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began my journey at the Bruton Parish 

Church, which has been hosting worship 
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I'd begun the day with stack .strawberry 

pancakes at the Gazebo House of Pancakes 

& Waffles on Bypass Road, just a short drive 

from the Colonial Williamsburg Visitor 

Center. The place has a cheerful vibe and 

serves more than 15 kinds of its name

sake breakfast dishes, as well as a nice 

assortment of eggs and other morning 

delights. Pancakes, by the way, turned out 

to be the perfE'ct starter for the exploration 

that followed. Williamsburg casts a spell 

over you. There are centuries of stories 

J here, many still waiting to be told, and it's 

easy to get lost (and forget to eat) in the 

wonder of imagining what 18th-century 

life was like. 

Spanning 301 acres, the historic dis

trict is a restored colonial town with hun

dreds of brick and clapboard buildings 

boasting antique furniture and various 

period treasures. Each day is filled with 

special events, reenactments, and musical 

performances. Admission tickets, user

friendly maps, and more than enough 

information about local harpenings and 

tours can be had at the Visitor Center. 

I dec.ided on the Capital City Pass (it 

includes access to most of the buildings, 

gardens, and exhibition sites), and then 
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services since 1715. The organist was in 

mid-melody when I walked in, and I was 

struck by the serenity of the interior. The 

church was fully restored in 1940, but the 

walls and windows are original, and there 

is a stone baptismal font near the pulpit, 

which is believed to have come from an 

earlier church in Jamestown. It was meas

urably cooler inside, and I took a seat in 

one of the high box pews and simply 

listened. The music reverberating through 

the pipes was beautiful, but eerie in its 

own way, as if summoning the spirits of 

worsh.ippers who had sat there long before 

I, including early U.S. presidents George 

Washington and Thomas Jefferson. 

When the organist segued into a 

fugue, I stepped outside to the church

yard, where Edward Nott, a Colonial Vir

ginia governor, is buried, along with 

many other colonists. 

Walking down Duke of Gloucester 

Street, I heard another tune rising in the 

near distance. The fifers and drummers 

were approaching and with them a small 

crowd of onlookers. They marched in five 

lines - fifers in front, drummers in back 

moving steadily through thE' district in 

time with the 18th-century military 

music they play d. I found a circle of 

shade beneath a catalpa in full bloom and 

waited for them to come by. The players, 

boys and girls, some as young as 10 years 

old, looked sharp in their vests and knick

ers, buckled shoes and tri-cornered hats. 

Positioned in front of the centerline, the 

leader marched with a staff, spinning it 

from time to time to signal pauses and 

transitions. The music caught everyone's 

attention and seemed to give the crowd a 

The Bruton Parish Church has 
been a site of worship since the 
early 18th century. 
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A "townsperson" greets visitors from the porch
 
of the James Geddy House and Foundry.
 

boost; it was easy to imagine the positive 

influence a band like this would have had 

on a soldier's morale. 

TRICKS OF THE TRADE 
After they passed, I strolled across to the 

James Geddy House and Foundry, the 

former home of a family that was skilled 

in the craft of shaping silver, bronze, brass, 

and pewter. I joined a tour that was just 

beginning and stepped inside the main 

room, where an interpreter wearing an 

everyday colonial dress spoke about the 

residence and its rhythms. 

"This is the largest room in the house 

and has many functions," she pointed out. 

"The family begins and ends each day here 

in homage, ,",vith Mrs. Geddy reading from 

the Book of Common Prayer. This room 

also serves as a dining room, a schoolliouse 

for the Geddys' four children, and an 

office, as Mr. Geddy works on his accounts 

here. If guests like yourselves decide to 

come over for a holiday festivity, this is 

also the ballroom where you'll dance." 

The interpreter led US to a small space 

at the back of the house where various 

antique silver items had been on display. 

Most of Mr. Geddy's customers were gen

try, about 10 percent of the area's popu

lation, we learned. "We know who Mr. 

Geddy's customers are, because he keeps 
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good records. He noted in his ledger that 

on April 28, [1766). Colonel George 

Washington came to his shop. This is con

firmed in Washington's records." 

In fact, Washington said he paid Mr. 

Geddy three shillings and nine pence 

(about $75 in today's currency) to repair 

two of his family's fans. "All Mr. Geddy 

had to do was put a silver pin through the 

sticks of the fans. Bu t from the cost, we 

know that there was probably also a silver 

ring involved in the transaction. With a 

ring, you could slide a ribbon through and 

hold it on your wrist." 

In a separate building, one that served 

as a workshop in the backyard, another 

interpreter displayed metalworking tools 

from the period and showed us how a 

pewter spoon was made. "Pewter is a tin 

alloy and it's poured at around 700 degrees 

[Fahrenheit]''' he said confidently before 

dipping a ladle into a pot of molten metal 

and dispensing it into a mold. "I know that 

sounds very hot, but most of my metals are 

poured at around 2,000 degrees." 

QUANTUM LEAP 

Earlier, I had reserved a table at Christiana 

Campbell's Tavem on Waller Street, where 

Washington is said to have dined. With the 

sustenance from my strawberry pancakes 

long since spent, and my stomach telling 

me it was definitely time to eat again, I 

headed for dinner by way of Duke of 

Gloucester Street. As I neared the east end 

of town, a red carriage drawn by four large 

horses rushed past me. I quickened my 

pace and was soon drawn into a crowd that 

had gathered around the west side of the 

Capitol. AJJ at once, I had made a quantum 

leap back to May 26, 1774. Governor 

Dunmore stood purposefully on a balcony 

expressing his dissa tisfaction wi th the 

House of Burgesses for opposing the clos

ing of Boston Harbor by the British, fol

[owing a colonial protest that would later 

become known as the Boston Tea Party. 

"Your burgesses have adopted a reso

lution for fasting and prayer, an expres

sion of sympathy for these destroyers of 

property and wanton law breakers in 

Boston," the governor shouted angrily. 

"Your burgesses have every awareness 

that days of fasting and prayer may only 

be decreed by His Majesty, or here, in this 

province, the King's Province of Virginia, 

by myself. And yet by some authority, 

which I am simply unable to discover, 

they have ordained themselves pro

claimers. Well I hold in my hand a paper 
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published by your House of Burgesses 

which makes it necessary for me to dis

solve them. God save the King'" 

With that, the governor promptly 

marched out of the Capitol, climbed back 

into his carriage and was ushered back to 

his palace. After he had gone, interpreters 

in the crowd expressed concern. Some 

questioned the validity of the decision; 

some defended the status quo. Tough 

choices would have to be made. Families 

would be torn apart. I could feel the 

weight of the dilemma echo up through 

the centuries, and, knowing the future, I 

saw ever more clearly how the intransi

gence of a distant monarch prompted the 

dawn of a self-governing republic. 

FOOD AND SPIRITS 

While listening to Governor Dunmore 

speak was certainly worth my time, I was 

still hungry and very happy when I finally 

arrived at Christiana Campbell's Tavern, 

where the crab cakes and sweet cherry pie 

are sublime. The restaurant, which spe

cializes in fresh seafood, also is known for 

its clam chowder, oyster fritters, and filet 

mignon. Entrees are served with spoon 

bread, sweet-potato muffms, and cabbage 

slaw - traditional tavern favorites. 

There's also a selection of beer and wines, 

some from nearby Virginia vineyards. It's 

a lively place, and if you're lucky, an inter

preter might even stop by your table and 

sing you a song. 
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After a superb dinner, I decided to close 

out the day by taking a ghost tour. I don't 

want to leap into the unfathomable, but 

someth.ing happened in front of the Peyton 

Randolph House that] still can't figure out. 

Standing in the twilight beneath a quarter 

moon just beginning, I felt a presence that 

seemed related to the spirits of the woman, 

boy, and man] mentioned at the outset. 

The house, built in 1715 and restored in 

1940, is said to be the most haunted build

ing in Williamsburg. "] don't know where 

the source of that light is coming from," 

Robert, our guide, said, pointing to a front 

window that appeared to be flickering as 

though a fire was going on behind it. Then, 

almost mystically, he whispered, "No one 

knows." Suddenly, a burst of cannon sound

ed in the distance and the light was gone. I 

took this as my cue to depart, thanked 

Robert, and stepped away into the early 

darkness invading North England Street. 

Mark Fitzgerald, who teaches writing at the 

University of Maryland, has traveled exten· 

sively throughout the us. and Europe. He is 

the author of By Way of Dust and Rain, a 

forthcoming book of poems. 
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