ratcliffe alive, who he caused to be bound unto a tree naked with a fire before, and by women his flesh was scrapped [scraped] from his bones with mussel shells and before his face thrown into the fire. And so for want of circumspection miserably perished.”

			But the Natives were not the only ones who could be cruel and unreasonable. Captain West decapitated two Indians and apparently cut off the limbs of others during an expedition to trade for maize.

			By June of 1610, things had not gotten any better, and it was determined to abandon Jamestown. The colonists buried their weapons on the river side of the fort, and on June 7, sailed away from their dashed hopes and the graves of their fellow adventurers. Halfway down the James, however, they ran into the advance party for the resupply fleet, bringing their new governor. The provisions, munitions, and three hundred fit men Governor De La Warr brought were like a tonic. Within thirty hours they returned to Jamestown and began to prepare for their new governor’s arrival.

			In July, Humphrey Blunt was captured by the Indians and tortured to death.

			In August of 1610, Percy was ordered on a punitive expedition against Chief Powhatan. They approached a town and attacked, killing fifteen or sixteen and running off the rest. They captured an Indian queen, her two children, and another male Indian and kidnapped them. Not wanting to be burdened with the man, Percy had him decapitated. He then burned down all the Indians’ houses and destroyed their corn crop.

			Percy writes about what happened next: “[M]y soldiers did begin to murmur because the queen and her children were spared. So upon the same a council being called it was agreed upon to put the children to death, the which was effected by throwing them overboard and shooting out their brains in the water, yet for all this cruelty the soldiers were not well pleased, and I had much to do to save the queen’s life for that time.”

			They marched farther from the river and found another Indian town, burned their houses, cut down their corn, and apparently destroyed what Percy called a temple, a much larger building used for ceremonies, which was rare for the Indians to build.

			On their way back to Jamestown, Percy’s superior was not happy with him bringing the Indian queen along. Percy records what happened: “My Lord General not being well did lie ashipboard to whom we rowed, he being joyful of our safe return yet seemed to be discontent because the queen was spared, as Captain Davis told me, and that it was my Lord’s pleasure that we should see her dispatched, the way he thought best to burn her. To the first I replied that having seen so much bloodshed that day now in my cold blood I desired to see no more and for to burn her I did not hold it fitting but either by shot or sword to give her a quicker dispatch. So turning myself from Captain Davis he did take the queen with two soldiers ashore and in the woods put her to the sword and although Captain Davis told me it was my Lord’s direction yet I am persuaded to the contrary.”

			In spite of attacks and reprisals continuing through 1611, the English settlers expanded their presence up and down the James River. That year, an Englishman named John Rolfe arrived at Jamestown after being shipwrecked on Bermuda. With him he brought tobacco seeds, bootlegged from the Spanish.

			Up until that time, the Spanish had held a monopoly on a sweeter tobacco grown in Trinidad. In fact, the penalty was death to anyone who would remove the seeds from the Spanish colony. Rolfe somehow sneaked some out and began cultivating the tobacco that was more in demand than the bitter tobacco native to the Virginia colonies. Interesting that those addicted to nicotine and its deleterious effects have called it a curse, but it was this product that helped to save the original English settlers in America. By 1612, Rolfe began exporting what would become the cash crop and savior of the colony in Virginia, and one of Virginia’s main industries for the next four centuries.

			In April of 1613, Pocahontas was kidnapped. But it seemed to turn out well when she met and married John Rolfe a year later. The union ended the first Anglo-Powhatan war, and the peace seemed to hold for a number of years. But the colonists kept coming. The Native Americans soon realized that their land was being usurped with each and every shipload, and that they were being driven farther west, out of their homelands.

			Rolfe’s tobacco crops had spread and helped to enrich settlements inland from Jamestown, but the cultivating of tobacco was labor-intensive. Indentured servants were introduced to the colony, and would eventually work out their indenture and be free of laboring for someone else. Then, almost accidentally, African slaves were brought in. John Rolfe recorded in 1619 that a passing Dutch ship, a man-of-war, on August 31 sold the settlers in Jamestown twenty Africans. They, however, would not be allowed to work their way to freedom, nor would their offspring for generations to come, until the nation fought a bloody civil war.

			By March 21, 1622, settlers along the James River seemed to be prospering. The Indians had become so peaceful that the settlers allowed them into their homes. Then, on March 22, 1622, everything changed.

			No one is quite sure to this day how the Indians managed the communication, but on March 22, all along the Tidewater area at virtually the same time, a massacre took place. The Indians, bringing in wild game to trade, took up the settlers’ own tools—kitchen butcher knives, hatchets, axes used for chopping wood—and attacked the settlers. That day 347 settlers, men, women, and children—almost one-quarter of the entire population of Virginia—were slaughtered by the Indians. Of course, more reprisals would follow. And so it would go.

			The curse of settlers fighting Native Americans that began almost on the very day that George Percy and the first ships full of Englishmen landed would continue nearly into the twentieth century.

		

	
		
			2 

			Yorktown: A Curse for the British in America

			Americans often forget that while the Revolutionary War was taking place, we were all still British subjects. Many of us remained fiercely loyal to the British crown. And for the better part of the Revolution, it looked like the British were going to win.

			Like in all wars, there were numerous arguments back and forth between military leaders, between politicians, and between citizens as to how the war should be won, whether you were for the upstart revolutionaries or loyal to your own country, Britain.

			Britain, at the time of the American Revolution, was arguably the most powerful nation on the planet, with interests ranging from India to Canada, Africa to Bermuda, Jamaica, the Bahamas, and, of course, Scotland and Ireland. They were successfully fighting the other great superpowers, the Netherlands, France, and Spain, with their military might. They had the best army in the world and the largest and finest navy. By 1763, with the help of colonists in America, such as George Washington, they had won the Seven Years’ War, also known as the French and Indian War. But it was incredibly costly, and they needed a new revenue (read: tax) source from which to relieve themselves of a budget deficit in excess of 122 million pounds. They decided to tax the colonists in America to obtain these funds. 

			Beginning with the Stamp Act of 1765, a series of taxes levied upon the American colonists helped precipitate talk of independence. The British felt it was only fair to tax the Americans for the protection provided by the British. Americans didn’t see it that way, feeling that they lacked representation in the British government. Demonstrations, threats, and violence against British officials in America escalated. The Stamp Act was repealed in 1766, but the seeds had been sown.

			Most Americans learn the history of the Boston Tea Party, the Boston Massacre, Lexington and Concord, and Bunker Hill, which was actually fought on Breed’s Hill, and can remember some of the subsequent battles over the conflict that lasted more than six years: Fort Ticonderoga, the Battles for Long Island, Trenton, Monmouth, Germantown. Some of the military actions in the South are perhaps less well-known: Cowpens, Savannah, Charleston, King’s Mountain, Guilford Court House. And we should emphasize the fact that the war did last over six years, because, in one important sense, the prolongation of the conflict was one of the deciding factors in the victory.

			George Washington showed that he didn’t have to win all the battles to win the war. It’s probably a good thing, because militarily the Americans, which, at first, were merely militia, were no match for the veteran British Regulars who had seen combat on many continents over the years. Even up to the spring and summer of the last year of the war, American independence from Britain was still in the balance, with the scales leaning toward the British.

			In January of 1781, Benedict Arnold, former patriot turned British officer, raided Washington’s home state of Virginia, one of the wealthiest colonies in America, destroying grain mills, depots where supplies were stored, and other targets beneficial to the economy of Virginia. In February, Washington sent his young protégé, the Marquis de Lafayette, to the colony to stop Arnold. Without knowing it, Arnold had planted the roots of his newfound country’s defeat in America.

			By spring, Lafayette got word of the approach from the South of a much larger British army under Gen. Charles Cornwallis. He attempted to prevent Arnold and Cornwallis from uniting, but failed. At this point he was outnumbered, two to one.

			A veteran general, Lord Cornwallis commanded a large, experienced British force. He was opposed by a tiny American army, led by the relatively inexperienced twenty-three-year-old Frenchman, Lafayette, who frankly admitted about his force, “I am not strong enough even to be beaten . . . Were I to fight, I should be cut to pieces.” So, instead of directly engaging Cornwallis, he begged Washington for more troops and went on the run. 

			Cornwallis, amused by Lafayette’s youth and tactics, bragged, “The boy cannot now escape me.” But by rapid marches at night as well as day, he did just that, until joined by Anthony Wayne, whose troops had marched to Virginia from Pennsylvania. Now, with Wayne’s troops, the hunted became the hunter; Lafayette turned on Cornwallis and pursued him to Richmond.

			Lafayette was aided by the British plans to quarter in Williamsburg for the summer. The British considered the climate healthier for the troops than the swamps and woods farther west, and food supplies more plentiful. Now it was Cornwallis who was calling for reinforcements if he were to finish up the job in Virginia. Instead of sending them, his superior, Gen. Sir Henry Clinton, expecting an attack from Washington in New York, ordered Cornwallis to relinquish troops so that he might pursue his agenda against Washington in the North. Reluctantly, Cornwallis left Williamsburg and headed to Portsmouth to board troop transports for New York.

			The Clinton/Cornwallis relationship is one of the reasons the Americans finally won their independence. The British strategy after 1778 was to split the colonies in two by subduing the southern colonies, where loyalist sentiment was high. Cornwallis successfully beat Americans at Camden under Gen. Horatio Gates, and won South Carolina. He marched into North Carolina where he pursued fast-moving Nathanael Greene’s army. He fought him when he caught up and lost to Greene at Guilford Court House. Pondering his defeat, Cornwallis realized that Greene and his army were being supplied from Virginia. Rich Virginia was the key to the Southern states, a strategy he passed on to Clinton, and then awaited orders.

			Clinton was living large in New York. One historian counted four houses available to Clinton, including a New York City mansion and a manor house out on Long Island. He had a mistress to keep him and his many guests happy. And he had his cronies to stroke his ego and reap military largess from it. According to one historian’s estimate, Clinton spent, in the same amount of time as commander, three times as much of the King’s money as his predecessor. But his communication skills were even worse than his greed. 

			Military orders should be short, precise directions. Clinton’s letters (they can hardly be called official orders) to Cornwallis contained none of that. They allowed great discretion on the part of his subordinate (Cornwallis), and were frequently contradictory. His “orders” concerning Cornwallis’s march to Portsmouth and debarkation to New York were typical.

			Clinton suddenly reversed his orders to Cornwallis to come to New York, telling him instead to fortify Old Point Comfort on the James River at the extreme end of the Virginia Peninsula. Because the water was deeper, Cornwallis decided instead to locate his army farther up the Peninsula on the York River, where it narrows between Gloucester Point and Yorktown. By the end of August, 1781, Cornwallis’s army of seven thousand was fortifying with trench works and redoubts the area around both places.

			With the enemy ensconced in trenches on a river where, at any day, the British Navy with its mammoth cannon could arrive, Lafayette felt that he could not attack with his force. It was a stalemate.

			In the North, Washington had only about four thousand troops to oppose Clinton’s approximately eleven thousand, holding New York. There were another five thousand French allies under Comte de Rochambeau in Newport, Rhode Island, soon to march and join Washington. Though Washington wanted to attack, the odds were still against him. As were the circumstances.

			Morale in the Continental Army was at an all-time low. The troops were on the verge of mutiny—in fact, had mutinied—only to be dissuaded by the grisly execution of the ringleaders. They had been promised pay for their services, but the Continental Congress in many cases reneged—not that it mattered, since they were paying in paper money which was virtually worthless. Washington’s men were in threadbare uniforms, many barefoot, in need of weapons and ammunition and transportation for their measly rations. Beg as he might, Washington’s pleas for his men were met with promises left unfulfilled. The hope for American independence, after six long years of frustrating warfare, seemed more distant than ever. 

			Then Washington learned of the approach of a large French naval force from the West Indies carrying reinforcements under Admiral de Grasse. They were to arrive near the mouth of the Chesapeake Bay in late summer. If Lafayette and Wayne could be reinforced, and Cornwallis denied reinforcements and supplies by bottling up the Bay . . .

			But Washington was far from the York River and facing an enemy. He enlisted subterfuge as an ally. In plain sight of the British, he had his men build large brick ovens for baking bread, an obvious sign that they were in New York to stay. He also let his “plans” to attack Clinton slip into British hands. Convinced that Washington was going to attack him, Clinton hardly noticed when, in mid-August, Washington and Rochambeau, leaving a small force to face the British, slipped away and headed south.

			By the end of August, Admiral de Grasse had landed some three thousand French reinforcements in Virginia to march to Williamsburg. On September 5, 1781, de Grasse’s fleet, now blockading the entrance to the Chesapeake Bay, engaged the British fleet sent to reinforce Cornwallis. The British were defeated in what became known as the Battle of the Capes and returned to New York, leaving Cornwallis on his own. 

			By the end of September, Washington’s combined forces of 17,600 surrounded Cornwallis’s 8,300 men in their trenches. The Americans and French began digging siege lines around the British trenches about eight hundred yards away. On October 9, the allies had brought up their heavy artillery, and by October 11, after an almost continuous barrage, they silenced the British big guns. Cornwallis also learned that the reinforcements he had requested earlier from Clinton in New York had been delayed in their departure.

			The night of October 11, with the British cannons out of commission, the French and American troops began a siege trench only four hundred yards from the British lines. The lines could not be completed, however, without the capture of two redoubts, or forts, within the British defensive line. Under the cover of night, on October 14, French infantry assaulted redoubt number 9, simultaneous with an American assault upon redoubt number 10. The fighting was with the bayonet, and vicious, but the redoubts were captured within thirty minutes.

			On the morning of October 16, Cornwallis ordered an attack on the French artillery position in the center of the allied lines. Seemingly a success, it silenced the guns, but only temporarily. They were back firing again within six hours. That night after dark, the British began an amphibious withdrawal in small boats across the York, to Gloucester Point. As if even nature was against them, they got half their troops across when a tremendous storm broke and blew the rest back to the Yorktown side of the river.

			With no reinforcements in sight, under constant barrage from the allied cannons, sickness running rampant in the ranks, and even the weather seemingly conspiring against him, Cornwallis made the decision, on October 17, to surrender.

			On October 19, 1781, what was left of Cornwallis’s army marched out of their siege lines between two lines of allied troops—one side American, the other French—to an open field and laid down their arms. On that same day, in New York, Clinton embarked five thousand troops on ships destined for Yorktown. They would never arrive. The ships got to the Capes five days after the surrender, turned around, and headed back to New York.

			When the news hit both sides of the Atlantic, it stunned all who heard it. Most Americans were overjoyed; many British were also happy that the war with their American brothers was over. In fact, although many British troops were still in America and held vital terrain, war-weariness played a major role in the British decision to end the war and withdraw from the colonies.

			In the six years the war lasted, it had taken on the aspects of a world war, with France and Spain taking the side of the Patriots, and the British still fighting in Gibraltar, the West Indies, India, and Ireland. The decision to replace Cornwallis’s army was abandoned. The major British commanders were recalled, and spent much of their time arguing about who was to blame for the defeat. In 1782, Parliament passed a resolution to discontinue the war, and a formal treaty was signed in September of 1783, recognizing American independence. 

			And while historians can point to the fact that for six years, Britain was burdened with a three-thousand-mile-long supply route for men and materiel, others, pointing especially to the unwarranted foul-ups, mistakes, petty rivalries, and even the weather, will claim that some sort of supernatural event must have been in the stars to guarantee the existence of the United States of America.
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			Beautiful, Quaint Williamsburg Cursed?

			Today Williamsburg is known as the quaint, restored former colonial capital, drawing millions of visitors from all around the world each year.

			Most people are unaware that for years it lay in the back of history’s memory, a backwater byway, and pleased with itself to be that way. As well, most people don’t know that it has a history woven around mysterious organizations, clandestine, nighttime archaeological digs, and one of the most celebrated scientists of all time.

			Originally settled out of the forests of the Powhatan Confederacy, “Middle Plantation” became the home to William and Mary College, the second-oldest institution of higher education in America, in 1693. After the statehouse in Jamestown burned in 1698, students from the college petitioned successfully to have the colonial capital moved to Middle Plantation, which, in 1699, was renamed Williamsburg.

			Between 1704 and 1722, Duke of Gloucester Street was straightened and made the main route through the village, the college expanded its number of buildings, and a church and magazine for arms and ammunition were constructed. A canal to connect the James and York Rivers was begun in 1771, but never completed. In the 1770s, the first psychiatric hospital in America was established in Williamsburg.

			As the colonial capital, Williamsburg was home to the Royal Governor, but in 1775, all that changed. British Lord Dunmore, feeling the strong winds of American independence blowing, abandoned his post for his own and his family’s safety. Subsequent elected governors after June 1776 revealed the sentiments of the new nation: Virginia patriots Patrick Henry and Thomas Jefferson served in the position as colonial governors.

			When the British strategy in the American Revolution turned from the northern colonies to the southern in 1779, Williamsburg was abandoned as the capital in favor of Richmond, farther inland. On June 25, 1781, Lord Cornwallis and his army arrived in Williamsburg and spent more than a week there, until he received orders to march his troops to Portsmouth for departure to New York. His plans changed, and he entrenched his forces a few miles away at Yorktown to ensure a fateful rendezvous with the American and French coalition forces.

			After his departure, Washington and Rochambeau arrived in Williamsburg. From there they marched to Yorktown, met with Lafayette, and in September and October of 1781, sealed Cornwallis in his Yorktown entrenchments, leading to his surrender and American independence.

			After the Revolution, with the relocation of the capital, Williamsburg began a gradual decline. William and Mary lost some of its prestige with the advent of other major universities in America, and fires and the general economy took their toll. The capitol building burned in 1832, and the governor’s palace fell into disrepair. Residents bitterly joked that when it rained, Duke of Gloucester Street was ninety feet wide and two feet deep. Another war for independence—this time, of the Southern states from the Union—brought distress to the residents of the sleepy former colonial capital.

			In 1862, Williamsburg was in the path of an invading Union army as it marched up the Virginia Peninsula from Fort Monroe, “on to Richmond.” Battles were fought in and around Williamsburg, and the buildings of the College of William and Mary served as hospitals for both sides. During the early twentieth century, Williamsburg became the center and showplace for restoration and archaeology, mostly funded by the Rockefellers. Today, as part of the “Historic Triangle” (including Yorktown and Jamestown), it is a major tourist attraction.

			Through it all, Bruton Parish Episcopal Church has weathered the storms. Its original congregation, combined from other local congregations, coalesced in 1674, and once boasted as members such luminaries as George Washington, Thomas Jefferson, and James Monroe. The current church building dates to 1715, and has been in continual use since its construction. Serene and dignified as it is, the church and its adjunct graveyard harbor obscure yet fascinating tales involving a father of early science, the greatest playwright that ever lived, ancient mystical occult brotherhoods, and clandestine archaeological digs in the dark of night.

			One enduring mystery involves seventeenth-century philosopher and writer Sir Francis Bacon and a secret vault allegedly buried in the graveyard of Bruton Parish Church, on the main street in Williamsburg. 

			Bacon was a founding member in 1606 of the Virginia Company, which funded the Jamestown settlement. In 1635, Bacon’s half-brother Nathaniel arrived in America, and later allegedly buried numerous relics, as was Masonic custom, under the altar of the original church in Jamestown. His purpose was to hide and secure certain valuable—some allegedly priceless—documents seminal to the founding philosophy of the United States, as well as other rumored items important to ancient world history. The documents were eventually moved to Williamsburg and buried in a vault in the area that would become the graveyard for the Bruton Parish Church. Two twentieth-century researchers, Manly and Marie Hall, claimed to have discovered the site of the vault by deciphering codes hidden in some of Shakespeare’s plays; an esoteric Elizabethan work, A Collection of Emblems, written in 1635 by George Wither; Francis Bacon’s utopian novel, The New Atlantis; and ciphers on tombstones in the church cemetery.



OEBPS/OEBPS/font/CharlemagneStd-Bold.otf


OEBPS/OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/cover.jpeg
STGRUE= @ N ™
DAMNED IN THE
OLD DOMINION
STATE






OEBPS/OEBPS/image/GP_Final_300_Gray.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/image/GP_Final_300_Gray1.jpg
Globe

Pequot





OEBPS/OEBPS/image/Infinity_symbol_TM.jpg





