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The fascinating companion title to the award-winning historical novel Blood on the River:

James Town 1607.After the colony of James Town is founded in 1607. After Captain John

Smith establishes trade with the Native Americans. After Pocahontas befriends the colonists.

After early settlers both thrive and die in this new world . . . a girl is born. Virginia.Virginia

Laydon, an infant at the end of Blood on the River, has now grown up in a colony that is

teetering dangerously on the precipice of conflict with the native Algonquins. Virginia has the

gift, or the curse, of the knowing-an ability that could help save the colony, and is equally likely

to land her at the burning stake as an accused witch.Virginia struggles to make sense of her

own inner world against the backdrop of pivotal years in the Jamestown colony. The first

representative government is established, the first enslaved Africans arrive, and the self-

righteousness of the colony's leaders angers the Algonquin.When Virginia's mother first learns

of her gift, she is terrified. Kill it, her mother says, or they will kill you. When accusations and

danger threaten, Virginia learns that she is on her own; her mother must protect her young

sisters rather than stand up for her. So begins a journey of self-realization and increasing

strength, as Virginia goes from being a self-protective young girl to someone who knows she

must live her own truth even if it will be the end of her.
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DIFFERENT.That is what Samuel says, and I believe he is right.I was the first one born into the

colony. I was the only child to survive the Starving Time. But those things are not what make

me different.It is the knowing that makes me different.1MEMORIESOneAPRIL 1613IT IS

NIGHT. I am sound asleep until Samuel lifts me up from bed. I am small, only three and a half

years old. My feet dangle to his knees as he carries me out into the night.“Where we going?” I

ask sleepily.“Shhh,” he whispers, and swings his long strides through the sleeping fort. I trust

him. He has always been like a brother to me, a part of our family, as he has no other family. I

know that he saved my life and my mother’s life when I was a tiny baby.“I need you to use your

knowing,” he says to me.I rest my head against his shoulder and nod. I will do as he asks. I will

use the knowing for him, and never tell another living soul about it, as Samuel has warned me

not to.A cat scurries out of our way. An owl calls out her eerie “Who? Who? Who?”“They have

kidnapped Matoaka,” he says. “They took her away from her family and hid her here. I want you

to tell me where she is.”He has stopped walking now. We are at the center of the fort, near the

huge cook pot. I straighten up to look into his eyes. “Why?” I ask. “Why did they take her away?”

It feels like a very bad thing has happened. If I find her for Samuel, will I undo the bad thing?

Samuel begins to try to explain it all to me: how Captain Argall is holding her for ransom, to get

her father, Chief Powhatan, to send us back prisoners and guns. But it is too hard for me to

understand, and I am already looking for Matoaka, searching with my mind. I feel each cottage

in the fort, the sleeping babies, their dozing mothers and snoring fathers. I close my eyes—the

knowing works better that way—and breathe in. I smell urine from full chamber pots, potatoes

rotting in storage, lard from the soap-making kettle.I try to remember Matoaka. Samuel took me



to meet her only once, in the Patawomeck village. I played with her little baby boy and she gave

me a string of white shells to wear as a necklace. I try to remember the feel of her, her straight,

proud back, her sparkling dark eyes and long black hair, her laughter as she and Samuel

shared stories about when they were children, told half in English and half in Algonquian. Her

husband, Kocoum, a strong young man with gentle hands, patted me on the head and said,

“Netoppew.” Samuel said it meant “friend.”I take the feeling of her and send my thoughts out to

search. Matoaka, where are you?A breeze lifts the dust and makes me cough. And it comes to

me—like the ping when the blacksmith hits the anvil just right, or one loud clear note played on

a flute. I know where she is.I wriggle down from Samuel’s arms and pull him past the cook pot,

between the chicken coop and the barn, past the church, to the reverend’s cottage.“Here.” I lay

my hands against the wattle and daub of the cottage. “She is here.”Samuel scowls and

grumbles something about them hiding their “treachery” behind “piety,” words I won’t

understand until I am older. Then he drops to his knees and sets to work, widening a hole in

the wattle and daub already started by the rats. He pulls off chunks until the opening is as big

as his fist. Then he leans in and whispers loudly.“Matoaka,” he says, using the name only her

family and close friends use. “It’s us, Samuel and Ginny. We’ve come to get you free.”We hear

the soft padding of bare feet. I push Samuel out of the way. I want to touch Matoaka, to give her

some comfort. I reach my hand inside and feel her cold, shaky hand grasp mine. The knowing

comes over me with terrible force, making clear what her fate will be. Tears run down my

cheeks. I pull my hand away.Samuel puts his mouth to the opening. He whispers, telling her

how what they’ve done is wrong, how we’re going to get her out of here.But I know he is

powerless. And I know that Matoaka, or Pocahontas as most people call her, will never see her

husband and small son again. She will remain a kidnapped prisoner for a very long

time.TwoAPRIL 1614IT IS EARLY springtime. Outside the open window, the trees wear their

lacy new green, and the air is alive with insect sounds. I am four and a half years old. Inside

our cottage, my mother is stirring a pot of bubbling cornmeal porridge over the fire—our midday

meal. I am standing on a chair, doing my best to pound corn into meal with our large mortar

and pestle. My father arrives from working in the fields.“Ah, my girls are cooking together, I

see,” he says. He stands behind my mother and wraps his arms around her. His hands come to

rest on her slightly bulging belly. I glance at my parents and am surprised to realize what I

hadn’t noticed before. I flash them a huge smile.I want to say, Oh! A new baby is coming! But I

can’t let on that I know, and they obviously think it is too early to tell me.I just keep pounding

corn and smiling.. . .Pocahontas has been living in Henrico, a new outer plantation far from

James Town fort. We receive reports—mostly gossip—as to her well-being.She is happy. She

is angry. She wants to stay with us. She wants to go home. She wears her new English clothing

like a princess. She goes barefoot like a commoner under her long dresses. She reads the

Bible. Reverend Whitaker has converted her to Christianity and her new Christian name is

Rebecca. She will always believe, in her heart, in those heathen gods of theirs: Okeus, Ahone,

the Great Spirit.There is controversy over the ransom. Some say her father has paid some of it

but refuses to pay all of what Captain Argall and Governor Dale demand. Others say that her

father keeps paying all that they ask, but it is never enough; they always ask for more because

they have no intention of allowing her to go home. Some say she is angry at her father. Others

say she is furious at Governor Dale and Captain Argall.The gossip continues: Rebecca is in

love with John Rolfe. No, she is not in love, she misses her husband. Her marriage to Kocoum

doesn’t count because it was not in a church. John Rolfe wants to marry her, and Governor

Dale has given his consent.This last piece of gossip at least, about her marriage to John Rolfe,

turns out to be true. A wedding is planned to take place at the church in James Town fort on



April 5.The day dawns warm and sunny. Reverend Buck wears his Sunday black suit. Everyone

in the fort wears their finest clothing. For the gentlemen and their wives and children, this

means ruffles and starched collars, velvet, lace, and shined shoes. For me and my mother, it

means newly washed and mended dresses and clean feet. For my father and Samuel, clean

shirts. The Indians come, too: Pocahontas’s sister, Mattachanna, and her aunts and uncles, all

with their beautiful feathers and necklaces of copper, shells, and beads.There is a hush, as

though if someone says the wrong thing, this magical moment will dissolve—this moment of

love and union between our two peoples. We are all tired of the fighting and bloodshed. We

want this wedding to bring us peace.The “better sort” take their seats in the pews, and we

stand at the back of the church with the other commoners. I can barely see Mr. Rolfe at the

altar with Reverend Buck, waiting for his bride.Suddenly everyone is on their feet, turning

toward us. No, not toward us, toward her.Her black hair is pulled back, her skin dark against the

scarlet of her mantle. She is accompanied by her uncle Opitchapam, who will give her away.

She carries a bouquet of rosemary and wears a necklace of pearls, a gift from her father. She

walks slowly, her face as unreadable as a blank stone.I desperately want to know what she is

thinking and feeling. Is she happy to be marrying John Rolfe? Is she still grief stricken that she

can’t go home to Kocoum and her young son? I know I only have to touch her, and the knowing

will reveal at least some of her feelings to me.I reach out and brush her hand as she walks by.

She doesn’t even notice, but I have what I want: the blank stone becomes alive. She is

determined, hopeful, nervous, interested, ready for the next step.Good, I think, she is making

the best of what life has given her.I nearly doze off during Reverend Buck’s long sermon. But

when the wedding is over, when John Rolfe and Rebecca have been pronounced “husband

and wife,” I am wide-awake. There is joy ruffling through the crowd as we file out of the church.

Joy and hope.Men shake Mr. Rolfe’s hand and congratulate him. Rebecca’s sister and relatives

gather around her. When I see Samuel walking toward Rebecca, I trot after him. He wishes her

well and grasps her shoulders as if he could put strength into them—strength she will need, as

the peace of two kingdoms rests on those shoulders.I tug on Rebecca’s hand so that she’ll

notice me. She looks down and I can see that she doesn’t recognize me.“Matoaka,” I say. I

can’t think of anything else to say.She bends down and takes my face in her palms. “Ginny?”

she asks in amazement. “You’re such a big girl now!”I grin. Then, through her hands, a memory

comes to me, almost as if it is my own: a day in her village, her baby son on her lap, her loving

husband, Kocoum, nearby. Her eyes fill with tears.“I’m so sorry,” I whisper.But it startles her,

and I realize I have said a very stupid thing on her wedding day. “Um, I mean, be happy. Be

happy now,” I say.She blinks, quickly wipes tears from her cheeks, and laughs. “Yes, Ginny,” she

says. “Thank you.”ThreeAUGUST 1614IT IS THE flush of full summer. Soon I will be five years

old. My mother’s belly is tight and round, and my father has announced proudly to me that

before long I will have a baby brother. I know the child is a girl, but I don’t tell him.Right after

breakfast, Samuel arrives at our cottage. “Ready?” he asks my mother.She is combing the

knots out of my dark brown curls and I am wincing with each pull. I’m glad Samuel has arrived

to save me from this hair combing.“Yes,” Mum says. She ties back my hair, knots and all, and

puts my bonnet on securely. “Virginia, come. Let’s see what you have learned.”We set off for

the meadow and the forest. My mother knew herbs and healing in England, taught by her

mother, and Samuel learned about the herbs here in the New World from the natives when he

lived in the Warraskoyack village. Some of the herbs here are the same as in England, but

many are not. Samuel taught the new ones to my mother, and they have both been teaching

me.There is a din of crickets and cicadas, the sweet music of late summer. A crow watches

from a tree, squawking out his comments, “Caw! Caw!”I am still too young to leave the fort on



my own, and so this foray into the wild is a rare adventure. I am ecstatic. The forest is where

the trees and plants, even the rocks and dirt, let me know they are alive with the same life and

joy that is in me. At the edge of the wood I run to a tree and lay my palms against the trunk. I

feel the life pulsing under the bark. Then I lean in close. “Hello,” I whisper. I bound away,

knowing I won’t exactly hear a “hello” back.I find a big rock and sit down on it. There is life here,

too, though it is so quiet I have to sit very still to feel it. “How are you today?” I ask softly. I

already know the answer. If the rock could speak, it would say, “Happy.”Next, I am on to the

ferns, holding their fronds, feeling the life of water and sun running through them.“Look at her,” I

hear my mother say to Samuel. “Such a strange child.”I snatch my hands away from the ferns.

Quickly, I pick up a stick and look for some dirt to dig in. That is what other children would

do.“She’s just having fun being out of the fort,” Samuel tells my mother.“Virginia, come here,”

my mother says. “Let’s see what you remember.”I am very happy to be tested. For this, I am

allowed to touch the plants without my mother worrying that I am acting strange. She thinks I

am remembering what she has taught me on other visits to the meadow and forest, and some

of it I do remember, but it is even easier to listen to each plant for the correct answer.I find a

slippery elm tree. I recite how the inner bark can be made into a poultice to heal wounds, or

taken as a medicine for sore throats. Then, at the forest’s edge, I find black raspberry—the

leaves to speed childbirth, and the roots to treat the summer flux. Next, I find the velvet-soft

leaves of mullein, for coughs and earaches. I point to the stinging nettles. These I do not touch.

“For skin problems,” I say, but since touching them causes skin problems, I think that staying

away from them might be the best remedy of all. I find purple coneflower in full bloom. “It’s good

for infections and fevers,” I say.Mum claps her hands. “Good girl,” she says.“It’s also good for

snakebites,” I say, gently stroking the large delicate petals.Mum shakes her head. “No, that is

not correct.”I drop my hands to my sides. The knowing is clear. This flower can help get rid of

the poison of a snakebite. “We should try it,” I say very softly.Mum gives Samuel a worried

glance. He simply shrugs.“All right, you did quite well,” Mum says.“Soon the colonists will come

to you for healing instead of your mum,” Samuel teases.Mum gives me scissors so that I can

help cut and gather the plants. As we work, I eavesdrop. Samuel tells my mother the news he

has heard as he has traveled to other plantations and to Indian villages.“Since the wedding in

April, there’s been no fighting. Not a single arrow or musket has been fired,” Samuel says.

“People are calling it ‘The Peace of Pocahontas.’”“Thanks be to God,” my mother says.“Have

you heard, Governor Dale tried to take another wife?” Samuel asks.“That man has no shame,”

Mum says.Samuel continues. “He sent a messenger to Chief Powhatan to ask for the hand of

his eleven-year-old daughter in marriage.”Mum raises her eyebrows. “And did Lady Dale send

word from England that this would be fine with her?”Samuel laughs. “The chief said no, of

course. He told the messenger the girl was in a village three days’ walk away. He will keep her

well protected, I’m sure.”“Good,” my mother says. “Governor Dale is an evil man, with his

martial law and whippings and hangings. I wish the Company would send back Captain Smith

and send Governor Dale home to England with his tail between his legs.”Mum and Samuel

continue their gossip and gathering, and I am free to play in the magic of the forest.. . .It is a

day without breezes, and mosquitoes buzz around our heads even inside the cottage. Mum

and I work together to hang herbs to dry. I tie the strings and she lifts the bunches to hang

them on nails set in the rafters.There is a knock at the door. It is a gentleman. Mum gives him a

curious look. The gentlemen and nobles normally go to the doctor for their healing, while the

common folk come to my mother or Jane Wright, the left-handed midwife.The gentleman is

distraught, his face twisted in fear. It is his wife who is ill—very ill. The doctor has already seen

her and given her medicine, but she has not improved. Can my mother help? He is afraid she



is dying.Mum asks the man what his wife is feeling, and as he speaks, she chooses which

plants to bring. “These will help,” she says.I go with her and we follow the man to his cottage.

Mum has me wait outside. There is a boy, a little older than I, sitting in the dirt in front of the

cottage. He is sullen, as fearful as his father. He glares at me. It is the first time I’ve seen this

boy.. . .The second time I see the boy, and his father, is a few days later. It is evening. The

gentleman pounds on our door and when my father opens it, he grabs my da by his shirt

collar.“She said she could help!” he cries. “I should have known better than to come to the likes

of her. The doctor had given her medicine. She would have gotten better if that woman”—he

points a long, accusing finger at my mother—“hadn’t laid her cursed hands on her.”My da is

trying to close the door on him. The boy is behind his father, staring at me with a hateful look.“I

will make a report,” the man shouts. Then he narrows his eyes and lowers his voice. “I know

who your mother was, Mrs. Laydon.” He turns, grabs his son by the arm, and drags him

away.Mum collapses into a chair and hangs her head into her hands. “I should have known

better than to try to heal a gentleman’s wife,” she says miserably.“You could not turn him away,”

Da says. He lays a hand on her shoulder.I am afraid to ask any questions.. . .My mother and

Jane Wright work together in our cottage. It is night, and the candles flicker over their needles

as they sew. They, and other women as well, have been assigned to make shirts for the

servants of the colony. I am seated at the table with them, practicing my stitches with my own

piece of cloth, needle, and thread. Now that I am almost five, it is time I learned to sew. When I

hear my mother yelp, I look up.“It broke again,” she says. There is a hint of desperation in her

voice. “The thread is bad. We won’t have nearly enough to finish.”“Mum, use mine.” I hold my

little bit of thread out to her.She shakes her head. She and Jane are looking at each other.“A

trap?” Mum asks Jane.Jane frowns. She picks at the woven cloth at the bottom of the shirt she

is working on and it begins to unravel. The thread that comes free is strong and good. “A trap

we might be able to avoid,” she says.They work quickly, unraveling the bottoms of the shirts,

using the good thread to finish their stitching. They have no choice. There is no other thread.I

feel their panic and I don’t understand it. I try to rest my cheek against my mother’s arm, but

she shrugs me off. I go to bed while they are still working.FourTHERE IS A trial. Under

Governor Dale’s martial law, there is no hearing, no jury, just the governor’s decision. And

Governor Dale pronounces my mother and Jane Wright guilty of stealing thread from the

Company. The shirts they made were shorter than those made by the other women—the

women who were given good thread to work with.Their punishment? A brutal whipping.My

father carries my mother home. He is weeping and cursing. He lays her in bed. She is silent.I

heat water on the fire and, with clean rags, bathe my mother’s cut and bloody back. She lies on

her side, flinching as I do my work. Every few minutes her breathing becomes ragged, until

finally she cries out, “Get Jane!”I look to my father. Surely Jane is in her bed as well. My father

nods to me, and I go.I find Jane sitting in her cottage, leaning onto the table, the top of her

dress down, her head hanging. Her husband stands behind her, washing her wounds. She

moans quietly. Her back is just as cut and bloody as my mother’s. I am filled with hatred for

Governor Dale.“My mother is asking for you,” I say, barely above a whisper.“Oh please, no,”

Jane says. She tries to stand but groans in pain.“You can’t go,” her husband says, and helps

her to sit back down.“I cannot leave her to die,” Jane says, her voice strong. “Robert, lay that

rag on my back for a bandage and help me on with my dress.” She winces as Robert does as

she says.She picks up her bag—the bag she brings with her to heal the sick and to deliver

babies—and I follow her out the door.At home my mother is on her feet, her arm draped over

my father’s shoulders. My father’s eyes are wild.“She’s—it’s not time!” he blurts out.“I know,

John,” Jane says. Her voice is the one calm thing in the room. “Virginia, you have hot water on



the fire? Good. Fill a bowl with it for me and bring me an empty bowl as well.” She begins to

take things out of her bag: a packet of herbs, scissors, a small blanket.I am confused, but I set

to work, finding bowls and hot water. My mother slumps onto the bed and sits for a moment.

Then she groans and stands again, clinging to my father.“You’re going to be all right, Ann,”

Jane says. “I will make sure of it.”My mother nods at her friend. Sweat drenches her face. Her

eyes have the look of a trapped animal. She cries out. Jane crouches in front of her.I take small

steps, carefully carrying the bowl of hot water to Jane. When I reach her, what I see in her

hands does not make sense. It is a baby that is impossibly small, hardly bigger than Jane’s

hand, with the cord still attached to its belly. I blink, not believing. The baby is not breathing or

moving. With a rush, I realize this is my baby sister. Born too early. Much too early.My mother

sobs. “He is a murderer!” she cries.My father smooths her hair, tries to comfort her.I feel dizzy. I

stumble out of the cottage. It is quiet and dark and somehow peaceful outside. Fireflies glitter

their lights on and off. In the sky overhead, the stars shine, unchanging. I look up into the night.

“Why did Governor Dale do that?” I whisper. “Why did he set a trap for Mum and Jane? Why

did he give them bad thread?”I close my eyes, hoping that my prayer and the knowing will work

together to give me an answer. But my mind is as empty as the darkness between the

stars.. . .Governor Dale struts through the fort, his deputy at his side. His starched collar holds

his head up high as though he is looking down on all of us. In my imagination, I pull an arrow

from the quiver on my back and string it tight to my bow. I let it fly. It strikes him in the heart.A

voice startles me. “There are daggers in your eyes, Virginia.”It is Jane Wright. She has caught

me in my hateful stare. She bends down and puts a hand on my cheek. “Wish for good things,

little one, not bad things. Wish for something good for your mother and for the colony.”I look up

at her. “I wish for Governor Dale to go back to England.” I say it quietly, so no one else will hear

me.She smiles and leans in to whisper, “That is a good wish for the colony.”FiveAPRIL 1616I

AM SIX and a half years old. I have been wishing for good things, and some of them have

appeared.Rebecca and John Rolfe have a baby boy. They have named him Thomas, and we

hear that he is walking already. I wished for happiness for Matoaka, and I know that this child

must be bringing her joy.I have a new baby sister, Alice. Maybe I should have been more

specific and told God to send me a brother to please my father even more, but my wishes were

for my mother to be healed and joyful again, and for a healthy baby. Alice is still very small. She

grasps my finger tightly and kicks her legs. She will have to be strong to survive.The gentleman

who blamed my mother for his wife’s death has since died as well, and so he has been no

more trouble to us. But his son, whose name is Charles, still lives in James Town, boarding

with another gentleman’s family. Charles despises me, though about the worst he has done is

throw rocks at me, and I am a fast runner, so I can generally avoid being hit.I have been

wishing for a sweetheart for Samuel, as he is now twenty years old and says he is ready to

marry. It seems to me every young girl in the colony flirts with him, tall and handsome as he is.

But he is interested in none of them. He keeps saying he’ll see what the next ship brings in,

and the next, and the next. I suppose some wishes take longer than others to come true.The

biggest and best wish of all to come true? A ship arrives. It is the Treasurer, captained by

Samuel Argall. After many letters of complaint against Governor Dale sent to London, and his

time of service to the colony being over, the Company is replacing him with a new governor, Sir

George Yeardley. When the Treasurer sets sail back to England, Governor Dale will be on it.

And I will imagine a long, pointy tail tucked between his legs as he boards that ship to leave us

forever.The Treasurer bobs in the water at the docks on a sunny spring day. The new settlers

are allowed off first: gentlemen, servants, wives, and children. They walk down the gangplank

looking dazed and curious. Did they expect stone buildings or horses and carriages like I’ve



heard they have in England? Are they shocked by the natives who live and work among us,

with their dark skin, leather clothing, feathers, and beads? When I see new settlers staring

wide-eyed at our settlement, I think about England and how different it must be.And on this

bright, warm day, I wonder if these people are ready for what is in their future. Are they ready

for the steamy heat of summer, clouds of mosquitoes, the summer flux that takes the strength,

and the lives, of the hardiest men? Are the laborers ready for the grueling work in the tobacco

fields? Are they ready for icy wind whistling through the leaky cottages in winter? Are they

ready for the hungry months of March and April, when our stores run dangerously low, our

stomachs growl day and night, and we watch the horizon for a ship to come with new stores? I

know that no one is allowed to send letters back to England telling the truth about how difficult

life is here, and so I wonder if the people coming off the ship have any idea what awaits

them.After the passengers have disembarked, men work to unload supplies from the ship:

barrels of barley and peas and salt pork, crates of squawking chickens, hogs that snort as they

are led down the gangplanks to land. As soon as the ship is unloaded, barrels and crates of

things we have been producing are loaded into the hold: pitch, tar, sassafras, clapboard,

sturgeon, and tobacco. Lots and lots of tobacco.John Rolfe was the first to come up with the

idea of growing tobacco here to sell in England. The Virginia Company of London is all for it

because they’re finally making a profit from James Town. But we have heard that King James

thinks that tobacco is horrible stuff and says it is “a custom loathsome to the eye, hateful to the

nose, harmful to the brain, and dangerous to the lungs.”The Treasurer sits at dock for a few

days, and during this time an exciting new rumor begins to spread through James Town: When

she sets sail, the Treasurer will carry John, Rebecca, and Thomas Rolfe for a visit to England.I

realize the rumor must be true when Rebecca’s sister, Mattachanna, and her husband, the

priest Tomocomo, come to James Town. They will be going too, along with a group of servants

from the Powhatan tribe.On the day the ship is to set sail, the Rolfe family arrives from Henrico.

Rebecca holds little Thomas. He looks so much like her! She smiles and greets Matta-channa

and Tomocomo. It seems like everyone in James Town goes out to see the ship off.There are

so many people, all pressing to get close to the travelers, that I don’t even try to say goodbye. I

stand with my father and mother. Alice sleeps in my mother’s arms, despite all the noise and

shouting. I watch as Rebecca walks up the gangplank, then turns to take one more look at her

homeland. I can’t tell if she is happy or sad—she is too far away.“She’s determined to find out if

Captain Smith is alive or dead, you know.” It is Samuel, come to join us, talking to my father.“I

hear she’ll meet King James himself,” my father says.Samuel laughs. “I should have told her to

bring a perfumed handkerchief to hold against her nose when she meets that smelly old

fellow.”My father laughs, too. Everyone knows King James believes that bathing causes the

plague, and so he only takes a bath once a year.Rebecca walks the last few steps up the

gangplank and onto the ship. She looks back at all of us, the sun on her face. Suddenly the

knowing washes over me, dizzying, certain, horrible: she will never return. She will die in

England. Soon.“Oh no!” I cry out.Samuel, my father, and my mother all turn to me. Samuel is

frowning. He must know it is the knowing, and he is reminding me to say nothing.“What is it,

Virginia?” my mother demands. My baby sister has slept through all the other shouting, but my

voice has awakened her and she begins to fuss.“It’s . . . it’s . . .” I try to think of something to

say.Samuel glares at me. Then he rescues me. “I know, Ginny,” he says comfortingly. “I forgot to

give her a gift for her journey, too. But she will be back in a year and we can both give her gifts

to welcome her.” He grabs my hand. “Come on, now, and help me with my mending like you’ve

been promising, before I have to get to the fields.”He pulls me away from my parents, away

from the crowd. When I look back, Rebecca has disappeared and I know she must have



climbed down into the ’tween deck, where she and the other passengers will spend the

voyage.When we are out of earshot, he stops and faces me. “Is it about Matoaka?” he asks.I

nod and my eyes well up with tears. “She’s never coming back,” I whisper. “She will die before a

year is over.”Samuel clenches his jaw. “They should have let her stay here,” he says. “This is

where she belongs.”“Did she want to go?” I ask.“Nothing is her choice, Ginny,” he says. “She is

still a prisoner in so many ways. Governor Dale says she will go, and so she must go. He wants

to show her off—the Indian princess converted to Christianity.”“But . . .” He has not answered

my question. “Did she want to go?”

Poison in Jim Seals

Shadows at Jamestown (The Virginia Mysteries Book 6), The Witch of Blackbird Pond,

Susanna's Midnight Ride: The Girl Who Won the Revolutionary War, Mystery on Church Hill

(The Virginia Mysteries Book 2), Fever 1793, I Survived the American Revolution, 1776 (I

Survived #15), Sophia's War: A Tale of the Revolution, Loyalty, Inside Out and Back Again,

Hatchet: 30th Anniversary Edition (Brian's Saga Book 1), Maniac: The Bath School Disaster

and the Birth of the Modern Mass Killer, The Wanderer, Racing in the Rain: My Life as a Dog

Maura in VA, “Magnificent sequel to Blood on the River. A magnificent sequel to the excellent

Blood on the River, this novel may be the most effective use of accurate historical research in a

children's historical fiction piece that I've read in years. For 4th and 5th grade teachers of

Virginia Studies, in particular, Poison in the Colony accomplishes SO much in terms of

historically accurate depictions of the Jamestown colony and inclusions of real people from

history based on first person, primary sources:- Exploding the myth of Pocohontas and John

Rolfe falling in love, and providing a version of the history of Pocohontas from the Powhatan

perspective- Illustrating the unequal treatment of people under martial law in Jamestown before

the first General Assembly in 1619- Showing how life in the colony changed with the arrival of

women and people from Africa- Putting the massacre of 1622 in the context of the

encroachment on Powhatan lands and the unjust murder of a Powhatan warrior- Exposing the

tensions among classes of colonistsIn many ways, I think it's actually a superior novel to Blood

on the River. The only element I did not enjoy, although it was central to the plot, was the fact

that Virginia was gifted with supernatural "knowing" ability. Weaving the magical realism

throughout what is otherwise such a historically accurate novel takes away from its feel of

realistic depiction of the era. Young readers do love magical realism, however, and it's what

kept the plot moving, so for most readers I think this would be a plus. I appreciate that this

storyline opened up other opportunities for kids to learn about real-life accusations of witchcraft

in Virginia history, such as the story of Grace Sherwood.Highly, highly recommended!”

Erin Starks, “Excellent Storytelling Makes History a Joy to Learn. Poison in the Colony is

educational, thought-provoking, and exciting all at the same time. Many of the characters are

well-developed and relatable. Virginia, the main character, practices empathy and critical

thinking. I consider her a good role model.I used this book as a read aloud for my third grader's

colonial history unit. After each chapter, my daughter kept begging me to read more.This book

is even better than Blood on the River, which was also quite good. Five stars well earned!”

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/bBDDZ/Poison-in-the-Colony-James-Town-1622-Book-2-of-2-James-Town


ConnieS, “Every bit as good as the first one!. Fans of Blood on the River (2006) will love this

fast paced, exciting sequel. Virginia Laydon, whom readers were introduced to when she was a

baby in Blood on the River, is the main character, grown up to a pre-teen. Virginia discovers

within herself an unsettling ability--uncanny intuitive powers, which her mother fears will be the

cause for accusations of witchcraft. As she navigates through changes in the colony and within

herself, her life is challenging and ultimately inspiring. Beautifully written and meticulously

researched, this story will support teachers who are covering the early colonial period as well

as keep readers on the edge of their seats. As a teacher, I found it totally engrossing! I highly

recommend this for students grades 5 – 8.”

Susie, “Perfect for homeschooling. I HAD to ditch boring history curricula. Teaching through

stories is so much better! I know my daughter won’t forget everything she learned from this

book. And I won’t either!”

Palenomore, “Great historical fiction. Read this with my 4th grade son as he’s learning about

Va history in school. It builds on Blood on the River and is excellent. We both really enjoyed it.”

Courtney M, “Great curriculum supplement. I’m a teacher...my fifth grade students are reading

this as follow up to Blood on the River. It’s a great book and they are very engaged in it. Good

read and worth the continuation as it lines up with our scope and sequence for our standards

(Florida, Martin County).”

Tim Mintner, “The sequel to Blood on the River. We love this book. My son is in a historical

fiction book club in 5th grade because the kids liked the first book so much.”

Constance Vansant, “Great read after Blood on the River. My students read Blood on the River

and loved it, so they saw this book and wanted to read it. It is great...the historical narratives

really grab your attention. A great deal of reluctant readers read the whole book independently.”

The book by Ruth Spiro has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 281 people have provided feedback.
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