Colonist Journal
Dakota Fawson A4
My name is Thomas, I am a thirteen year old boy from England, I am lucky that Captain John Smith is letting me take a journal on our adventure to the new world. I come from a wealthy family, I am going to the new world by choice, I have the money.
We are on the ship now and they say we will be landing in Virginia soon, they say we are going to trade with the savages, by that doesn’t explain why our men have muskets and armor, I suppose it is just in case of an attack from the Spanish. There is another boy on board about my age, he is also an orphan, he told me his name is Samuel and he is here because he was stealing what was rightfully his, I didn’t bother to learn more about his story, he made it very clear that he will not be my friend. He is also a servant of Captain Smith and I can tell the captain prefers me, because he says Samuel can’t control his anger. The bottom of the ship is not much worse than living on the streets of England, although it’s not better at all. A man named Wingfield and some of the other gentlemen are trying to get the ship to turn around and go back to England, I do want to. I have nothing to miss, and I am looking forward to seeing the Americas, and the savages. They tell us we are just coming here for gold, but I want to stay.  It could be like starting a new life.  My main job is to change the slop buckets when Smith tells me to. Now, it is time to sleep, I will write again when I can.



We have seen land! Even though it is forbidden, Samuel and I go on deck to look out, we see the savages on small rowboats, just like the men were saying, they are naked and covered in ink on their bodies, with bones around their neck. Suddenly, an arrow hits a man on the ship, and their muskets and arrows are returning fire to one another for a good sum of time. When it was dying down, I am ordered to go back down to my quarters. After a while of sitting there conversing with a boy James, we hear the men on deck yelling again of savages, but this time it is different, instead of opening fire on one another, our men and the savages decide to trade. Thank goodness, the Virginia Company needs the supplies and, I suppose, good terms with the natives. I notice, as I approach the deck once more, we are giving them beads, and supplies while they are giving us meat and other food.  The land we saw was just a small Island so we set out for the mainland. After a while longer of sailing, up on deck I hear shouts of land, I go to the deck, and see the land. We have reached The New World. We pile on to longboats and make for the shore of the new, foreign land, oblivious to what could be there, could it be Spanish, disease, or just conflict with the natives?  We don’t know. For now the other boys and I enjoy our time playing in the ocean water and looking at the fish, when they order us to leave and go further into the land I am excited for what could lay ahead of us.                                                                                                                                                                                                                          

We now have been living in our newly set up camp for a few days now. The savages come in line by line trading goods with us. We give them beads, jewels, and tools like hatchets, in return We now have been living in our newly set up camp for a few days now. The savages come in line by line trading goods with us. We give them beads, jewels, and tools like hatchets, in return for corn and meat and other foods. The Virginia Company was to not give the savages any muskets. The savages are the reason we are surviving, and I don’t like it. I don’t like that we are already relying on others for food, especially savages. Other men think the same, that they are just sending spies to come in and are just memorizing our camp to plan an attack. Other men like Master Wingfield do not think they are planning an attack and that they mean nothing but to help us. The men who are paranoid of an attack want to build a palisade to defend from an upcoming attack; the other men say that if we build the palisade, the natives will see that as a sign of hostility from us. I personally think that the natives do mean harm, and maybe even though they are giving us supplies to survive, could it all be to trick us and mislead us into trusting them? I don’t like to be proven a fool, and now our whole lot of people could be proven fools. The natives may have already been here, although I don’t think that gives them all the right to the land, they are nothing but godless savages, they deserve to have this land taken from them. We will probably make more of the land then they ever could, we are civilized, not mindless barbarians.  I heard some boys talking about their plan for an attack; one said he would run for the ships, I think he would be killed before he could even lift his leg. The best solution would definitely be the best solution, for now all we can do is wait and see what happens.


As I expected, we were attacked. The savages all this time through pure deceit and lies, were tricking us, throwing us off guard and making us not expect a hostile action, the palisade would have been the best solution. If only the close-mined gentlemen Wingfield wasn’t too blind to see the truth. His name carries a lot of weight around here; his opinion could have changed the minds of many. As a result of the attack, many men were killed, the young boy planning to run to the ships, did; and died, just like I expected. He was shot to pieces with arrows from the savages. His name was James; he was nothing but a pour innocent servant boy, such a waste. The savages are ruthless, clearly. How can we not all I see it? They say maybe those were the bad ones, but there are good ones. I doubt it, I think they are all blood thirsty animals. Now, we are working to build that much needed palisade so that something like this could not happen again. I would like for Smith to teach me how to use a sword, like he is with that boy Samuel, not fair. I am just as able to wield a weapon and defend myself as he is. The palisade is coming along well, but now without supplies from the natives, we all have low portions of grain to eat, and the ocean getting into the river is making our water very salty, and you get even thirstier when you drink it. We relied on the natives, and now we don’t know how to survive ourselves. Many men are killed now when hunting or just getting water from the river.                                                                                                    The natives now are coming in the fort, we learn it was a different tribe who attacked, and now the goods ones are coming into give us supplies again, maybe our health will be fully restored, although I doubt it.  We will just be slaughtered again and again until there is none of us left here.  I still don’t trust these natives no matter how good of an excuse they use.  Now, we still are giving them supplies for their food. Also, a lot of men are getting sick and we have a lot of different theories amongst us on what could be causing it.  Some think it is from the mosquitoes others think there is a Spanish spy with us, poisoning us.  Captain Wingfield has a giant stash of wine I heard. I also heard Samuel ratting him out to Captain Smith. 
 Why would we decide now to side with the savages?  The only options are to fight them or to make peace with them, and right now we are stuck somewhere in between. We are being controlled by them subconsciously, acting how they want us to.  The other boy Samuel is even being taught their language, and talking to them. If anything we should be teaching them English.  Captain Smith and Newport set out for a journey to go to find a route to India.



 Wingfield is arrested and was locked up on the Discovery, one of the ships for his food stash.  Everybody is in much better condition.  It has rained a lot so the river has fresh water we can drink more.  The war between us and the bad natives has finally ceased, it is now safe to go hunting and fishing.  Only some of the men who went to find the route to India returned.  Captain Smith was not included in the small group of men, this worries me. Where could he be?  What if the natives took him and are holding him for ransom? I hope he is alright.  He is our only hope of a good leader, as far as I’m concerned. The men say that Captain Smith was with the Indians at one of their villages.  I hope he will return soon.  We should send a search party to find him.   The gentlemen are going to set out for an expedition to the discovery.  Captain Smith returns and the gentlemen are trying to sentence him to death because of the men that died on the journey he brought them to. It is not his fault.  He didn’t kill them, the savages did.   The boy Samuel got mad and hit Captain Archer with a rock, sending him to the ground.  Captain Newport and his ship come back waving our great flag. He is in charge here, and decides that Captain Smith will not be hanged. Captain Smith tells stories of his journey like how he would have died if it weren’t for Powhatan’s daughter who convinced them not to kill her. An Indian boy Namontack is staying with us now. How do we know he isn’t just gathering information for another assault? It bothers me that Smith lived with them and is so accepting of them. Captain Smith and Samuel went to Namontack’s village and they told of a never ending feast. So, maybe the Indians aren’t so bad, or maybe they are just tricking us again.

 Captain Ratcliffe and Captain Newport sailed off to England; Captain Smith is sailing to trade with the Werowocomoco. Samuel has to go live with the Warraskoyack and he is going to be taught to hunt and live like the savages, why would a boy his age be foolish enough to want to be a savage rather than an Englishman. It seems more and more of us are trying to be with the Indians, many of us are learning their language and wanting to be like them.  Not me, I will not turn into a savage. I will stay true to England my homeland. Now we are short on food because some rats got into our wheat. I do not trust the Natives; I think Samuel and Smith are both going to end up dead.  And now that Captain Smith has taken Newport’s place as leader, our whole colonies mind is going to be clouded into Siding with the natives. King James wants to crown Powhatan a prince of England, it sounds good for him but in reality he will just be stripping him of greater power and making him a servant of James. I hope he is crowned, it will show them we are the superiors and this land is not rightfully theirs. New men have come from England and are treating the Natives how I would like to. They are bragging of native homes they have burned, and all the savages they have clubbed to death. Maybe I don’t want to be like that. Maybe that is a little brutal. Maybe violence isn’t the answer. How could I say that when the natives have killed dozens of us? Violence is the answer maybe I will go with those men next time to sabotage the savages.


I wanted to ask the men to go with them, but I had a sudden change of heart. Captain Smith and Samuel are both back now from the native villages.  I had a talk with Captain Smith about how I don’t like the natives and don’t want to side with them. He actually changed my mind of a few things. He told me that there are many different tribes and not all of them are bad. He said there can be good ones who want peace but also bad ones who just want power and just want to stop us. I guess he could be right but it still seems unlikely. Anyways, it was enough to scare me out of torturing them. Maybe they’re not all bad. I have also learned some Algonquin words, but only the basic greetings. Maybe being a little more accustomed to their culture won’t be so bad. It obviously has its perks like more food for us and a lot of things to learn to do like hunt and fish.  Captain got a wound on his leg from his gunpowder pouch going off. Samuel is worried that he will be leaving soon. A young girl Ann still in her teens is going to have a baby. It will be the first baby born from someone from the new world.

Powhatan was crowned prince of England and Smith is very upset, he has deep liking for the natives and doesn’t want him to be weakened of power, I guess I can see where he is coming from being angry, but in my opinion England can to do better with this land than a bunch of savages could. King James now has control of Powhatan, a lot of talk is going on around here about Powhatan attacking us, even worse, talk of Spanish attacks are present.

Ann gave birth to, the first child of the New World, Virginia. To me it is more than just a child. It is a sign of life, a sign of power, a sign that we are here to stay. Captain Smith’s injury on his leg is beyond our powers of healing, because of this, he has decided to venture off to England, he left happy of the successful birth of baby Virginia. We are setting up a new colony called Point Comfort although Ann decided it would be better for her baby if they stayed in Jamestown, I disagree, Point Comfort is much safer but I think I will have to stay here. Nobody really acknowledges my existence, they just call me the boy who wanted to come here, the boy who sits on a rock and writes in his journal. 


Samuel stole baby Virginia, I heard him say he was going to now Ann was complaining that she was gone, I fessed up Ann and told her it was Samuel, her and other men immediately went to Point Comfort to fetch the baby. Samuel was doing what he thinks was best. He went with his heart, not fear, like Smith had always told us to do. Baby Virginia was safer not being here at Jamestown. The Spanish could attack any minute. I hope Sam is hidden. I hope I made the right decision snitching on him, but I think I didn’t. I just was hoping that maybe I would be more respected by my people, but I think it has the opposite effect.  Now I am probably just that lonely boy who sits there on a rock writing in his journal, which snitched on a boy who was doing the right thing.  I am already regretting my decision, but maybe I shouldn’t. I did what I thought would be right, so that’s good isn’t it? Anyways, Samuel supported the savages, and any friend of them is no friend of mine. I do not wish him death; I do not want to see him hanged. Maybe just chop off his hand, that should teach him a lesson.  


I have heard talk from people returning from the colony that Ann had made a decision not to kill Samuel and that she is just keeping him as a servant. I am very relieved. I do not want a boy’s death on my hands. Oh no, may God have mercy on my soul. The savages are attacking. Arrows are zooming past me. Powhatan has finally made a decision. If you read this Mum, I love you. I am sorry for my sins and for leaving to the New World. This will be my last Entry. 
