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I.  In Which I Warn the Reader

I will leave nothing out, for to do less would be dishonest, and thus do I warn the reader, those in the habit of turning their faces away from what is rude and terrible, that they should spend their idle time in some other pursuit.

If you wish to believe that all kings are made from the same fabric, and are just before the law and kind to their subjects, you should not read further. If you believe that no peoples who are not savages would treat their fairest members, girls and women whose only crime is assembling to another faith, as though they were the worst of all, akin to murderers and highwaymen and fiends of the night—and to be treated worse than beasts of labor—then I have not written these words for you. For this is a true account of my persecution and slavery, written so that it might be joined to the great histories which people write about emperors and kingdoms and the other powers that be, for those at the farthest reaches from potency are still affected therefrom, and in that way a history is the same for one as the other.

Read no more if you blush at accounts of a girl being used rudely, in the ways unique to our sex, for there will be such descriptions, as there must be if this work is to be honest. It is all true, and to be true, it must be complete.

Cruelly as I was used, however, I would change none of it, for I learned much about the grace of God and those who live beneath his perfect rule, whether kings or lower.

I would change none of it on my own behalf, I should say, but for others, yes, for there were many who suffered to no discernible end, and many more who chose to deal with me and my sisters and brothers in Christ in ways that must burden their souls for all their living days, and as sure as there be a waiting God, into eternity as well.

Troubling as my story is, I shall also strive to make it interesting, like those products of imagination in books that people buy to pass the time, except that my tales are all true, and I have seen much that few see, or see and live to relate at least, and this shall be the great bulk of my story, while I beg the reader to indulge me but rarely, here and there, with such moral ideas as have occurred to me, which ideas are all fruits of my own experience and which I believe were placed there by God so that they might be shared by myself, humbly and as your servant, thereby to edify and instruct.

II.  In Which I am Condemned to Living Death

The original error of my life, error being what others would call it, and not myself certainly, was that my father, who was French and a faithful Catholic, married my mother, an Englishwoman, who had been brought up Anglican as were all respectable subjects there, but who immediately joined her husband’s church and faith upon her nuptials and removal to France.

But in the same way that her language stayed in her, so too did her first faith, and she taught me the first by intention, both spoken and written, and the second because she could not help it.

It was not heresy she taught me, but only irreverence, and only irreverence for those things other than God that pretended to godhead.

“For so sayeth the Pope,” she would tell me often enough as answer to my questions, winking to let me know that the Pope was not so great as he thinks.

“The very blood of Christ?” she would say with the wine at her mouth, and we all knew it not to be, for it had not been blessed in church nor consecrated by the priest, and yet she played at being not sure.

And she bade me read the Bible myself as soon as I knew the letters she taught me, the precious words of the Holy Spirit, and written in English from the throne of King James. And if I should look for something in that good book to prove my catechism, and in looking not find it, she would say with another wink, “Nor shall you, for it isn’t in there.”

But I did not assemble with the Protestants, nor was I Huguenot, or Reformed, or Agnostic. That never mattered, however, for under the tyrant King Louis XIV, only an accusation was needed to send one to the gallows or the jails or the galleys.

But there was a second error, for I once did assemble, but then only to honor my mother three days after she’d passed, a year after my father left us for his own glory.

In the last day, when she knew the time was upon her, I asked her what she would have of me, and she said but faintly, “Meet your God in his own church, Daughter,” and she never spoke another word to me after that, but fell asleep and grew very hot and then cold and without breath until the surgeon came and called her dead.

I was 19, born in Chantilly, in Picardy, on the feast day of Saint Benedict in 1691, which father called a good portent. I knew of some Huguenots, as did we all in that village by rumor, and I spoke to such a one, and then another, to ask where there might be some assembled, and was told such and such a house at a certain time, and which words to say to join it, and thus I did, and found them, and worshipped the Lord as he was meant to be worshipped, I believe, on a Sunday in August 1710, and afterwards I left a second way, through a small woods, and there was met by a stranger with a great black cloak and a hat brim so broad I could not see his face.

“Bon jour, Genevieve,” he said in French, and I knew at once he was English, and did not like his accosting me.

“Why do you loiter here?” I asked in English. “Is there not a tavern with a table big enough to set your hat?”

“I have a warning for you,” he said, this time in English.

“You wish to warn me of strange men who speak to girls in woods,” I replied. “I have just learned of it on my own.”

The mysterious stranger laughed before he spoke again, darkly.

“You assembled,” said he.

“You know my name,” said I, “but you don’t know more.”

“There was a spy, and you have been seen,” warned the man, “and your name and all of them will be given to our king.”

“It’s only fair,” said I, “for I have been getting told his name since a babe.”

“You seem very proud of your wit,” he said, “but I hope your sharp tongue bespeaks a sharp mind, for you will need it where you are going.”

“I’m going back to my closet by Master Mollineux, where I serve, to read scripture to sundown.”

“You very well may suffer,” he said, “greatly. But remember it all. Remember all you can. For you will have much to tell when it’s over.”

“Who are you then?” I asked.

“I will protect you as I can,” he said. “Remember, in your darkest times, that words are the truest revenge.”

He turned and was gone, and I thought of following him but instead went back to my employ with a lie about visiting my mother’s grave, and I thought on the stranger’s words more than necessary, for I believed them no more than the idle chatter of one who fancies himself a seer, and yet they stirred in me fears of something terrible, a path God might have chosen for me to serve his own purposes, a divine test I might or might not complete.

Two days later came the dragoons to the door of Master Mollineux, and his mistress answered and sent her daughter Isabelle to fetch me and she found me by the cart and said “Two gentlemen of the king are here to call on you, and one wants to marry you I’m sure,” for such is the hopeful imagination of one that age, but I knew at once and put on my best gown and put my hand on the wall three times to steady myself as I made my way forward through the house to find them waiting for me.

“Genevieve, what’s this?” asked my mistress.

“I have never had business with any of these, and I’m sure it’s—”

“For assembling,” said the one dragoon, cutting short my words, and my breath too, and I spake no more but stepped past the threshold and they walked with me, one on each side, and I did not look back nor did I hesitate or resist, so terrified was I that they might manacle me on that street, which on that day was the worst thing I could imagine, so little did I yet know of the miseries that could be wrought on earth.

Even walking between two dragoons was a great embarrassment, so I lied with my face while I went with them among the people I had always known, pretending I was seeing to a household affair of such importance two dragoons must attend it with me, but inside I withered, and I’m sure I was pale and smelled of terror.

I had hoped until the last that we might turn on Chemin de la Dame, where sit the offices of the town and where I would be asked only to explain myself before I took my leave, but we passed it and I knew we would stop only at the caserne, where the sovereign keeps his troops, and the mayor sits, and the bastille is used to keep men and sometimes women before they are sent to provincial jails or put to death, but that is all I knew of it at the time.

Here I was let through a gate, still with my face set as though on errand, and here I was brought through the yard to the door of the place itself, and directed inside, to a counter where sat a deputy solicitor who looked down at me.

“Give your name,” he said.

“Genevieve Beaulieu,” said I.

“You were seen at assembly on Sunday,” he said while he passed his quill over the pages of a thick book, “which is a treason.”

He held the quill and looked at me, and I said nothing back, so dry was my mouth.

“Confess,” he said.

“I do not wish to confess,” said I, choking on the words.

“You cannot be restored without first confessing.”

“I do not confess,” I said. “I have nothing to confess, or be restored for. I am innocent.”

The deputy set down his quill and spoke in a way that frightened me, smiling all the while.

“Then it falls upon us to save your soul,” said he. “A little torment now, to keep you from torment eternal.”

“I have always done the will of the Lord and the crown,” said I.

“Except in this most important of matters,” said he. “But we will not allow you to condemn yourself without a trial.”

He nodded to one by the door, and he stepped to me and tapped my shoulder.

“This way, mademoiselle,” he said with smirking politeness, and I turned and followed through a door of oaken planks so thick, on hinges so sturdy, secured by a sliding bolt so weighty, that one must think monsters were kept behind it, because what man or woman or mortal beast could in a hundred years claw through it?

We entered a narrow hallway, sloping downward, a dark place, low-ceilinged, lit by grease pots whose smokes burned the nose. But were that the worst of the smells, for all the air was soiled by the terrible stench of humankind when they are not given care and not granted respectable privy, and then here was another door, at least as thick as the first, with a guard by it who opened it and locked it back after we had gone through it, and the odors grew stronger still, and I stopped and set my hand against the rough wall to catch my breath.

“Come now, you’re not there,” said my escort, and I looked about me and saw that this was no hall of solid stone, but the prison proper, with doors on either side, some open and some latched to hold their wretches, narrow doors with a carved gap where one might peer through, and I looked at one, for I could not help myself, and saw the pale face of a girl there, younger than I, all the worry of the world in her eyes, and she watched me pass and spoke not, and yet this was not the most terrible thing I was to see, for a little further on was more light, spilling from a room separated from the hall with bars that could be opened, like a door, and I looked through it and saw two men standing and one sitting, the standing a Jesuit and a man of the prison dressed like my guard, and the one sitting in the robes of the intendant’s office, but the first voice I heard was not of the men, but a girl, speaking soft and fearfully.

“No, I should not argue that, Sir,” said she, and my eyes were drawn to her as we passed, for she was seated, bound to a chair by her arms and legs, and the chair was fashioned with spikes all over in the places that touched flesh, her arms and legs and back, and she was naked, her black hair untied and spilling over her shoulders, her breasts rising and falling as she breathed, the hair of her nether place black against fair skin, and I lost sight of her and one of the men spoke words I couldn’t hear, and I was still working out what I had seen when I reached a corner in the hall.

“clothing there,” said my guard, pointing to the floor.

“Sir?” I said.

“You’ll undress here,” he said.

“Sir, please, you must not say it,” I pled.

“Take them off or I’ll tear them off,” he said.

Shaking like leaves before a hurricane, I took off my dress, my slip, my other things, until I had naught but a scarf around my hips and another around each breast, the last of my underthings, and he was satisfied with that and directed me further on, into my own cell, where I went in, to a space no larger than to lie down in, without a bed, without any comforts save a pot to use privily, and with but one of those small windows, and as soon as I’d been bolted in, I stood to peer through it, becoming the same as I had seen, a pale face peering outward.

How long I suffered there I cannot say. Soon were sounds one hundred times more terrible than the smells, for they were the cries of the anguished and desolate. I heard oaths of men from behind their own doors, I heard the weeping of women, I heard shouts that might have been from someone put into that same chair I had seen, or tormented in some other way in that room I had seen, and I pondered those sights and still could not make full sense of it, but I knew the girl must have committed some great crime to be bound like that, and the men before her wanted her confession, or more knowledge of her confederates, and I hoped she would give them all they asked, and I hoped the cries I heard were not her suffering some greater pain under questions she could not answer.

I was given bread, and a cup to hold, and when the water girl passed, I learned that I should hold it through my window and she would fill it. I would tell her thank you and she would say nothing back and I saw that she wore almost nothing and guessed she was a prisoner here like me.

As the hours passed I will admit, heaven forgive me, that my faith was sorely shaken. Why should I suffer in this place when I had committed no sin greater than perhaps some small vanities? What test was our Lord putting me to?

Nevertheless, my struggling faith restored itself and, as blameless as I believed myself to be, I put my knees upon the cold stone of my cell and prayed for forgiveness, for wisdom, for strength, for rescue, and for the rescue of all the wretches who did not deserve to be here, and when I at last could no longer hold my head up, I drowsed imperfectly, waking to the slamming of doors, the crying out of victims, and my own discomfort.

And at last I awoke to the creaking open of my door, for they had come for me, to put me to the test, and I was bid by a prison man to rise and turn, and he put a rope around my wrists and I walked with him, trembling all the way, for I suspected I would be taken to the room and put in the chair I had seen, and that indeed was where I was brought, and here was the Jesuit, standing, and the keeper who had brought me, standing beside the Jesuit, and here was the intendant’s officer, sitting with his paper and his quill.

“She wears nothing,” said the last.

The keeper untied my hands and pointed to a pedestal, and I understood his meaning, and closed my eyes so I would not see the outrage being done to me, pulling off the scarf around my middle, untying the garment around my bosom, setting them both down upon the pedestal, after which I was guided to the same chair I’d seen used by the girl who went before me, and she, bless her, became my guide, for she had been brave in that chair, and now it was my turn, and I sat upon it and gasped out but did not cry, and found that it was more frightful to the eye than to the body, not drawing blood or bringing death but only ruining my modesty and delivering mild torment to my flesh and making me wish to be elsewhere. But if they could put me in such a chair, what more could they do to me?

My hands were bound to the arms of the chair, my feet to the legs, and I looked down at myself and then around the room, seeing it full of machines to help in the asking of questions. Pinching tools, ropes for binding and twisting, flogs and rods, a brazier for the heating of hooks, and more things whose purposes, though mysterious, filled my heart with divers fears, and I thought no longer on the girl or anything else except that I must soon perish.

“What is your name?” asked the intendant’s officer.

“I am Genevieve Beaulieu,” I replied.

“You have always lived here, in Chantilly?” he asked.

“I have.”

“How long has that been?”

“Nineteen years,” I replied. “I was born at the Feast of St. Benedict.”

“How many times have you gone to assembly?”

“Never.”

“You were seen there on the Sabbath just past,” he said.

“I went to honor my mother,” said I. “She was English and told me I should go.”

“Your mother was Reformed?”

“No, she was Catholic, as was my father, who also worked in the intendant’s office.”

“What was his name?” asked the intendant’s officer.

“Marcel Beaulieu. Did you know him?”

“I’ve heard the name,” the officer said. “Where is your mother now?”

“She is just dead. They both are.”

“You wasted little time then, to join a faithless church.”

“I did not join,” said I, “I merely went.”

“You said earlier you had not gone.”

“My mother sent me,” I said. “It was her wish, spoken from her last bed.”

“We do not ask why one goes,” said he. “We ask only if you went or not, and so you did, and you have displeased your king.”

“He thinks of me then?” I asked.

“If you confess and make to rejoin the one true church, you will go 10 years confined in the king’s bastille,” he said. “Do you confess?”

Until this moment, I had only fear of nameless things, but now it was all set before me, ten years in that dreaded place. I had heard of it, twenty leagues away, and none who go there ever come back. Pestilence, starvation, the madness of such a place are all too strong even for the bodies of men. How would I fare any better?

“I do not confess,” said I, the words coming from my mouth before I could think of them.

“You shall go to the bastille for trial,” said the intendant’s man. “And you shall confess there.”

“I can’t confess if I am blameless, Sir,” I said.

“And yet you will confess,” he said. “It is what they do there. And you will wish you had confessed with me here before it is all finished.”

“I shall die there,” I said, thinking in my great innocence that he would care. “I cannot submit myself to death for a crime I did not commit.”

“Very well,” said he, surprising me with the speed of his verdict. “I find I can do nothing with her.”

“You care so little for your eternal soul?” asked the Jesuit, speaking for the first time.

“God shall have nothing to say on my soul because of a single afternoon spent with Huguenots,” I answered.

“You presume to know the mind of God?” asked the Jesuit, who drew himself up and spoke so high he sounded like a woman.

“If you do, why shan’t I?” I inquired of him.

The Jesuit looked at me, at all of me, as though taking in my female parts for the first time, his face all disgust and rage.

“She is not fit even to be tried in the bastille, nor should she receive any holy audience,” he told the intendant’s man. “Condemn her here, the king’s law says you may. Give her the living death.”

At this even the officer blanched, looked at the Jesuit as though waiting for him to reconsider, but the old priest glared only, and the officer made marks in his book and whatever it was about me had been settled then. I was let up from my chair, not given back even the small scarves I’d been wearing, and I was tied with rope and delivered back to my cell, where I did naught but pray except when I was taking bread or water or, my mind grown weary from weeping and fear, sleeping unsoundly.

III: In Which I Learn My Fate

Three days more did I spend in that cell, never seeing the sun or hearing the birds, breathing air tainted with the stink of poorly kept bodies, including my own I confess, and the cries of my brothers and sisters in suffering, so when at last they did come for me, even if it were to put me to death, I went gladly.

They came early that day, gave me a shift to wear, not even worthy of a peasant, for my arms were bare, as were my legs from the knees downward. And no shoes or underthings, just the shift.

They put an iron collar around my neck, locking it with a rivet on either side, with tools to crimp, the metal so rough no farmer would tolerate it upon his stock. My hands were tied behind me and only then was I let outside, in the yard, the edge of the earth glowing orange with the waking sun.

I was not to be killed, this I now knew, for I was coupled by rope to 12 others, three girls and the rest men. Two long ropes were passed through the rings of our collars, on either side, and my hands were untied from each other so a third rope could be tied around the wrist of each of our right hands, linking them all together, and as soon as we were bound we were marched from that place through Chantilly, forbidden from speaking, nor would I want to, for to be seen like that was its own death, and to be heard would be dying again.

At first I could look down only, at the next places where I would put my feet. So weak was I from hunger I came near to fainting, knowing that a single careless step would send me toppling, pull down the others with me, and earn me the abuse of our captors.

Of my captors I must now write, and write I will too of the first day of our dismal parade through France to a destination we did not yet know. And now must I beg the reader’s indulgence as I depart from this narrative to make an observation from my own heart: I noticed in this first trial, as in all those yet to come, there were some who served as vessels of God’s grace, and some who would not be used so, or could not be used so. Some of those whose task it was to guard us, to punish us—even with the lash—or to see to our deprivations, were not without pity and the accompanying inclination to make our lives a little easier, and it was their kindnesses, no matter how small, that sustained me in faith. And some others there were who imposed a cruelty that was as much a trouble for them as for us, not just for their final reckoning, but in their immediate inconvenience. Some of these, I gleaned, were of rude upbringing and never were shown any kindness themselves, so perhaps they should be held blameless. But others I know of were given all the chances and comforts from mother’s milk onward, and yet they forgot all that in their dealings with me and the rest.

But then, I do not judge them, and I ask my readers to refrain the same way, knowing that some who seem painless or even blessed are indeed wracked with torments we cannot see, which blind them to the suffering of others or require another’s torment for theirs to be lessened.

Now, of our march: We females, three of us, were clad only in immodest shifts, but the seven men even less so, with nothing but a skirt to wrap around their loins, with a belt of rope to hold it up. Of our order, I was second, behind a Turkish girl and before a man no older than me, fair-haired and whose bearing told me at once he was noble. Behind him were two more Turks, both men, then the third girl, French, the same one I’d seen in the chair where I’d been put, and four more men whose bearing or origins I did not know.

Besides us there were two dragoons on horse who would sometimes ride ahead but who usually stayed next us, each with a saber and a pistol, one with bow as well, the other with a long whip. At the front of us was always a wagon and its driver, another dragoon, and the first of our party, the Turkish girl, was tied to the wagon by both ropes from her collar, and from her right hand as well.

In the wagon, drawn by two horses, was kept all the supplies necessary for a forced march of prisoners: food, cups for drink, blankets and fetters for night, and the things used to punish us. And punish us they did, for no reason, for feeble reason, for reasons of their own convenience.

After our first two or three leagues, we were given merciful rest, to stop and do necessary things, and here the rudeness of our condition was made all the worse, for we had no privy, nor were we let off our ropes to practice what must be done. Instead, once we had stopped in the tall hay on the side of the road in a green valley, the archer dragoon said only, “Do as you will,” and I sat in the brush with the rest of them, and I did not mean to look but saw one of the three men toward the end of our ropes standing, with his skirt pulled up to make water, and the other two with him followed the same way, and then the Turkish girl next to me rose up on her knees, and all of us did at last, including me, but we of the fairer sex did not need to pull our shifts up high and show ourselves as the men did, but could spill onto the ground with our modesty intact, and that was a small comfort, and then we were bade leave.

The first settlement of any note we passed through was Villers-Saint Paul, and before we reached it we were given small wooden cups to hold out, for so we must beg for water, and I was sore thirsty by then, the sun climbing and the day warm.

The inhabitants of that village ran from their houses to see us, and I dared not look at first, so ashamed was I, only stretching out my cup as we walked, but no water fell into my cup, nor any of the others, so I looked up, into the eyes of children, of men, and of the women like me, thinking them to be the sex most susceptible of pity, but all there answered our entreaties with reproaches.

“Away, away,” said they to us, “you are going where you will have water enough.”

We were through the village almost, and I had given up hope when we reached the manor of that place, its roof and highest windows above the trees, and here someone inside saw us and took pity and sent out a servant girl with a silver pitcher, and I care not if they be in that house Catholic or Huguenot or the Devil’s own, they were in that moment answerers to our Savior’s admonishment, filling each cup as we passed by, giving a cool drink to the thirsty.

I do not mean to say that faith in our Lord is not a virtue in itself, only that who follows his words and who doesn’t might be remarked, and each town and village and rude crossing had its own disposition. We passed before rich chapels where the people jeered us, humble churches where we had all we could drink, and then it might go the other way. But at a hovel without a door, a man with a bandaged foot gave us all beer.

We had no shoes, I said that earlier, none of us, and by evensong of the first day, our feet were distressed, some more than others, and I could hear the groans of those behind me, an oath now and then, and feel the pull of the ropes on my neck and hand as someone broke stride under pain of a rock or twig or an edge of a flagged stone.

But faltering was not tolerated, nor any complaint.

“Sir, may we rest again?” asked one of the men behind me, and the other dragoon, not the archer, heard him and pulled his horse abreast and unlooped his whip from his saddle, and I turned to look even though we did not stop at all, and he answered the man with the lash, and it cracked sharply against his back, and he cried out but asked no more favors, nor did the rest of us.

We went some ten leagues on our first day, reaching Compiegne, where the Carmelite sisters had a house and prayed to Saint Teresa. There was a prison there too, and at first they thought they might take us who were girls to the sister’s house to stay the night, but we were sent away and instead we were all turned into the prison, where we were freed from our ropes but not our collars and put in rude cells, the three girls in one, the men in two more.

Enabled at last to talk, we three formed a sisterhood, albeit brief and begotten of tragedy, but I learned much from the other two, and remembered to be grateful for such things, knowing that they are given by God to his children to sustain them.

The Turkish girl spoke good French. She said her name was Tahira, and she’d been imprisoned first for immodesty, which I took to mean she practiced the same art as Mary Magdalene, for which Jesus forgave her. But after she was turned in to the intendant, she was questioned before the Jesuit and gave the wrong answers, for she would not give up her Mahamedism and spoke without favor to the priest, and she was told she would be given to the galleys as a slave.

So too with Camille, the other French girl, whom I had seen in the chair before me, and who was told she was going to the galleys as an unrepentant Huguenot, for she was raised in the faith and could not give it up, no matter the tortures they devised for her, and she said as much, and instead of troubling themselves by doing fiendish things to her, they put her on our ropes for the march.

I told them of my own sentence, which the Jesuit had called living death, and they both agreed it was the same as theirs, just with different words, and so we spoke only of that, what would become of us, and the nature of the galleys, and no more of our past.

Tahira knew the most of the galleys, from an acquaintance of her cousin who had been given over to one and spent three months on it until it foundered and they were all set loose to save themselves. She knew only that they were cruel on board, that the labor was arduous, and that there was no worse sentence, but only men did the rowers’ work, she believed, and she had heard that no women sailed at all, for our sex was considered bad luck aboard.

“The luck is already bad there, is it not?” I asked. “How can a girl make it any worse?”

Tahira also shared something that first night which I immediately thought foolish, though I did not say it. If you are put to a galley or to any other place of hard labor, ask to serve as wet nurse, she said, for it is something the men cannot do.

Nor can any but women bear children, I thought, wondering where she heard this, but I didn’t ask and neither did Camille.

We spoke too of the men with us, guessing at their crimes and their histories, for we could not ask them.

I spoke of the way we are forced together, making water without discretion, especially the men who stood and raised their skirts, and Camille said she had heard from a boy who saw a galley at port in Calais that the men wear nothing at all but a chain to keep them to their seats. Tahira had heard the same thing, she said.

The next morning, we ate meat in that prison, leeks and bread given through the door in darkness but reaching our mouths like manna from heaven, and I felt some joy as we began the day, before dawn being put on our ropes, all in different orders than the day before, and I was last that day, bound again next to the man I believed noble. And though we never spoke, I learned something of his ideas by his actions, which surprised me.

He had stepped in thistle the day before, his gate marked by as much favoring as he could practice without suffering the whip.

At our first stop, before he raised his skirt, he turned to me and pulled up the straw where it covered the ground, making a circle of raw soil, and he pointed to it before he turned away to make water.

Weary as I was, I could think only one thing, that he wanted me to wet the earth there instead of the straw. Not knowing the reason, I did so, hiding myself while I put down my own rain, then moving away from it.

Immediately he set upon the new mud, taking it in his hand and rubbing it into the arch of his left foot where the thistle had wounded him. Indeed, I had heard of this but never saw it done, nor did I think female mud was different from male, but he could have used his own and chose not to.

The cruelty also of the country people added not a little to our distress, for as parched with thirst as we were, we used to hold out our little wooden cups for a drop of water. “You shall have no water from us,” would they say, and in those parts, the closer drew we to Dunkirk, the more generally was our fate understood. “You are going to sea, where you will have water enough.”

As to our society, though we were by no means exempt from vermin and other inconveniences felt by the rest, yet we had the good fortune to avoid the itch. During the journey, not one of the original group of us caught this infectious distemper, though we had been often yoked with others beginning the third day, whose bodies, from this disorder, were almost one continued ulcer. I was coupled at Chaulnes with a man who had been condemned for desertion until he fell lame of one leg and was put into the wagon. This poor fellow, who was in the mean a good-natured creature, was bound with the rest of us in a single stables that night and was so infected with the itch that it amazes me how I escaped. He had nothing to cover him but his shirt, and that almost rotten, which often in the night stuck so to his back, and often to my shift, that he felt extreme pain in disengaging himself.

As our trip proceeded, so too did the cruelties, for our guides grew weary of the trip also, even though they had wagons and horses with which to spare their legs.

On our second night, in Roye, when we had only a rude stable to sleep in, each of us were bade to stand while a dragoon brought iron fetters from the wagon, and I was first to have them set around my feet, and when all were so bound, I was first to turn toward the place where the beasts lay to stay the night, and I stumbled from weariness and the bindings, and the other dragoon set upon me at once with a whip made of heavy thongs, across my back while I lay supine, and even as I rose again, and I stifled my cries, for our keepers did not wish to know of our distress, and showed already that it would cause us more grief.

Some others were beaten the same as me, whether or not they had stumbled, so that when all of us were in the stables together, we were miserable as one, either in our pains or in sympathy for those felt by others.

They freed our hands in the stable but not our necks or feet, and we ate and slept as one there, male and female side by side, and although modesty was impossible, I was not troubled by any of them, nor should one expect to be. For who would wish to mate with a body marching all day in mud, sleeping in filthy prisons and stables, bound like an animal? But then, have not people committed congress like that before, many times? Nay, I say it was because of our communion that we did not trouble each other, all of us suffering as one, and with the same sympathies, like good brothers and sisters.

Here we talked, with no one to silence us, and I learned more of our compatriots, that the Turks were Ajdin and Cemal, the first who fought for the British and slew many a Frenchman by sword in close combat before he was captured, and they could not kill him for fighting in a regular war, so he was put with us. The other Turk, Cemal, made too much a show of his faith, offending the orders in Paris, and so he was condemned. I knew that Baudouin, Theodore and Alain were Huguenots, and in fact Alain remembered me from the assembly the past Sunday, but swore he did not turn me in nor ever would have, and I told him of the man in the black hat and cloak who had accosted me afterwards, but he could offer no guidance on who that might be, or why he troubled himself over me.

Of the other two men, Jean-Baptiste was one, who spoke like a nobleman but not with pride, and Cristophe. Neither offered a reason for his captivity while we languished in the stables.

The next morning in Roye, we were joined by another party of some dozen prisoners, all men, and a keeper chained us two and two by the legs and afterward passed a long chain through the rings of those which coupled us together, so that the eleven couples were all chained together. This was the order of our miserable procession, and thus loaded with chains were we to walk a journey of some ten leagues to Bapaume. Among this company of slaves were some old men, who through weakness usually attendant on age and their other infirmities were unable to walk half a mile, even though freed from their chains. We had beside several of the company actually sick. It was impossible, therefore, for us to walk the distance our orders imported. After we had been chained, I called to the sergeant, who was now become our captain, and I spoke to him from my knowledge, for Mr. Mollineux had been a deputy intendant and sometimes brought me into his business while I served there.

“You see, captain,” said I, “if the wretches now before you are able to proceed. Take my advice, provide us a couple of wagons to carry the sick and weak. You have a right to demand them through whatsoever towns we pass.”

“I know my orders,” replied he, “and shall observe them.”

This silenced me, so we all set forward. We had not advanced a quarter of a league when a little hill across our way was to be surmounted, but as well might they expect crabs to fly as our old companions to scale such an Alps as this. Three or four of the poor creatures laid themselves upon the ground in despair, unable to proceed a foot further, and as we were all fastened by the same chain, unless the rest chose to haul them along, it was impossible for any of the company to advance. Our captain and the guards used all their eloquence to prevail upon us to take courage and renew our efforts to proceed, but it was impossible. The captain was in a strange perplexity, not knowing how to behave. We all sat down on the ground to give those that were wearied time to rest, and then renew our journey with recruited vigor. We might, however, have stayed there till doom's day before strength would return to the decrepit. I again called to the captain, whom this unexpected Impotence had embarrassed to the last degree.

“Sir,” said I, assuming a liberty I hoped wouldn’t earn me stripes, “there are but two methods to remedy these inconveniencies: either shoot us immediately through the heads, or supply us with wagons. And permit me to inform you that, in all marching orders, if not expressly, at least it is intentionally ordered, that carriages shall be provided for the infirm, whether soldiers or criminals, and it is consequently your duty to provide them through whatever towns we pass. What you are to do is as follows: Send a detachment of soldiers to the first town on the road, take as many wagons as may be necessary for carrying the sick and weak, as the country is obliged to furnish these wagons for nothing.”

This last argument seemed to prevail, and some of the soldiers, who were better skilled in this affair than he, confirmed what I had said, and determined him to follow my advice. The peasants furnished wagons to the next stage, and thus from one stage to another. Our captain was a simple good-natured man, but he had strict orders given him at Dunkirk, to conceal from us the place of our destination. These precautions were used, as it was feared the Dutch garrison of Aire, who made excursions as far as Calais and Boulogne, might be apprized of our route, and so attempt our rescue, for the people of that nation were troubled by our misuse. The captain, as we were upon the road, one day rode up, for he went on horseback, to the wagon in which I was sometimes carried with the other females, and entered into conversation with me. After talking some time of indifferent matters, I at last asked him to what place we were going? Seeing him affect reserve on this head, I told him it was unnecessary, for I knew as well as he that we were destined to Dunkirk. It surprised him extremely, how I could come to know, and he went so far as gravely to ask if I was a sorcerer or a prophetess. I replied, that I was too honest a woman for the one, and too great a sinner for the other. “But this is no great secret,” said I, “for there is not one of us that is not as well acquainted with our destination as you or I.”

I rallied him for some time on his circumspection, and thus we passed the day in mutual good humor. He really was a good-natured man, and took every possible method of making our journey less painful, supplying us with proper provisions the whole way. But as he could not transgress his orders, we could be accommodated with no other lodging than the jails belonging to those towns, where we set up at night, or stables where there were no prisons to be found.

It may be demanded here, why the captains of these train are not more sparing of the lives of those wretches, since they receive twenty crowns for every slave they brings alive to their destination, but are paid nothing for those who die by the way? The answer is evident. These officers, who are obliged to supply wagons at their own expense if the town does not provide them, do not find their account in thus carrying the sick and feeble. To convey a man or woman in a wagon from Chantilly to Dunkirk stands them in more than forty crowns, without taking provisions into the account, whence it is evident that it is more to their advantage to kill the sick and weak than carry them. When a slave dies by the way, the captain has no further trouble but leaving him to the curate of the parish, whose business it is to bury the dead, and receiving an attestation of his death, signed by the curate.

We at length arrived at Bapaume, where we were lodged much more commodiously than upon the road. It may be known that in this town there are great numbers of converts who, notwithstanding their forced apostacy, still retain a zealous regard for the reformed religion. Those ladies and gentlemen, apprized of our arrival and knowing that we should be remitted to the intendant of the province, waited upon him beforehand, requesting that he would show us some regard, setting forth that though now in chains, we had formerly been their brothers in the Gospel, and had committed no other crime but adhering to the religion of our forebears, adding that if we were kindly used, they should be highly obliged and would answer with their lives that none would abuse his tenderness by offering to escape.

As the gentlemen who composed this deputation were the most considerable merchants in the city, the intendant answered them very obligingly, that upon their accounts we should be treated with all the indulgence in his power.

“I have orders from court,” said he, “to put them in a place of safety. As this order does not specify the place, they shall have a convenient apartment, and as I am ordered to supply them only with bread and water, they shall at least have as good bread as my own table is supplied with, and liberty shall be granted you of seeing them whenever you please.”

We were carried to the arsenal, and there provided with a spacious apartment, which had been a storehouse for the cordage. Here we had proper beds to lie on, and everything convenient during our stay. Upon entering this chamber, we found the intendant and our protectors, who had solicited him in our favor. These gentlemen seemed transported to see us, they embraced us, and testified every mark of esteem for us in the intendant's presence. While they were thus giving us consolation, the officers of the customs arrived and demanded the intendant's permission to search us. He, as he was obliged, granted their request, but facetiously added that he feared they would find more lice than booty. Nevertheless, they examined us strictly, but without finding anything to seize. When settled in our new habitation, the chain which bound us all together was taken away, and only that left which coupled us two by two, myself to Tahira because of our uniform sex. The intendant carried his services so far as to inquire if we were content with our guards. Being satisfied by our answers, that they had treated us with tenderness all our journey, then said this indulgent gentleman that they shall still be your guards while you stay, and he gave them their guard room opposite to ours. Our protectors of the town begged permission to supply us with provisions, which was granted, and an order to give free egress and regress to all who should come from nine in the morning till eight at night, and that none should molest us in our exercises of devotion.

At nine the next morning, we left our abode and were conducted into a spacious court before the prison. We were chained two and two together by the neck with a heavy chain three feet long, in the middle of which was fixed a ring. After being thus paired we were placed in ranks, couple before couple, and a long and weighty chain passed through the rings, by which means we were all fastened together. This train, which consisted of more than four hundred slaves, made a strange appearance. We were ordered to sit down on the ground, in which posture we were to wait till the procurator general came to discharge us from his care unto that of our captain of the journey. About twelve noon the procurator, whose name was Langlade, came attended by three counsellors of the Parliament, called us all by our names, read to each our sentence of condemnation, and remitted us into the hands of the captain. This piece of formality took us up three hours.

On this day we passed through Arras to Hazebrouck where, upon our entry, we were conducted before the magistrate of the city to receive orders relative to our accommodation for the night which, as I have already said, is generally only a formality for conducting us to prison. But guess our surprise when the jailer to whose prison we were ordered refused to give us admission. Our captain showed him an order from the magistrate, and also entreated him to lodge us for one night, but the jailer persisted in his refusal, alleging that he would sooner be discharged from his office than venture to take us under his care. We were now brought to another prison, but were still repulsed as before. At last we were conducted to a place called the tower, a prison destined for the most atrocious criminals. The jailer, who was compelled to receive us, led us down into a frightful cave and, assisted by six turnkeys, chained us to the walls in such a manner that it was impossible to move. Thus, without letting us have a candle, or the least provision, he locked the prison door and left us. As we were famishing with hunger, we roared out as loud as we could, that he should send us some nourishment, but we were obliged to continue our cries at least two hours before this reasonable request could be complied with. At last some persons without approached the wicket, and we could hear them say, “Those folks truly talk very good French.”

These words made us conclude that there was some misunderstanding, some false prejudices against us, which made the jailer use us so barbarously. We therefore renewed our entreaties. At last the jailer, attended by his turnkeys, entered our prison and, after having examined us all, one after the other, demanded if we were natives of France. We assured him we were.

“How comes it to pass then,” returned he, “that you are not Christians, and what reason have you for worshipping the devil, who thus pays you with misery for your wickedness?”

“My friend,” cried I, “discontinue this trifling behavior, we do not want to be scoffed at. We are famishing with hunger.”

“In truth,” replied the jailer, “you do not seem to answer the description I had of you; you appear at least to be reasonable creatures. But tell me candidly what you are, for these few days while we have been expecting you, we have heard nothing in town but of your being natives of Lapland, magicians, and more wicked than the devil himself, and that you are bound for the galleys at Dunkirk to try whether they cannot bring you to reason. Prithee tell me freely if all this be true?”

I quickly conjectured that this malicious report in our prejudice came from the Jesuits to render us odious in Hazebrouck, where there are a great number who make profession of the reformed religion. Accordingly I went about to undeceive the jailer, and gave him some account of what we were. During this discourse, our captain came in to dispatch some necessary business when the jailer, taking him aside, asked if we were really the civilized creatures we appeared to be.

“Yes certainly,” replied our captain “and I would undertake myself alone to conduct them over all France. It is true they are Huguenots, but for my part, I can easily pardon that crime.”

“And are they guilty of no other?” said the jailer. “The best people of Hazebrouck are of that religion. I do not much like their principles indeed, because I don't know them, but then I love their persons, because I am sure they are honest men.”

Then addressing himself to us, said he, “You continue here tomorrow, ladies and gentlemen. I shall take care to let several Huguenots of this town know what prisoners I have got, and I am sure they will not fail coming to see you and, depend upon it, my doors shall be open to receive them.”

Upon this, he ordered his attendants to unchain us and to give us our usual freedom. In the meantime he hastened himself to procure us some refreshment.

The next day he kept his word and introduced several of our brother Protestants, who soon spread the news of our arrival. All that day our prison, which was very large, was crowded. I never in my life saw men so zealous as the brethren of Hazebrouck. They extolled, even to exaggeration, our constancy; they exhorted us, in the most pathetic manner, to perseverance. In short, their ardor was so great that some were for conducting us publicly a league out of town and would help to carry our chains on their shoulders. To this we would not by any means consent, as it opposed the humility of which our religion makes profession, and in the end might involve them in troublesome consequences. We set out from Hazebrouck in wagons, as usual, the kindness of our captain softening all the rigors of our journey.

On the 15th of August 1710, at three in the afternoon, we arrived at Dunkirk, some thirty of us, with additions and subtractions of our membership based on condition and the caprices of our various keepers. We were brought to the castle there, formerly a servants’ quarters belonging to the royal family, but now converted to a prison for galley slaves, of whatsoever crimes convicted.

We were conducted into this vast but dismal abode. But heavens, what were our apprehensions upon entering! The appearance of the wretched Inhabitants of this spacious cavern filled us with horror, particularly as we were going to increase the despairing number. I must confess that, as accustomed as I was to dungeons, chains, bolts, and every instrument of cruelty which the tyranny of man has invented, or his crimes have rendered necessary, I had not resolution to behold this mansion of despair without trembling. As it is impossible to give an adequate Idea of it, the reader must be content with the following faint description: This prison, or rather cavern, is round, and of vast extent. The floor is made uneven by large oak beams, which are placed at three feet distance from each other. These beams are two feet and a half thick and ranged along the floors in such a manner that at first sight they might be mistaken for seats were they not destined to a much more disagreeable purpose. To these are fastened large iron chains, a foot and a half long. At Intervals of two feet from each other and at the end of each chain is a large ring of the same metal. When the slave is first brought into this prison, he or she is made to lie along till their head touches the beam, then the ring is put round their neck and fastened by a hammer and anvil kept for that purpose. As the chains are fixed in the beam, at two feet distance from each other, and some of the beams are forty feet long, twenty slaves are thus chained down in a row, and so in proportion to the length of the beams. In this manner are fastened five hundred wretches, in an attitude certainly enough to melt the hardest heart. Imagine a man or woman unable to stretch themselves along, as the beam to which their neck is fixed is too high, and also unable to sit or stand upright, as they are chained down too short. In a word, the posture is between sitting and lying, part of the body on the block to which it is chained, and part on the floor, in which situation nothing can be more incommodious. In this manner we were chained among the rest, and though sufficiently inured to fatigues and hardships of every kind, our present situation surpassed all our former wretchedness.

We felt pains beyond expression in all our limbs, particularly the old men among us, who called a thousand times on death to give them ease, and prayed to God to give them the strength for the severity of their trial, or their tormentors compassion to abate their sufferings. It may here be observed, perhaps, how the slaves who are brought hither from all corners of France can survive an imprisonment of five or six months? To which I answer, that infinite numbers sink beneath their torments here, and they whose constitution is strong enough to bear them through are scarce alive at the expiration of this term. The only sounds that are heard in this vast cavern are the groans and complaints of the penitent, with the blasphemies of despair. None here soothe each other's distress by pity, for each has peculiar miseries sufficient to engross his or her own compassion. The only attendants here are turnkeys, whose use has made familiar with distress, an example instructed in cruelty. Wretches might find some comfort in being permitted to complain, but even this is denied. All night five or six fellows walk round the prison, and unmercifully whip any slave who offers to vent their sorrows.

With respect to provisions, indeed, there is nothing to complain of. An order of Beguines, called the Grey Sisters, every day about twelve o'clock bring soup, meat, and bread, which they distribute in sufficient quantities among the prisoners. This order is of no long standing, and was founded by the Fathers of the Mission. Their employment is to supply the poor of Dunkirk and other cities where they operate with the necessaries of life and to administer any medicines that may be thought necessary. Beside, they have the direction of several hospitals, particularly those designed for soldiers, and by their rules are obliged to visit and assist the prisoners. In some places they are also appointed to instruct the youth of their own sex in the principles of religion, though I never met one in Chantilly. How well they are qualified for this last employment, the following anecdote will sufficiently evince.

The Lady Superior, who came every day to distribute the provisions, one day stopped to hold a conference with me, giving me at the same time more meat than I had occasion for. This practice she continued at every visit, till I was at last railed at by the rest of the prisoners as being the favorite of my Lady Superior. Once, after giving me my portion of meat, she said it was a very great pity I was not a Christian.

“And pray, Madam,” said I, “who told you that I am not a Christian?”

“Ay,” replied she, “I know you are a kind of Christian, but then you believe in Moses, do you not?”

“And do not you also, Madam, believe that Moses was a great prophet?” said I.

“I believe Moses a great prophet!” replied the sister. “Moses the impostor a prophet! That would be good indeed. No, thanks to my parents, I was never guilty of such outrageous heresy. And I could plainly convince you, if you would but listen to my arguments, that you will be damned to all eternity for being thus seduced by Moses the impostor.”

I could not forbear smiling at her ridiculous skill in argument, but contented myself with saying there was neither time nor place to discuss this matter properly, but begged she would mention this conversation at her next confession, and her confessor, if he happened to have more learning than she, would show her that what she now said of Moses was sinful.

But to return: We remained thus chained to the floor the rest of that day and into the next,

The next morning, a young Jesuit (for the Jesuits have the direction of spiritual affairs in this prison) came to preach to the prisoners in order to prepare them for confession and receiving the sacrament. He seemed very ignorant, his text merely “Come unto me all ye that travail and are heavy laden, and I will ease you, & c.” He maintained and endeavored to prove that our savior meant by the words of his text auricular confession, and attempted to strengthen his arguments by several passages from the fathers. We were obliged to hear his sermons, and were amazed at his absurdities, but never had an opportunity of refuting them. He avoided our conversation with the utmost caution, believing a report which was spread that some of us were Huguenot ministers and consequently more than his match. Such were his fears of an interview that either going out or coming in, he always went a great way about to avoid us.

The other Jesuits in the meantime were not unemployed. They were busy in confessing these wretches and administering the sacrament to them in that frightful attitude above described. Even we, who had not so much faith in the sacrament as they, were disgusted at the indecency. I observed that after giving them the host they were made to take a sup of wine from a chalice which the priest presented. I questioned one who was next me if they received the communion in both kinds, to which he replied in the negative, adding, that the wine which was given was not consecrated, and was only a precaution used in this prison to oblige the slaves to swallow the host. This custom was continued since one of them, instead of swallowing the sacrament, kept it by him, having made a bargain, it seems, with the devil, by which he promised to furnish a host upon condition that the devil would set him and all the slaves at liberty upon the way. The devil, says the story, stood to his bargain, and one fine night having broke their chains, all the prisoners escaped, to the great astonishment of the guards, who readily perceived that the devil was in it. I could have puzzled the simple slave who gravely told this story by querying what the devil could have done with that which he believed to be the body and blood of Christ, but I chose rather to be silent than draw upon my head the indignation of the Jesuits, who eagerly desired to have these sorts of stories believed though they themselves gave no credit to such idle tales.

And so by these adventures we crossed the north of France, Roye, Chaulnes, Arras, Hazebrouck and the rest, including that dismal prison where we were kept for more than a day, till we came to Dunkirk, marching every day three or four leagues; long stages, considering the weight of our collars, our being obliged to sleep every night either in prisons or in stables upon dung after they had riveted fetters around our feet, allowing us scarcely to walk; our having bad provisions, and not sufficient liquid to dilute them; walking all day mid-leg deep in mud, and frequently wet through with rain when it fell on our second and third days; swarming with vermin, and some of us ulcerated with the itch, the almost inseparable attendants on misery. Considering all this, I say, we travelled a great way each day.

After a day in that terrible prison, our necks were released, and all of us fastened together were led to the park belonging to the arsenal, where they stripped us quite naked, not even allowing us the meager, ragged garments we’d been afforded at the prison on the march’s first day, and here we were examined and handled, and those considering us felt every part of our bodies, as if they had been purchasing oxen at a fair. The males of our company were bidden to stand straight, and after the examination of their sinew, each endured the inspection of his male parts, which were lifted and prodded and squeezed without any regard for his dignity. And so it was for we females, who now numbered five, who were first ordered to stand erect so our arms and legs could be felt, and next our bosom and derrieres, and lastly they took into account other parts, different for each girl, one her hands, the next her neck, and on me and one other, both of us of full bosom, our teats, which they squeezed and pulled at as though expecting them to yield milk like we were dairy cows, and they also spent considerable time examining our nether places, prodding and opening us and violating us as though we might be hiding treasure there, which I learned later was a precaution, for sometimes that was done. They also gave some attention to my hair, both that which fell to my shoulders, and that which grew above my nether chamber.

“It is all of the same hue of red,” said one to me. “Methinks you’ve set upon it all with the Venetian liquor.”

“Nay,” said I, “it is all as God gave it to me, nor would I adopt such a vanity.”

“The same shade all around?” said he.

“As I said, by the grace of God. Why should you marvel at that?”

“It is not always the same,” he said. “For most in fact it is different, lighter here and darker there, or otherwise, and when they match, it indicates artifice.”

“This I did not know,” said I, “as I do not peek through necessary doors or visit houses of disorder.”

“Nor do I,” he said, taken aback by my words but not yet moved to anger. “It is all by the experience of my calling.”

“Well, I am sorry for your calling then, Sir,” said I, “and I am sorry my Lord failed to oblige your expectations where my hair is concerned.”

“I ask nothing of our Lord in obliging me,” said he, “but all nature is set by his hand, and there are certain occasions so common as to be almost laws, so when by his perfect will he breaks one, I take notice.”

“But why do you trouble yourself over it anyways?”

“Why do I?” asked he. “Because a true red speaks of a certain character, while other colors belong to other dispositions, each of which must be known by your masters before they put you upon the water.”

“And what disposition belongs to red?”

“Exactly you,” he said, laughing. “Sharp of wit and of tongue, so much so that you will suffer more than your share under the rope and the flog for the privilege of having your say, and I know it now by this discourse that you are all red, even if the wash of Venice made all your hair in both places black, or white, or some middling color even God would blush at.”

“Well then, I am all red,” said I, “and I thank you for noticing, but also I wonder why you think I would liquor it all, when I had made no plans of showing my lower portion to anyone, and did not expect to be stripped and bound like an animal.”

More sharp words than he perhaps expected chastened him, and they finished with that portion of the examination and then we females were ordered to bend forward, and they stood behind each of us in turn, at first speaking of what they saw there, and then inspecting by hand our virtues splayed open while they spoke to each other of its attributes. How they could judge us by what they found there I still cannot imagine, but they remarked with great earnestness of the color of our flesh, the dampness, the length from the hole to the top of the folds, and they seemed pleased with my qualities, for I was blushing there, with inordinate length from one place to the other, and with a full complement of water.

When this examination was over, we were divided into four classes, male and female, and stronger and weaker, after which we were subdivided into eight parts, and one man from each galley drew lots for the first choice. I was classed among the strong, for what reason I do not know, other than that they seemed pleased by the quality of my bosom and the condition of my nether places, and I was put at the head of my lot, myself with another girl and three males, and two chains were provided, and all of our right feet were bound to one, and our left to the other, so that we must walk in perfect time, and our hands were bound with rope behind us, and the one to whom we had fallen bid me follow him to his galley, and we did so, all of us marched naked through the places of commerce and then the great piers. Shamed as I was, I was eager to learn my fortune, and not knowing the man who commanded me was a comite, which is the officer working closest to the slaves of the galley, I entreated him to inform me if we were all to be put on a galley, and he said yes, and so I asked what galley I was to be put on board?

“The galley of Palma,” replied he.

“Oh heavens!” exclaimed I, for there had been growing discourse among we slaves as we neared Dunkirk, both at night and during rests by the road and even as we walked, the vigilance against speaking slackening as our numbers climbed and our keepers grew weary of beating us, and certain galleys had been spoken of as more favorable, and certain others as the worst on which to serve, and his highness’s ship the Palma had come up often as one of those in the second category.

“But Sir, are not females barred from service there due to their sex?” I asked. “I have heard it is bad luck.”

“The regent has ordered this exception,” said he, “for galleys only, in light of what purpose they serve.”

“What purpose is that?” I asked. “We cannot row.”

“There are things other than rowing only females can provide,” said he. “Essential things which, or so it has been decided, compensate for whatever ills you might bring to the vessel.”

“Surely I am fallen into hell itself,” I mourned. “The comite of the Palma is merciless as a demon.”

I had scarce ended my lamentations when, frowning upon me, he spoke. “Could I know,” said he, “those who have thus endeavored to prejudice you against me, for they should feel my resentment.”

I now perceived that I had gone too far, for here was that very same comite, but the disease was past remedy. Notwithstanding this, he seemed desirous of showing me that I had been misinformed with respect to his character, for having conducted his lot aboard the galley, he occasionally took mild actions which testified some regard to me in particular.

IV: Where Galleys and Their Functioning Are Described

Before I say what I must about my life aboard the Palma, the things I witnessed and suffered and endured by grace of God, I must here describe these vessels and their operations and crew in some detail, for only in doing so will the rest of my narrative make the fullest sense to the reader, should any still be turning these pages after what I have already written.

Certain of my readers will enjoy this share of my account, or so I have been told, and I fear others will find this tedious, and to the latter I beg either forbearance or, if negotiating this part of my history be too laborious, a moving forward in the narrative, with my forgiveness assured.

Not all of this comes only from my own memory, it must be confessed, for I had some help with the details from others who had served on mine or other galleys. As such, these are general descriptions which do not carry the full flower of things as they related to me and the other females, but which I will hint at only now and then here, with further exposition at a later time.

So, to begin:

A galley is ordinarily a hundred and fifty feet long and fifty broad. It consists but of one deck, which covers the hold. This hold is in the middle seven feet high, but at the sides of the galley only six feet high. By this we may see that the deck rises about a foot in the middle and slopes towards the edges to let the water more easily run off, for when a galley is loaded, it seems to swim under water, at least the sea constantly washes the deck. The sea would then necessarily enter the hold by the apertures where the masts are placed, were it not prevented by what is called the coursier. This is a long case of boards fixed on the middle, or highest part of the deck, and running from one end of the galley to the other. The coursier thus covered with boards forms a sort of a walk running through the midst of the galley, with seats on the right and left. There is no going from one end of the vessel to the other but upon this walk, and two can scarce walk abreast upon it without being in danger of falling upon the seats that lie underneath. There is also a hatchway into the hold, as high as the coursier.

From this superficial description perhaps it may be imagined that the slaves and the rest of the crew have their feet always in water, but the case is otherwise. To each bench there is a board raised a foot from the deck, which serves as a footstool to the rowers, under which the water passes. For the soldiers and mariners there is, running on each side along the gunnel of the vessel, what is called the bande, which is a bench of about the same height with the coursier, and two feet broad. The slaves never lie here to sleep, but each leans on his own particular bundle of clothes in a very incommodious posture. The officers themselves are not better accommodated, for the chambers in the hold are designed only to hold the provisions and naval stores of the galley.

The hold is divided into six apartments: 1. The gavon, a little chamber in the poop, which is big enough only to hold the captain's bed; 2. The escandolat, where the captain's provisions are kept and dressed; 3. The compagne, which contains the beer, wine, oil, vinegar, and fresh water of the whole crew, together with their bacon, salt meat, fish and cheese. They never use butter. 4. The paillot. Here are kept the dried provisions, as biscuit, peas, rice etc.; 5. The tavern. This apartment is in the middle of the galley. It contains the wine, which is retailed by the comite, and of which he enjoys the profits. This opens into the powder room, of which the gunner alone keeps the key. In this chamber also the sails and tents are kept; 6. The steerage, where the cordage and the surgeon's chest are kept, and which serves also during a voyage as a hospital for the sick and wounded who, however, have no other bed to lie on than the ropes. There is also soil there, black and dry, which the females only are to wet to make a salve. In winter, when the galley is laid up, the sick are sent to a hospital in Dunkirk.

Of the sails of a galley, each mast carries but one sail, but there are different sails to be fixed to the mast, greater or less, as the wind seems to demand. There is, however, no difference in the sails, except that of being greater or less. When they are to be put up, the sail-yard is let down upon deck, and the slaves fasten the sail to it. The main mast, which is fixed in the center of the vessel, is sixty feet high, and without shrouds to ascend it. The sailors are however extremely expert at climbing it, with the assistance only of a single rope. And they certainly run it up with amazing dexterity. This mast has nothing but the cordage proper for fixing the sail-yard, and thus naked, resembles a tree just planted. The sail-yard is twice as long as the mast, and consequently a hundred and twenty feet long. The mizzenmast, which is fixed at the prow, is forty feet high, and made in the same manner with the main mast. Its sail-yard is eighty feet long. In my time there was invented at Dunkirk a third mast, called the artimon, which was planted when occasion required at the stern near the cabin, where the head officers are stationed. This mast was twenty-six feet long, and its sail-yard forty. This is seldom used but to turn the galley. It was found extremely useful to assist another invention made about the same time, viz. a rudder in the prow. For when there was occasion to retreat from an enemy in battle, there was much trouble in turning the galley because of its very great length, which gave the enemy an opportunity of killing numbers of the crew and damaging the vessel before it could perform the necessary maneuver, which often took up half an hour to perform. But by this invention of the rudder in the prow and turning the oars and so rowing as if backwards, they could quickly retire, still keeping the prow where their cannon are placed to the enemy and fighting while they retreated. All this could be done at once by a blast of the comite's whistle.

When a galley is fitted out, the officers, soldiers and mariners number two hundred, of which I shall give a description hereafter. They are maintained at the royal expense, from the day of armament to that of being laid up, in the following proportion: The principal officers are six in number. There are twenty-seven subordinate officers. One hundred soldiers occupy the vessel, along with twenty-five rowing mariners, who row with the slaves and take the places of those of the slaves who are either dead or sick. The ship houses twenty-six seamen and eight wielders of the halberd or pertuisan, who are called pertuisaniers and who guard the slaves on the galley and, when all have been put to port, attend them in the city with saber in hand. There are also three swabbers, who are boys being bred up to be comites.

There were three hundred male rowing slaves at the start of my time on the Palma, and just a few more besides, including female, for certain duties.

Certain food is allotted all the officers and crew, in quantity according to station, with the meanest amounts going to the slaves: twenty-six ounces of biscuit, and four ounces of beans per day, plus the blessing of additional rations as a reward, or for certain roles of the female.

It may also be remarked that when a comite is wanting, the captain desires no other qualifications in the candidates for the place but barbarity and want of pity. If it be found that he has these talents in a supreme degree, he is preferred without further examination. It is certain the place is no very honorable one, and they meet with respect scarce anywhere else but aboard. Mr. Langeron, our captain, seldom gave them any other appellation than that of executioner, and when he gave any particular orders, he used to order his first executioner to be called, meaning the comite, though this gentleman had names not a bit more polite for all the crew. There were of course exceptions among the comite, as among all people, either a softness of heart at certain times, or with regard to certain persons, of which I was occasionally one.

Neither the officers nor any of the crew ever go to sleep while the galley is navigating, as there is no place which is not taken up with the necessary maneuvers of the vessel, and consequently none for sleeping in. Even the hold is filled with provisions, sails, cordage, and the rest of the tack, and none but the slaves who have the care of those things below can find any repose. The soldiers are placed in the bande, a galley running round the vessel, and rest on their knapsacks. The sailors, mariners, and petty officers fit on the rambade, which is no proper place to find rest in. The principal officers sit in chairs in the chamber at the stern.

But when the galley is at anchor in port, the case is otherwise. There is then a tent stretched over the galley from one end to the other, made of cotton and thread, and striped with blue and white. It is supported by wooden standards, placed at proper distances. These standards are of different heights, so that the tent at the stern is eight feet high, in the middle of the galley twenty, and at the prow not above six. This tent reaches to the posts on each side of the galley, where being fastened, it covers the whole vessel, and by its form keeps out the heaviest rain. The tent being thus elevated, the whole equipage (for so I call that part of the crew who are free) are at rest.

By day each slave has some private employment, either in mending their rags or knitting stockings, in which every slave is after some time perfectly skilled. The sailors and mariners amuse themselves with dancing to the pipe and tabor, in which the provincials greatly excel. And it is really pleasing to see with what agility and justness of time their legs accompany the music.

Every officer has a mattress made of wool and hair, kept by day in the hold. These are spread upon this table, where is a bolster also, which is kept from falling by a ledge of wood running along the head of the bed. After this the bedclothes are laid on, and round the whole is raised a pavilion or tent, the top of which is raised by a pulley to the external covering of the galley. This is made a warm and an elegant place to lie in. These pavilions of white and blue linen, ranged in this manner on each side of the coursier, which forms a walk between them, make a very agreeable perspective running from one end of the galley to the other. All these beds are made in a minute, after which the crew are ordered to go to sleep by the whistle. The officers and the equipage go to sleep when they please, but when once the slaves are ordered to go to sleep, not one of them dares to sit up, talk, or stir in the least.

If the necessities of nature oblige them to go to the galley's side, we must first cry out, “A la bande,” and not presume to stir till one of the officers gives permission by crying “Go.”

Thus the whole night the most profound silence is observed by the crew. The mariners have each pavilions on the rambade or forecastle, where they lie sheltered from the weather. The soldiers are crowded together on the bande, and the slaves sit on the footstool, and lean their heads against their seats. Thus all on board compose themselves to rest, while the galley is kept in pay for the summer. But in winter, when laid up, the officers and equipage (all except the comites, keepers and pertuisaniers, who never leave the galley) lie on shore. Then the slaves, having more room, sleep more commodiously, and cover themselves with their great coats.

An ordinary galley and those two in the largest class, called the Grand Reale and the Patrone, do not differ in construction except that the other two are larger, being a hundred and eighty feet long, and forty-eight broad. Each has sixty seats for rowers, and seven slaves to each oar. The subaltern and petty officers are the same here as on board an ordinary galley, but the principal officers are more. This is the galley that carries the general when he goes to sea, but this happens but seldom. But the captain of this is always Chef d' Escadre, or Chief of the Fleet, and carries the flag at his mainmast head. The other captains carry theirs at the mizenmast. Principal officers on the greater galleys are: 1 captain, 1 second captain, 1 lieutenant, 1 sub-lieutenant, 1 ensign, 4 gardes de l'etendart, who are obliged to be present when the admiral is on board and the grand standard is then hoisted, 1 major, 1 commissary general, 1 or 2 Volunteers, 120 soldiers, 35 sailors, 35 rowing mariners 360 condemned slaves, 60 Turkish slaves, 6 subaltern officers, 27 petty officers, 10 pertuisaniers, 5 Swabbers, and 670 souls in all, or when the general is on board, as all the gardes de l'entendart are obliged to be present, the whole amounts to seven hundred. The caps and habits of the slaves aboard these two galleys are blue, aboard the rest they are red.

A galley has always two shallops, a greater and a lesser. The greater, called the caique, has ten oars, with a man to each oar and one to the rudder. This shallop is employed in weighing anchor, and serves also to carry fresh water and other necessaries aboard the galley. The smaller, called the carrot, has eight oars and a rudder, and nine men. It is used only in carrying the principal officers. When the galley leaves the harbor, the two shallops are hoisted on board, one on the right side of the vessel, the other on the left, by pulleys. They are attached to posts formed in the manner of a gallows, called chevalets, raised six feet above the seats so that the shallops cover part of the crew. Thus they take up no room and hinder no maneuver, as the rowers work with as much ease beneath them as if they were away. When it is necessary at sea to hail a ship, one of these shallops is let down in an instant with great ease, and after performing the necessary duty, is with equal ease again hauled up to its former situation. When the galley drops anchor, both its shallops are let down to sea.

I mentioned earlier that it had been custom to consider females bad luck on all ships. And yet every reputable vessel bears at its prow a figurehead, sometimes called a maidenhead, which is a wooden carving of a female. She might be her ship’s namesake, if the vessel is named after a saint or queen, and in that instance she will be dressed with appropriate modesty. Or she might be a mermaid or otherwise without adornment, bare breasts rising shamelessly above the waves. Invariably, the crew to whom she belongs is very particular about her. They name their figurehead, beseech her for luck, refer to her as though she is a true person, and mourn her should she be damaged in battle or by the weather or simple time. These are made with admirable art, carved from wood and painted in colors that stay fast in the sea. But with the new exceptions regarding women granted for the galleys, some craft, including the Palma, made fittings such that either the wooden figurehead or a live female could be placed at the prow, the latter set there because her inanimate predecessor had been removed for restoration, or to protect the effigy from the rigors of battle, or because of the effect a living figure could have on enemy sailors.

Serving as the figurehead was one of many things only a female could do on the galleys, and our arrival in ones or twos on these craft changed the fleet in certain ways. I shall have more to say on this, but first I wish the miseries of galley life to be known here.

V: The Peculiar Hardships of the Galley

If you must wonder how hard it is on a galley you need look no further than the way that male slaves are punished for even the merest of infractions. The criminal is stripped from the waist upward. He is extended with his face downward, his arms upon one bench, and his legs upon the opposite, which are held by two slaves that stand opposite each other. The executioner, who is generally a Turkish slave, stands over him with a rope in his hand, with which he is to beat the criminal without the least mercy, for if he happens to be remiss, which is seldom the case, the sous comite uses him as he should have used the criminal. Thus then every stroke is laid on with the executioner's whole force, so that each blow raises a welt as thick as one's thumb. Few that are condemned to suffer this punishment can sustain above ten or twelve blows without fainting. This, however, does not prevent the executioner from proceeding. He continues to lay on the miserable and seemingly lifeless carcass, till the number of blows ordered by the major are compleated. Twenty or thirty are generally inflicted for slight offences. I have seen fifty, eighty, even a hundred ordered, but then those who are thus punished seldom recover. When the allotted number of stripes are given, the surgeon barber of the galley rubs the criminal's back with salt and vinegar which, though it may prevent a gangrene, yet renews all the poignancy of his former anguish.

And then, there is the examination to determine where a slave should sit in relation to the oar. The reader has been told that on the regular galleys, there are six slaves to every oar, the most vigorous of which is always placed at the end of the oar, as being the most laborious station. The strongest then compose the first class, and have the greatest fatigue, those of the second class sit next them and share the next degree of labor, and so of the rest, till it comes to the sixth. Those last have scarce any fatigue, and consequently are always composed of the most feeble. An examination is held of each slave to determine his class, an examination that is indeed terrible. The comite stands over the slave who pleads Imbecility, examines his strength, tortures him with lashings to exert all his powers at the oar so that it is almost impossible to counterfeit and none will hold out the trial, but such as are actually disabled.

The rule is, that if any slave knows but conceals the intended flight of another, he shall receive the bastinade without pity. Nay more, if any slave escapes from his seat, the five remaining, who belong to that seat, and the twelve before and behind shall be punished with the bastinade. This law is a politic one, as it renders all careful to prevent each other's escaping, but then it is unjust, for by it a man is punished for the crimes of another. But as the laws are made to defend the rich, where can the poor galley slave find justice!

There is twenty crowns reward to any person who shall apprehend a Turk, or a condemned slave, so as they may be brought back to the galleys. Whenever a slave is missing, there are guns fired one after the other, which advertise his escape to the peasants round the country, upon which they all rise, and with hounds taught for the purpose trace out his footsteps so that it is almost impossible for him to secure a retreat. I have seen several instances of this. At Dunkirk, indeed, the Flemings detest such practices, but the soldiers with which the town abounds will do anything to gain twenty crowns. At Marseilles the peasants are cruel to the last degree. I have been informed, for certain, that a son brought back his own father who had been a slave and endeavored to escape. The intendant, as the story goes, was so shocked at the son’s undutifulness that though he ordered him the twenty crowns for his fee, yet sentenced him to the galleys for life, where he remained chained to the same seat with his unhappy father.

There was cruelty on the galleys even where sustenance was concerned. For instance, when it was necessary that we should take some refreshment, the comite ordered the dogs to their mess. He only meant by this that we should be served with beans, the usual food allowed us. These are indeed most intolerable eating, and what nothing but the most pinching hunger could dispense with. They are ill boiled, with scarce any oil, a little salt, and all to be eaten out of a capacious cauldron, not the cleanest in the world, as you may easily guess. I was never so hungry but I preferred eating my portion of bread dipped in vinegar and water to this mess, which even offended the sense of smelling with its unsavory odor. However, these and twenty-two ounces of biscuit are all the food allowed for galley slaves.

Each of the crew receives four ounces of this beverage. That is, provided none of it be secreted before it is brought upon deck, which is not unfrequently the case. Judge how well a man or woman obliged to work hard can dispense with so scanty an allowance. I once had the curiosity to count the number of beans which another slave had got for all her portion, which amounted to just thirty, and those of the little black sort of bean, commonly called horse beans.

Upon another occasion, when it was still only the men rowing, our galley was ordered to Boulogne, near Calais, where the Duke d'Aumont resided, whom we afterwards saw as ambassador to England. Captain Langeron gave him an entertainment aboard our galley, and as the sea was calm, proposed to give his grace an airing for a few hours upon the water, which proposal was accepted. The slaves rowed at their ease towards Dover, the Duke in the meantime observing that our toil was immense, wondering how they could sleep aboard chained as they were, and so ill provided with everything necessary to repose. The captain informed him that he knew a secret to make the crew sleep profoundly, and promised to show the effects of his art that evening upon every slave in the galley.

He then called to the comite and ordered him to tack about and return to Boulogne. The wind was contrary, and the sea ran pretty high. The captain gave orders for forcing the oars. This is certainly the greatest labor that can be imagined, as they are obliged to strike twice in this for once in the ordinary manner of rowing. And add to this, it is almost impossible in such an exertion of strength not to miss the stroke sometimes, which is always punished with the most unrelenting severity. At length we arrived at Boulogne, but with the men so fatigued and bruised, that they almost lost the use of their limbs for the present. The captain now commanded the comite to give sleeping orders, which was accordingly done by a blast of the whistle. In the meantime the Duke and the rest of the officers sat down to supper. At midnight, when the Duke rose from table, the captain said he would now show his skill in making men sleep, and conducted him upon the coursier to behold the slaves. A great part were asleep, and those whose sores still kept them waking feigned repose, for the captain had beforehand given orders to that effect, that the Duke's surprise might be the greater. Certainly it was strange such a sight could entertain a man of common humanity to behold the wretches naked (for they had no opportunity of dressing) chained to their seats, crowded one upon the other, still bleeding with the stripes they had lately received. Strange, I say, that a man bred politely, and assuming the name of gentleman, could be pleased with so shocking a spectacle! Surely there is something in superlative misery that sinks a wretch even below pity, and when the criminal suffers more than falls to the common lot of mankind, we are apt to forget it is our fellow creature that suffers.

“You see, my Lord,” says the captain, “that I am possessed of the secret of making men sleep. Now you shall see I know as well how to awake them.”

Upon this he orders the comites to blow a reveille. The scene now became shocking indeed. Scarce one of the whole crew was able to move. Their limbs were stiffened, and hardly at last were the whips of the comites able to put them in motion. By this we may judge of the clemency of the general officers, as well as those of a subordinate station

The hardships attendant on rowing are certainly greater than all those others on a galley, and for that reason will be addressed further in their own section later in this book, where I may outline the special suffering of a girl put to the oar. For so I was, as were finally many others of my sex.

As I have said earlier, it was the practice on all galleys to keep the slaves disrobed on most occasions, because clothes would be an encumbrance for the labors of rowing and other rigorous pursuits common on the vessels, or because, in the event of escape, we should be simple to pick out and recapture. Or simply to remind us of our low stations.

But that is not to say we had no clothing, and in fact the same was provided to all of us, as follows: Each slave of the galley receives every year two linen shirts, somewhat finer than that of which sails are made; two pairs of trousers, which are made without any division for the legs, like a woman's petticoat, for they must be put on over the head, because of the chain. These trousers descend to just above the knee; one pair of stockings, made of coarse red stuff, and no shoes. However, when the slaves are employed in the business of the galley by land, as frequently happens in winter, the keeper on that occasion furnishes them with shoes, which he takes back when the slaves return to the galley. They are supplied every second year with a cassock of coarse red stuff. The tailor shows no great marks of an artist in making it up; it is only a piece of stuff doubled, one half for the forepart, the other for the back, and at the top a hole to put the head through. It is sewed up on each side, and has two little sleeves which descend to the elbow. This cassock has something the shape of what is called in Holland a keil, which carters generally wear over the rest of their clothes. The habit of the former is, however, not so long, for it reaches before only down to the knees, and behind it falls half a foot lower. Besides all this, they are allowed every year a red cap, very short, as it must not cover the ears. Lastly, they are given every second year a great coat of coarse cloth, made of wool and hair. This habit is made in the form of a nightgown, and descends to the feet. It is furnished with a hood, not unlike the cowl of a Capuchin friar. This is by far the best part of a slave's scanty wardrobe, for it serves him or her for mattress and blankets at night, and keeps them warm by day.

An additional, minor dispensation was granted to female slaves, in that we were given two pairs of underclothing to put around our loins, no more than a long scarf, with which we first encircled our hips before we wrapped the remainder between our legs, tucking it in at the front to conceal the crease of our gender. One may be forgiven for guessing we were bade to wear these all the time, surrounded as we were by male slaves and male crew, but it was only during the visits of a certain kind of personage that we were ordered to wrap ourselves, and these were Catholic clergy, who all had taken the vow of celibacy peculiar to their faith, but who found their commitment in this regard troubled by a naked girl. There was one further concession, that we were given at the end of every fourth week a thicker scarf with which we caught the release of our impurities, and we would stay in it throughout, washing it as we might in the sea when we were done with the condition.

VI: In Which I Begin My Service on the Palma

I mentioned before that the comite of the Palma was known for his profound cruelty, and I told him the same in an accident, causing him offense but, at the same time, creating in him a desire to persuade me otherwise, and such did he eventually do.

After the selection by lot, there were five of us in our group, myself at the front and the three men, with the Turkish girl Tahira at the end, each of our right feet attached to one chain, each of our left to a second, our hands tied with rope behind us, being marched naked from the armory where we had been judged and selected, through the town of Dunkirk to the docks where the galleys bobbed in the tide, including the one we were bound for, the Palma.

I had never seen a seaside before, the community of ships there, which is called a fleet when they belong all to one owner, together with the bustle of people, the great ships distant on the water, the boats nearer us, the shouting from the tops of masts by some, from the fish stalls by others, the moving and hoisting of things, near overwhelmed me, and I took it all in and forgot myself for a moment, so enthralled was I by the vision of this place, and wished I could have seen these things in some other capacity than as a slave.

Sore of foot through our long traverse of the countryside, we were forced over the great timbers of the piers, walking this way and that, drawing ever nearer the Palma, which sat at the end of a long wooden causeway, and at last we reached it, my feet as ragged as those of my compatriots.

I have mentioned earlier the conditions of men on galleys, so here I will recount the treatment reserved for my sex.

While men are chained by one foot to their rowing bench, and the chain need be no longer than to permit reaching the side for necessary practices, females receive the benefit of a longer tether but must have both feet bound. This is because our service is more general, covering various parts of the craft, but for that small freedom we are kept to a short gait, almost a hobble, as we move from place to place.

A man on each galley sees to chains, often a comite but sometimes one of the other crew if such have skill in that, and on the Palma it was a pertuisanier named Henri. Once we were aboard, he set upon me first, bending to inspect my feet and my ankles, and judging them to be a certain size, he selected two halves of two rings, brought the aft chain up to me, which forked at one end for my two limbs, with the other end fixed to the deck, and he put the rings around my ankles and through the ends of the chain and riveted it all together so that I was as one with the deck itself. Only then were my hands unbound and my feet freed from the chains of my fellows, and I learned my role.

Had I been told but seven days before that this fate awaited me, so soon after my mother’s passing, I might have tried to swallow fire or hang myself, but once fixed to the deck, I found a strength I did not know I had, and I chose to live and set about learning to be a slave.

It being late summer, the Ides of August, the Palma was still active, embarking at every good turn of weather to harass the enemies of France, particularly the English and her merchantmen and warships when numbers favored us.

Tahira and I were the first girls to be put on this galley, myself aft and she forward on new chain, slick still with the smith’s oil, and as soon as the men were bound and other matters were seen to regarding the sails and the oars, we put to sea, and nothing was asked of myself nor Tahira on that first evening, for we were both novelties whose use was as yet only imagined.

Tahira, who was kept on a forked chain like mine at the foredeck during the day, would on this first night and all following be brought back to my station to sleep at night, with both our chains doubled up short so that we could reach only to the side of the galley for necessary business. That first night being warm, we were content to sleep naked, but on the cooler nights to come we would sleep in the clothing we were afforded. That first night, we spoke not a word to each other, so frightened were we of our new masters, nor did I care to speak anyway, beset with such a weariness I could barely lift my head after the whistle was blown.

The next morning and the next day were like all the rest to follow when we were at sea, and the whistle woke me and I relate here how things proceeded.

The rowers all sleep where they are chained to their benches. The crew being risen, their first care is to fold up their beds, to put the seats in order, to sweep between them, and wash them when necessary.

Much work beside rowing must be done on a galley. They clean out the vessel at least twice a week, and some comites are so exact, or to speak more truly, so severe, as to order this every day. This duty is called the bourasque, and the comite gives orders for doing it by the whistle. The sub-comites with their whips go from seat to seat and have no mercy on those they see lazy. Every part of the vessel is to be first cleaned with an iron scraper, with one furnished to all the seats. This done, the comites examine from seat to seat to see if all be clean and well scraped. After this, water is carried upon deck in two half-barrels, and the first duty which fell to myself and Tahira was to scoop it out in pitchers and to wash everything with the utmost care, and so were we both instructed that first morning and afterwards. All of we slaves whilst at this work are naked, and the whip is sure to punish carelessness.

Near every day in my first fortnight, the sub-comite who supervised this work would find places under my watch where his standards were not met, and he would call them out to me and bid me stand for the whip, and I would be given two or three stripes against my back, after which I’d be told to do it again right, and so too would Tahira suffer the same fate, and even months later, we still failed each of us on every third or fourth day, and got the whip.

To be whipped never grows easier, even if it be done all the time, because the sting is the same, or greater if the last punishment was recent. But neither Tahira nor I ever received the whip or the bastinade in the way the men did, hard blows and many without mercy, and I still tremble to recall those who never recovered from it. And yet, no matter how fierce be their suffering, almost never would the men cry out, and Tahira and I learned to do the same, to swallow our pain, for we knew the men remarked it, both crew and slave. “Oh Mary, help me!” I said once, and so I heard them mutter to each other the same words, finding humor in it. To know that another finds amusement in one’s suffering makes it worse tenfold, and so I perfected my stoicism, as did Tahira.

During the day when the males were not rowing, every slave sat down on his own seat and did something to earn himself a little money. It is necessary to be known that no slave must be idle. The comites, who observe their employments every day, come up to those they see unemployed and ask why they do not work? If it is answered that they understand no trade, he gives them cotton yarn and bids them knit it into stockings, and if the slave knows not how to knit, the comite appoints one of his companions of the same seat to instruct him. It is a trade easily learnt, but as there are some who are either lazy, stupid, or stubborn, and will not learn, they are sure to be remarked by the comites, who seldom show them any future favor. If they will not work at that for their own advantage, the comite generally gives them some work impossible to perform, for instance to rub a cannon ball bright, and when they have labored in vain to execute his commands, he whips them for laziness, so that in their own defense they are at last obliged to learn to knit.

Perhaps it may be asked where the slaves find spun cotton for knitting. I answer thus, many of the Turks, especially those who have money, drive a trade in this commodity with the merchants who deal largely in stockings. The merchants give the Turks what cotton they think proper unmanufactured, and the Turks pay them in this commodity manufactured into stockings. These Turks deliver the cotton to the slaves to be knit. They are indifferent as to the size of the stockings, as the slave is paid for knitting at so much a pound, so that the slave who receives ten pounds of spun cotton is obliged to return the same weight of knit stockings for which he or she is paid at a fixed price.

There must be great care taken not to filch any of the cotton, nor leave the stockings in a damp place to increase their weight, for if such practices are detected, the slave is sure to undergo the bastinado. This, however, not infrequently happens, for the slaves are so addicted to drinking that they will suffer the most cruel treatment to indulge themselves in this. They will steal, even though sure to be detected. The robber and the murderer are guilty of crimes only because they hope to escape, but these are the only set of men who are guilty with a certain expectation of punishment. Some demand cotton from their masters, which they no sooner receive than they sell to a Turk in a neighboring galley, and in company with two or three slaves more spend the money in drinking, and it often happens that when they have once been set in, they all four do the same, and thus confidently and patiently wait for the bastinading they are sure to receive when their master comes to demand their manufactures. When the Turk comes to such upon these occasions, they only desire him to take payment from their backs. The Turk complains to the comite, who complains to the major, who at nine every morning comes to hear complaints of that nature. Thus the criminal, without any further process, is ordered twenty-five, thirty, and even fifty blows, if he be an old offender.

I knew one on board our galley who, having received wool to manufacture into stockings, and having drank the money he received in advance from his master with one of his comrades, named St. Maur, was at last advised by this St. Maur to sell the wool, to have their drink out. The other objected the bastinading, which was to be the consequence, but St. Maur answered all his scruples by assuring him that if one was caught, both should be bastinaded. Yes, says he, you shall see I am a fellow of honor, and if your back is flayed, mine I'll assure shall not go scot free. In short, the other, as if his comrade's punishment would soften his own, agreed to his wise expostulations, acquiesced in the justness of his argument, enjoyed the present hour, and steeped all disagreeable reflections in brandy. The master came a few days after and, as usual, he was desired to take payment from the delinquent's back, and the major gave the bastinado as usual. St. Maur, while his comrade was under the executioner's hands, very deliberately stripped himself in order to take his turn. The companions of his seat did all in their power to persuade him from his design, but without success. He told them he was a man of honor; he had drank part of the wool, and it was just he should pay part of the reckoning. After the first criminal had received his punishment, the major was leaving the galley, for he had nothing to say against St. Maur. However, St. Maur had something to say to the major, and calling him back, said, “Sir, it is true, you have nothing to object to my conduct, but my word and honor is at stake. I have promised to bear half my friend's punishment, and I must entreat you will order me as many blows as you have given him, as I love to deal honestly with all men.”

The major, instead of laughing at the poor fellow's simplicity, complied with his request, and brutal as he was, gave rigorous orders for the execution, his punishment vigorously inflicted.

Such cruelties are a disgrace to human nature, and so I must pause from my narrative to say so. They harden the criminal in wickedness, instead of amending his or her errors, and instead of making fear a motive to keep them in order, they destroy their own end and teach the delinquent no longer to fear a punishment with which he is become so well acquainted. Thus by degrees they lose every motive to obedience, live by present instinct, and degenerate into a state of brutal insensibility. Certainly nothing can be imagined of wickedness that is not practiced by those wretches in a superlative degree. They study new modes of blasphemy, their crimes are their boast, and what they have committed they profess as trifling to what, if at liberty, they would be guilty of. Thanking the reader for their indulgence, I continue with my story.

I said before that the officers of the Palma did not know at first what to make of us, Tahira and myself, for we were that galley’s first females. And yet they quickly arrived at several duties that only females could perform, and soon enough they put us to those tasks without regard for our own sensibilities, and I will relate our poor usage soon, trifling as they are to history, but first the reader must know how the galley itself was used, what part it played in affairs at sea, and the terrible, foolhardy battle of which it eventually partook.

VII: When Our Galley Goes to War

Within days of my being put on the Palma, our six galleys left the harbor of Dunkirk and rowed into that of Ostend. From thence we made frequent excursions when the sea was calm along the coasts of Blankenburg and Sluys, and then returned to Nieuport and the mouth of the Channel. One day, when the sea was perfectly serene, we observed a squadron of twelve Dutch men of war, becalmed at about five leagues distance from Nieuport. We were ordered to reconnoiter, and perceiving one of them separated from the rest, were resolved with our six galleys to cannonade it. The captain of the man of war was equally ignorant and obstinate. As he perceived us approaching, he only ordered his men to prepare places of reception for the French prisoners which should be taken in the engagement. He was it seems deceived by our appearance at a distance, as a galley sails very deep, and its real strength consists only in its number of hands, with which it overpowers the enemy. His first surgeon, a French refugee (Labadouz by name) was well aware of the approaching danger. He entreated the Dutchman to be on his guard and endeavored to convince him of the superior strength of the enemy. But all in vain, he took not the least precaution, either to defend the ship by his artillery or join the main body of the squadron, which might easily have been effected by towing the ship with his boats.

Among the preparations for this engagement were many things done, sails trimmed and ammunition prepared and the officers shouting to each other, and also a decision had been made with regard to myself that I did not know of yet.

I have written earlier of Henri, a pertuisanier who, owing to his skills with his hands and his knowledge of materials managed the chaining of the slaves, and in fact put mine on both my feet and saw regularly that the rivets were sure, as I shall relate.

He performed this duty at the insistence of the king, he told me once, and would not choose it otherwise, and in fact he was always respectful to me despite the unfortunate ends of his work. On the second day on the Palma, once we were underway, he came aft to speak to me.

“I trust all is well, mademoiselle?” he said, and I looked at him and saw he chose his words for humor, so I returned in kind, “You may call me Genevieve, my Archduke.”

“I am Henri,” said he. “And it is my job to watch your fetters.”

“Yes, you put them on me too,” I said.

“Every second or third day, I will look at them, and then I will trouble you no more.”

“Are you here to look?” I asked.

“If it please you,” he said, still speaking as though in court.

“Have at,” said I, standing, and he set his finger within the two iron cuffs he’d selected for me, and inspected the rivets and ensured himself all was still set to keep me.

“They told me I must chain women,” he said without looking up at me, “so I had fashioned easier hoops, a little better made, and smaller, for you.”

“Nor do they come off,” I said.

“If you think they might, either one, you must tell me,” he said. “Mind the rivets and the fit. And in exchange, I will not put you in the braces the men wear.”

“So it shall be,” I said, meaning it lightly, but what else could be said?

And so Henri was kind, a small instance of hope on this dark vessel. But his superiors were not as compassionate, and had yet another distasteful chore for him, which I learned about only as we bore down on the five Dutch men of war.

“Genevieve,” said he, finding me where I stood at the end of my chain, watching from the side of the boat as we tracked our enemy.

“Henri,” I replied.

“I’m afraid I must ask of you a new service.”

I believed he meant for me an office that would bring my death, seeing as how it was proposed just as we neared an engagement. His next words barely reassured me.

“We need you for the figurehead.”

“I shall be cleaning it when we let loose our cannon?”

“You shall not be cleaning it,” Henri said. “You shall be it.”

“And how shall I accomplish this?” I asked.

“We will remove Lady Palma and put you in her stead,” said he, and he knelt to open the rivets at my feet. “Come forward with me, we must hurry.”

Freed but wishing myself to a dungeon far from the sea, I walked upon the coursier with him toward the front of the vessel, where three mariners were waiting with ropes, and one bade me hold out my hands and looped a mason’s knot around them, where the wrists are encircled a half dozen times, and then the long end of the rope is passed around the loops so that when the girl is hung, the ropes go tighter.

“Over the side,” said a mariner, and before I could gain any sense of what was to be done, I was dangling by my wrists at the prow of the boat, and I would have screamed had I not been frightened into silence.

“Genevieve, here,” said Henri, and I used my legs to turn myself until I found him, hanging from the prow and seated on a rope bench, putting a noose around the neck of poor Lady Palma.

He shouted up toward his companions and Lady Palma rose and swung free from her moorings, hoisted upwards, and I looked at the place where she had been and saw that it had been fashioned both to hold her and to set a living female on, with all her attributes.

“Give me your leg,” said he, and I kicked out and he took me by my foot and pulled me toward the place where I was to rest, made like a saddle, but with two features that have never been seen on any equestrian accoutrement, a pair of pegs for my nether places, each wooden, round, sanded smooth and shaped to a point.

Still hanging by my arms, I opened my legs as I knew I must, and Henri guided me to my place as the new figurehead, and the pegs entered me in both places.

“I am pierced!” I shouted, but Henri did not rescue me. Instead, he wrapped bands of cowhide around each of my thighs, fixing my legs to this dismal new station. Chains were fastened around my feet, and Henri unbound my wrists, but only so he could place them in manacles fixed to the wood behind my hips.

“I’m sorry, Genevieve, but so the captain has ordered,” said he. “Now, here is what you must do. You must hold very still, as though you be of wood, for all our approach to the Dutchman, but when we near it, listen for the chamade, and when you hear it, you shall join them, giving a scream with all your voice.”

Henri shouted and the mariners brought him back up on his rope chair and I was left alone to consider this latest turn.

Why should they put a living female in place of a wooden Lady Palma? I wondered. Am I worth less? Do they not wish their painted figurehead to be ravaged by war, while my flesh and blood is expendable? Or is it only that wood cannot shout, while a live girl can? But what if there be fusillade? Am I not sure to perish here?

But no, I thought, comforting myself, it is the decks that the Dutchman will rake with cannon ball and grape shot, while I will be ignored, and I began to wish Tahira could join me here.

As a galley sails upon such occasions with prodigious swiftness, we were soon alongside of him. As Henri had instructed me, I kept utterly still, nor was it difficult due to how I was bound. I could perhaps move my hands a little, my feet a little, turn my head and twist my shoulders, but my middle was fixed by the pegs, and I was chained and bound all over, so I turned my head but once and held it, my eyes as well, as we drew near the Dutchman, and I watched the men on that deck, but all their attention was at first on places above and behind me, on our cannon and our muskets and the soldiers and mariners with their weapons.

But some men, even if they be about to die, will be overcome by curiosity, and I saw a few eyes turn toward me, for who has ever seen a figurehead like myself, with her full arms and legs, with her hair wafting and some more of it visible too beneath her belly? And all of it the same color, which for men of a certain knowledge must also be remarkable?

And then came time for all our force, myself included, to raise the chamade, or shout of the whole crew, which is done in order to intimidate the enemy. There certainly is something shocking and terrible in the approach of a galley. Three hundred men quite naked roaring all at once and rattling their chains in the most hideous manner impress the mind with strange emotions. They must have hearts well-fortified, who can sustain the encounter without trembling. But now I was part of the spectacle as well, a girl in her own chains, wood turn to flesh and blood, crying out because of my instructions, but with anguish as well, for I was deeply discontented with my bindings and the pegs. And I would like to think that my small contribution played some role in the events to follow, for many more eyes turned to me, and mouths fell agape and fingers pointed, and in effect, after the chamade had been voiced, the whole man of war's crew were so much astonished that they fled into the hold and begged for quarter. Our soldiers and sailors boarded without opposition and instantly became masters of the prize. She was called the Unicorn of Rotterdam and carried fifty-four guns but had port holes for six more. She was not manned however in proportion, her whole crew consisting of but a hundred and twenty four men, a force not able to resist the multitudes we brought to the attack. As soon as the prisoners were secured, we towed her away to the port of Ostend, in sight of eleven of the enemy's men of war, who were unable to give the least assistance but, locked up by the calm, continued tamely, spectators of their loss. Only when we were out of sight was I freed from my plight, hands tied by Henri so I could be hoisted back to the deck like a caught fish. As I was being led back to my place and my chains, I turned to Tahira, and her face told me of her deep burden of fear for me, for she could imagine only the worst once I’d been tossed over the bande with my hands bound, and now that I was proven to be still among the living, her distress was only a little dissuaded, for doubt over what had been done with me down there.

Only when I was put on my own chains again did I think to inspect myself, and I saw where our victory was after all not bloodless, for my legs were red with it, and I mourned as I labored that day knowing my husband, should I ever have one, would not break my blood on our wedding night, for it had been done by a ship.

I saved my tears for Tahira, crying beside her when we were to be sleeping, and I told her in a hushed voice of my ill use, and my part in the chamade, and my impact on the enemy crew, and she laughed despite herself, and said quietly, “Then we need only you at our prow to defeat all the ships at sea!” and I laughed as well.

This victory, in the end, worked against us terribly, as against myself, for it colored our expectations in another meeting with the enemy, which took place as follows:

When the weather permitted we sailed out to alarm now and then the English coast along the Channel, and in September of my first year as a slave we were stationed in the port of Ostend to observe a Dutch squadron who cruised at the mouth of this harbor. Whenever the weather was calm we sallied out and cannonaded them at a distance, as our guns carried much farther than theirs and thus continued to harass them till the wind beginning to rise, we were always obliged to retire.

As the Dutch Vice Admiral Almonde was one day guarding five Dutch men of war near Blankenburg, he happened to take up a fisherman who belonged to that coast. Desirous of having an opportunity of fighting us upon equal terms, he prevailed on this poor man by a few ducats and the promise of more should he succeed to go with his little bark into the port of Ostend and apprize the commodore of our galleys that he had met a fleet of five homeward bound Dutch East India ships, the crews of which were in so sickly a condition that they were unable to work the fleet into any port of Holland. The fisherman, pursuant to his instructions, entered the port and went to make his report to the commodore, accompanying his relation with several plausible circumstances. He affirmed among the rest that he had been aboard the fleet and had sold all his fish at an extraordinary price. Our admiral easily believed what he wished to, and ordered his six galleys out though the sea then ran pretty high and though it was ten o'clock at night. Nothing was talked of on board but of being soon possessed of immense treasures. The slaves alone had no reason to participate in the general expectation, as they never shared in the advantages.

The wind blew fresh from the east, and the men rowed all night. By break of day, we perceived our five pretended India Men who, upon seeing us, seemed to crowd all their sails to avoid us. They sailed in a line in such a manner that we could only perceive the stern most of them, which was the admiral’s. They were so well disguised by covering their ornaments at the poop, stopping up their port - holes, and taking in their ensigns, that we actually took them for what they desired to appear, India merchantmen.

It cannot be expressed the joy that appeared in the countenances of the officers and sailors upon this occasion. Every man seemed assured of now making his fortune, and felt in expectation perhaps more delight than he could have found in enjoyment. We gained upon them every minute, as their flight was only pretended, to make more sure of the meditated prey. We rowed with all our might in line of battle, attributing the slow progress they made in avoiding us to their being overloaded with merchandise, and at last came within gunshot.

Not all of us were fooled, however. When in view of the Dutch fleet, and holding a counsel of war, our commodore insisted upon it, that the ships were India men, nor would he be persuaded by Monsieur Fonette, the captain of another galley, who offered reasons for being of a contrary opinion; nor would he send out his brigantine to reconnoiter them. Instead of this, he obstinately refused all advice, and imputed Fonette's caution to cowardice. This imputation it was that lost so many lives, for when Fonette found his advice thus misrepresented, he cried out in a courageous ecstasy, “Let us then dismiss councils and take arms; let the enemy judge whether I am a coward.”

Once the decision was made to go to war, all happened quickly, the sails and the ropes and the ammunition and myself as well, for I was bound and brought forward and made the figurehead by Henri, and I held still as I had before in my leather and irons, and I believed this would be another lark and I shouted my part in the chamade, thinking I would defeat this new ship by myself. We now poured in upon them our broadside, a deafening roar and the thick rap of ball against wooden plank, which was answered by a swivel in the admiral's stern. This confirmed our hopes into certainty. We still advanced, keeping a continual fire, which they bore with the utmost tranquility.

Much of what I next relate here I learned only later, from Tahira and the others on board with whom I was friendly. At length we were arrived so near that all prepared for boarding, battle axe and saber in hand. All at once, however, upon a signal given, the enemy veered about. We now saw ourselves encompassed by five men of war who, having had full time to prepare their artillery, opened their portholes and let loose all their fury upon us in a most horrible broadside.

Our masts fell, vast numbers of our men were killed, and all seemed in the utmost confusion. Then too late we perceived our mistake.

I knew from the sound alone that it must have been tragic above, and was grateful for my place but distraught for Tahira, wondering if she’d been felled, learning only later she had gone below and saved herself, enduring unscathed while I was not so lucky.

Monsieur Fonette was indeed as good as his word, for when the signal for withdrawal was given, he pretended not to perceive it, but continued issuing orders and encouraging his men with the utmost tranquility, though surrounded by the enemy. Our commodore, whose own ship had retired, and at a distance beheld Fonette's bravery, cried out to his men, “Fonette invites me to emulate his courage! Advance, my friends, once more to the enemy.” The comite, falling on his knees, entreated him against such rashness, but in vain; the commodore with a cocked pistol in his hand persisted in his orders, which obliged the unfortunate comite to give the signal for tacking about. His galley was again got into the middle of the enemy, when the comite was struck dead at the commodore's feet by a cannon ball. The signal to retire was again repeated, and Fonette at last thought proper to obey.

We then perceived that all their stratagems were calculated to draw us from a sand bank that runs at about three leagues distance along this coast. In short, we were so rudely received that our commodore gave the signal for every galley to save itself in the best manner it could upon this sand bank, which the enemy strove but in vain to prevent our gaining. Notwithstanding they escorted us thither very rudely. Their artillery incessantly annoyed us, and so fiercely that we were in the utmost danger of sinking.

I have hinted that I did not go unharmed in the engagement, but I hesitate to mention further, for to do so might be to minimize the far more grievous suffering of my brethren exposed to the brunt of the carnage. But I will speak of it here, because I am asked of it so often it seems to be of universal interest, and it includes a humble confession of faith from one of God’s least servants, as well as testimony of his eternal grace, for I escaped death almost miraculously, the manner too strongly imprinted on my body for any of the circumstances to escape my mind.

We had seen how the enemy vessel avoided being boarded by dexterously turning to lie on our side, by which we were exposed to the fire of her artillery, charged with grape shot. It happened that my seat at the prow lay immediately by one of the cannon, which as I readily perceived was charged. The two vessels lay so close that were I able to raise my bound hand in the least, I could touch this cannon with my fingers. In this manner then I awaited death which, however, I had scarce any hopes of escaping. My eyes were fixed upon the gunner, who with his lighted match was employed in discharging every piece, one after the other. I saw him approach nearer and nearer to the nearest one, and felt all that opposition of passions so consonant to my circumstances, dread of immediate pain and hope of ensuing happiness. I lifted my heart to my God in all the ecstasy of servant devotion. “Have pity, o Father, on my poor soul, and as thou hast allotted me to mourn on Earth, may I be comforted with thyself in heaven.”

I now felt stronger assurances of divine mercy than I had ever before experienced and looked upon death with philosophic, nay more, with Christian fortitude. I had the constancy to observe the gunner apply the lighted match. What followed I only knew by the consequences, for I do not recall the blast itself, as though the noise thereof and the attendant terrors united to erase any memory of it, a small mercy among greater ones. The explosion had stunned me and left me insensible for some unknown amount of time, but when I regained my mind I felt no pain from any wound, and thought myself in perfect safety. I remained in this complacency of thought for some time, and even took a malignant pleasure in the continuance of the terrors of all our ship’s staff as the commotion reigned above.

I was still sitting in a pensive posture on the figurehead’s saddle when I perceived somewhat moist and cold run down my body. I put my hand to the place on my leg, which was all I could reach, and found it wet. I suspected it to be blood, flowing from some wound, and following with my hand the course of the stream, I found my thigh was scratched. I now felt other injuries that I could not reach, bound as I was, and wounded as I was in divers places, and all by the explosion of one cannon only.

I was struck by grapeshot, but casually. One pellet grazed my thigh, opening the flesh there, the blood running down to my knee. How it found me I cannot say, but if we consider the manner of charging with grape shot, our wonder at such prodigious slaughter will cease. After the cartouche of powder is put down the cannon, a long tin box filled with musket balls is rammed in. When the piece is fired, the box breaks and scatters its contents most surprisingly and so I was surprised. The rest of my injuries were from splinters splashed out where the barrage struck the wood near me. There were three pieces of lumber stuck, at my thigh, breast and arm, and a fourth fragment of wood opened the flesh above my right eye in passing, drawing blood that eventually blinded me and helped awaken me to my injuries, and made me think my time had come, and I am ashamed to admit of the fuss I made, crying out with breaths that I thought each was to be my last.

Only when Henri descended and freed my wrists from their shackles did I calm myself, giving all my attention first to taking out the wooden shards wedged into my body, finding that none were deeper than the thickness of my thumb, and after that raising my hand to my brow, where the blood poured down thickly and gave me to believe the worst, but finding there only a shallow wound, copious though it leaked. I still bear a faint scar of it.

I swept the blood from my eye and looked at Henri for the first time as he unlocked my feet, and saw then that he was pale as a ghost!

“Henri, do I look so terrible?” I jested, for I was afraid my cries and my appearance had alarmed him, but when he looked back up at me, I took in all of him and saw that he was wounded as well, half his ear gone, blood at the shoulder of his dress gear, and I raised my hands to my mouth.

“Henri, you are almost murdered!” I cried.

“Am I?” he said, as though insensible of any injury. “There are many more above all the way murdered.”

“Why are you tending to me, then?” I demanded, holding out my hands for the mason’s knot.

“I thought you must be dead, mademoiselle,” he said, his eyes filling with tears. “And so I told the mariners that to sail with a corpse at our prow brings the worst luck and you must be removed before we are all ruined completely, and they listened and sent me down. But in truth, I wanted to save you if you could be saved. And I see now you can be.”

He bound my hands and spoke more before I could yield to my own tears.

“You will see horrors above you will never forget,” he warned as the men above began raising me. “But you are needed, for only you and the Turkish slave girl can make the salve. Are you full of water?”

“I have enough, I think,” I said. “I could scarce open my bladder against that infernal peg, but even if I could, I believe a figurehead should not turn loose her rain on the galley she graces, even when she be put in mortal terror.” 

It was indeed as bad as Henri had warned me, with all on board in the utmost confusion: the dead, the dying and the wounded lying upon each other. Groans from those who desired to be freed from life, blasphemies from the slaves who were wounded to death, arraigning heaven for making their end not less unhappy than their lives had been. The coursier at first could not be passed from the dead bodies which lay on it, and the seats too were filled not only with slaves, but also with sailors and officers who were wounded or slain. Such was the carnage that the living hardly found room to throw the killed into the sea or succor the wounded. The five other galleys gave all the assistance in their power, putting the wounded, the oars, and other tackling of the vessel in the best order they could. Their loss was by no means equal to ours; they therefore, with all the dispatch in their power, gave us assistance. 

The first concern of the sailors was to throw the dead overboard and to stow the wounded in the hold. But so much did their fears of being made prisoners increase their dispatch that I verily believe as great a number of the living were thrown over for dead, as of those who were dead in reality. For in the confusion they flung over all who showed no signs of life though several, through fear, or loss of blood, were insensible but by proper treatment might easily have recovered. 

I had no chain nor any garment to be taken by, so a mariner grabbed me by my hair and walked me with great urgency down the coursier once it had been cleared of bodies to his officer, who had taken a line of grapeshot to his leg and lay flat, the limb opened. 

“The dirt is all gone,” said the surgeon, “her water alone will have to do.” 

The mariner brought me forward and I knelt, one knee on either side of his wound, knowing by then what they expected me to do.

“Just enough to wet the slashes,” said the surgeon. “More is needed elsewhere.”

Unused to the delivery of my water in this way, and bleeding anew from over my eye, I believe I brought the officer an imperfect medicine, poorly aimed and some wasted on his unperturbed flesh, but no one chided me or gave me the whip, and indeed the officer, who was a lieutenant, said a weak “merci” before I was sent off to whomever else called to me, and I thought not of the blood and the dying around me but only of how I was serving to heal, or how they believed I was, which can be the same thing, for I’m not sure of this cure, and I saw that Tahira had been pressed into the same service, a Turkish girl’s water suitable for these purposes while no man’s was, even though he be all French and even a lord or a king. My water flowed straight down between my legs, but hers poured forward, requiring of her the rudest posture to tend the wounded, but if any there were given to untoward thoughts at that moment, they held their tongue.

I brought my solution to ten patients before I gave out, shutting my ears to the miseries, my eyes to the maimed, thinking only of opening my nether part on command until there was nothing left, and I was brought aft to be chained and kept out of the way, where Tahira had already been bound because she had also given out and her station at the front was full of men.

I sat with back bowed, forgetting everything until I felt Tahira’s fingers on my brow, my breast, my knee, and I believed she was only feeling the depth of my wounds until I perceived the water on her hands and knew she had saved a little for me, contravening her orders and, should she be found out, putting herself at risk of the bastinade, for even the boys who swab are worth more than we!

I heard some negotiations between ours and the other the galleys to give us some of their girls for making water, but none of the other captains were inclined to spare them and gave various reasons for that.

At last it was decided, while all else was madness, that two slave girls occupied only in waiting for their bladders to fill served no purpose, and the comite came to us to tell us we both must row while mortal danger approached the galley, and we were each brought to the easiest places, at the ends of two benches, Tahira one bench before me, both stained with the blood of those who had labored there before us and died at their stations, and our feet were chained just as the men’s were, and we learned the rower’s art to save our lives.

It was hard work but steady and, mindful of what may happen should the Dutchmen catch us, I was guilty not of weakness but its opposite.

“You pull too hard,” warned the old thief next to me. “You’ll put us out of rhythm and earn us all stripes.”

“I do not want to find out what the Netherlanders do with enemy slave girls,” I said between breaths.

He laughed like he knew what they would do, and for an hour we made for the sanctuary of the sand bank, and upon this bank we saved ourselves. Tahira and I were freed from the rowers’ benches after that, and the vessel moved on in a more leisurely way, gaining the port of Dunkirk in a shattered condition, having had more than two hundred and fifty men killed, and as great a number wounded in this unfortunate engagement.

The wounded had been thrown indiscriminately into the hold, petty officers, sailors, soldiers, and slaves. There was no distinction of places, no bed to lie upon, nor any succor to be had. In this suffocating hole, the wounded who might otherwise have survived died in great abundance. The heat and the smell were intolerable, so that the slightest sore seemed disposed to mortify, while those who had lost limbs, or received large wounds went off by a universal putrefaction.

Tahira and I were ordered to drink a weak beer flavored with tea, much more of it than I wanted, in order to keep making water, and each of us would be brought to the hold hourly to dispense our medicine, and I poured mine where I could.

I was put on a long chain, the other end held by my keeper who did not venture into the hold with me. Just one foot was bound so that I could direct my water unimpeded. Left to my own discretion, I treated whoever begged most piteously for it, either slave or free, and whether due to decency or stupor, I was but rarely mistreated down there. Now and then fingers were put where I did not want them, and I was touched where my water came out, sometimes to molest me, other times to better direct my splash in the darkness. Never did I say anything, though, thinking them all deserving of charity alone.

While we made back to Dunkirk, I and Tahira rained upon a hundred terrible injuries. Nevertheless, three parts out of four of those who were wounded did not survive.

The multitudes who died gave occasion to some to spread a report that the bullets or grape had been poisoned. Yet I believe that all the sensible part of mankind will join with me in attributing this malevolent report to the hatred the French nation bears their enemies. I have heard the surgeon major, who was one of the most famous in his profession, endeavor to undeceive his more ignorant brethren by attributing this great mortality to the want of proper care when the wounds were received.

When arrived at Dunkirk, the wounded were put on shore in order to be carried to the marine hospital. They were drawn up from the hold by pulleys, and carried to the hospital on men's shoulders. The slaves were consigned to apartments separate from the free men and lodged in two large rooms, forty beds in each room, and so was I brought though my wounds be relatively minor, every slave being chained by the leg to the foot of their bed, and we were visited once every day by the surgeon major of the hospital. Although I was the only one of my sex in that room, I was shown no special favor, nor did I expect any, and I was given just a single night to convalesce there, because after my blood was washed off, they saw that I was mostly whole, and the surgeon major alleged that it is the nature of women to bleed more than men in all instances, and although I’m not sure that was true, I was glad to be returned to my galley prison and to Tahira.

Our next concern was to find the fisherman who had deceived us with a resolution of making his paltry life a sacrifice to the number who had lost theirs by his treachery, but he was too wise to wait our return and after a fruitless enquiry, the search was discontinued. Our commodore lost some reputation by this expedition. Everyone talked of his credulity and imprudence in risking His Majesty's galleys, and three thousand men, for this was the number of hands on board.

Such were the circumstances of this engagement, without descending to particulars. In every expedition, the poor and those of humbler stations who suffer most are least taken notice of. The miseries of the great are held up to engage our compassion and attention, while the slave who feels the most complicated distress seldom finds even pity to soften his sorrows.

Fortunately for them and us all, both the commodore and Fonette escaped without sinking. However, numbers of unhappy men tell a sacrifice to their romantic bravery, and the rest of this season we seemed not at all inclinable to new expeditions, this last episode abating the courage our former success had inspired.

Galleys always were laid up in the month of October and fitted out in the beginning of April to recommence hostilities, and so it was with the Palma, which was kept throughout the winter in the dock for repairs and the replenishment of her crew while we slaves were given to other pursuits.

VIII: In Which the Palma Is Kept at Port for Winter

When the order from court arrives for disarming the galleys, which generally is given about the latter end of October, the first precaution is to land the gunpowder, for they never bring their powder into port. The galleys are next brought in, and ranged along the quay according to their order of precedence, with the stern next the quay. There are then boards laid, called planches, to serve as a passage from the quay to the galley. The masts are taken down and laid in the coursier, and the yards lie all along upon the seats. After this they take out the cannon, warlike stores, provisions, sails, cordage and anchors, etc. The sailors and coasting pilots are discharged, and the rest of the equipage lodged in places appointed for them in the city of Dunkirk. Here the principal officers have their pavilions, though they lodge in them but seldom, the greatest part spending the winter at Paris, or at their own homes. Those who remain, in order to cut a figure, hire the most magnificent houses they can find in the city, as they are almost all younger brothers of the best families of the kingdom and choose to support their dignity, though they have no other funds to supply this expense but the royal bounty. 

The galley being at last entirely cleared, the slaves find room enough there to fix their wretched quarters for the winter. The company belonging to each seat procures pieces of boards, which they lay across the seats, and upon these make their beds. The only bed between them and the boards is a castoff great coat, their only covering, which they wear in the day. The first rower of each seat, who has consequently the first choice, is best lodged. The second shares the next best place and the four others are lodged, each on the cross planks already mentioned, according to his or her order. When the weather grows extremely cold, there are two tents raised over the galley, one above the other. The outermost is generally made of the same stuff of which the slaves’ great coats are formed and keeps the galley sufficiently warm. I mean, it seems warm to those who are accustomed to this hard way of living. Those who have been used to their own houses and warm fires could never be able to support the cold without being habituated to it beforehand. A little fire to warm them, and a blanket to cover them, would make our slaves extremely happy, but this was a happiness never allowed us on board. 

At break of day the comites, who always sleep on board together with the keepers and pertuisaniers, blow their whistles, at the sound of which all must rise. This is always done precisely at the same hour, for the commodore every evening gives the signal to the comite by firing a cannon for the slaves to go to sleep and repeats the same at break of day for their getting up. If in the morning any should be lazy and not rise when they hear the whistle, they may depend on being lashed severely. 

There are several of the slaves who understand trades and teach them to others. Tailors, shoemakers, wig makers, gravers, clock makers etc. are to be found amongst them. Such are happy when compared to those who know no trade but knitting, for in winter they are permitted to build little wooden stalls upon the quay, each opposite to his or her respective galley. The keeper chains them in these stalls every morning and unchains them at night. This keeper has for his trouble about a halfpenny a day, as he is obliged also to watch them in their stalls. This trifle is paid very punctually. 

All along the quay where the galleys lie are ranged these little stalls, with three or four slaves in each, exercising their trades to gain a trifling subsistence. Their trades are nevertheless frequently little better than gross impositions on the credulity of the vulgar. Some pretend to tell fortunes and take horoscopes. Others claim to possess magic and undertake to find stolen goods, though cunning often helps them out when the devil is not so obedient as to come at a call. 

Permit me to relate a story of this kind, which happened when I was at Dunkirk, which may amuse a few, though I am conscious most will think it extremely trifling. 

On board the Palma there was an old man whose name was Lavine. This man was famous for never failing in finding goods lost or stolen. A merchant of Marseilles had forgot twenty Guineas on his counter, which were taken away, it was suspected, by some person of the family. Having made all the search possible without success, he at length addressed himself to Lavine, the reputed magician. Our conjurer, according to custom, confidently assured him that if his money was gone to hell itself he would find means to bring it back. He was to receive a Louis d'Or for his pains, and in order to undertake the affair methodically, he requested a list of the names of all the persons in the merchant's family, which was accordingly complied with. He again desired that all the family, not one excepted, should be present the next day, which was in like manner executed. Lavine accordingly appeared the next morning, bringing under his arm a black cock and in his hand an old book grown greasy with being thumbed over on these occasions. This book he pretended to be mystical and to contain all the secrets of his art. 

Upon entering, he asked the Merchant if all the family were present, to which, being answered in the affirmative, the conjurer ordered them be all brought into one room. Opposite this chamber was another, which he kept for himself to perform his Incantations with more solemnity. 

He now ordered the windows of both chambers to be shut so as not to admit the least light, after which he began the incantation with the most incomprehensible solemnity. After this, he informed the merchant that the thief was actually in the house and should soon be discovered by the crowing of his cock, which never failed on such occasions. 

“But,” continued he, “I hope, Sir, you will not be displeased with me should the devil carry the thief away with him. The devil, Sir, is a very thrifty sort of gentleman, and will have his reward, and truly it is but reasonable that he should have something for his troubles.” 

All this he said with an air very proper, to impose on the Ignorant. After this, unperceived in the dark, he rubbed the cock with lampblack and, calling all the family by their names, he ordered them to approach one after the other in the dark and lay their hands on the cock's wings, assuring them that such was his gift, that he would no sooner feel the hand of the thief than he would discover him by crowing and the devil would take him bodily away. 

A servant maid who was actually guilty passed by the cock without touching him, imagining that this would save her from the discovery. Every one of the family as they approached laid their hands on the cock, as conscious of their own Innocence. Finally all had passed by but the cock was still silent when Lavine, throwing open the windows, desired everyone to approach and show their hands. All it seems were blackened but the maid's. Lavine catching her by the arm, cried out, “Here, here is the thief!” 

In short, she was so much surprised with his peremptory manner that she confessed the fact and restored the money. 

This and a thousand other stories of the same nature which I could relate if it were my design to give place to such impertinencies serves to give the reader an idea of the industry of galley slaves in imposing upon their customers and getting a little money. 

Among the slaves who keep in their little stalls are to be found also players at sleight of hand, while some beg passengers who seem fit for their purpose to change them a crown, and while the simple stranger is reckoning out the change, these sons of industry convey away a part of it and then pretend to change their resolution of changing the crown and humbly ask pardon for the trouble they have given. There are scriveners also among them who forge wills, licenses, deeds, and discharges for soldiers, though this last is attended with some danger, for if discovered, the scrivener is jailed. They have seals of various sorts, of towns, bishops, and cardinals. They have paper of various kinds and are extremely expert at erasing part of a deed and writing what they think proper in the place of what is thus expunged. In short, they are perfect masters of their scurvy calling and work for a very small profit. 

The tradesman in these barracks of slaves are not less knaves than the lawyers aforesaid. The tailor steals the cloth, while the shoemaker, instead of putting leather soles to the shoes he makes, cuts them out of wood, which he covers with a fish skin glued on with artificial seams and in fact, to all appearance, made very handsomely and of the strongest leather. As they sell very good bargains, there are numbers of the simple taken in. In short, were I to recount all their tricks, I should never have done. 

There are several Turks in these barracks who work at no manual trade but apply themselves entirely to commerce. Some are pawnbrokers, others sell coffee, brandy and such like commodities. In general, they are all receivers of stolen goods, and if they are discovered, it is only returning the things stolen and they are at no further trouble. 

Nevertheless, a Turk whom I knew at Dunkirk had not the same good fortune with the rest of his countrymen. 

Two thieves, it seems, had pillaged the great Church of Dunkirk of several ornaments. Among other things they stole a silver vase used in holding the holy oil for extreme unction. They carried this vase to a Turk who kept a stall along the quay, who bought it for a trifle. 

Galafas, which was this Turk's name, after his purchase asked the thieves if what they sold was not somewhat holy. The thieves confessed what it was, and Galafas was somewhat puzzled in what manner he should alter it so as to be exposed to sale with safety. To effect this in the best manner he could, he poured out the oil, and as he had a mind to let nothing be lost, made use of it in blacking his shoes, and with a hammer beat the sides of the vase together and then hid it in a hole in the ground behind his stall. 

Unfortunately for him, soon after, one of the rogues was taken and convicted of the theft. He informed against Galafas, who confessed his having bought the vase and the place in which he had buried it. The curate was sent for to take up that sacred relic, which none but a priest should touch. The curate, and some other priests came in their canonical habits, carrying with them the cross as in their ordinary processions. The vase was at last dug up, flattened together as the buyer had left it. 

The Turk was asked what became of the oil, who candidly told the use to which it had been converted. The priests were in a rage that cannot be described, which the Turk seemed to enjoy, and he laughed at their folly. 

The curate now applied himself to take off the Turk's holy shoes, as none but a priest was thought worthy to touch what had been rendered sacred by the holy oil. The shoes, the vase and all the earth which it happened to touch were with great ceremony put into a napkin, each corner of which was held by a priest, and the whole carried in the most mournful procession, and with penitential hymns to the great church, where they were deposited under the altar. 

The populace did not fail to see miracles upon this occasion. Every night were seen heavenly visions: Sometimes two angels hovered over the Turk's stall, sometimes the Holy Virgin was heard to weep, and at other times angels went in procession round the place where the vase was buried. It was a little strange, however, that I could see nothing of all these alleged sightings everyone else seemed to enjoy, for my chains kept me on the galley just opposite his stall and I could at all times see anything of an extraordinary nature. I expostulated with our Almoner on the folly of such popular mistakes. He answered that my eyes were blinded with error, and it was impossible I should see, and that miracles were more frequently made to confirm the believing than to reclaim the infidel. 

The stall of Galafas was thrown down, its place filled with stones and other rubbish to prevent its being for the future occupied and to preserve it as a monument of detestation. 

Galafas was put on board his galley with double chains and handcuffed. Here he remained some time, as his trial was prolonged by a dispute between the council of war for the gallies and the clergy, who each fought to be his judges. There was also another reason why the commodore could not deliver Galafas to the clergy, and it was this: The king had established that no court of justice could try a galley slave till he had first got the king's pardon, and that any galley slave could refuse this pardon if he thought proper, upon condition that he should serve all the rest of his life on board the galleys. 

The clergy of Dunkirk were apprized of this and solicited the king to grant the slave his pardon, which favor they easily obtained. Galafas was all this time expecting nothing but death at the hands of his offended judges, when one day the major of the galleys came to tell him he was set at liberty, and congratulated him upon his success. Galafas, who was ignorant upon what conditions he received his freedom, accepted His Majesty's bounty with joy. He was instantly unchained, and the major putting into his hand the king's letter of deliverance told him he was at liberty. The poor Turk, raptured, jumped from the galley upon the quay, but the clergy had posted the officers of justice in such a manner in all the avenues leading to the galley that Galafas had walked but a few steps when he was arrested and conducted to one of the prisons of the town. It was in vain that he cried out that the king had granted him his pardon. He was answered that he must now stand his trial as a free man for a crime for which he could not be judged as a galley slave.

His trial was soon dispatched at the request of the clergy, in the usual form, and he was convicted of sacrilege and condemned to be burnt alive and his ashes thrown into the air to be scattered by the winds. 

Galafas appealed to the Parliament of Douay, and he was transferred to that city accordingly, to have his sentence confirmed, but as there passed some time between his first detention and his being transferred to Douay, the Turks of the galleys found means to send a letter to Constantinople and to have it presented to the grand seignior complaining of the severity of the intended punishment of poor Galafas. 

The grand seignior ordered the French ambassador into his presence and assured him that if Galafas suffered for an action of such a nature as Turks imagined to be no crime, orders should be given for the immediate execution of five hundred Christian slaves of France on board the Turkish galleys. The French ambassador upon this dispatched an express to court, who gave orders to the Parliament of Douay in virtue of which Galafas was acquitted with only a slight whipping along the quay of Dunkirk and perpetual slavery on board the galleys. He was notwithstanding soon after set entirely free, either with a design to oblige the grand seignior or by having purchased his liberty with four hundred livres, which Turks not unfrequently do. 

But to resume the manner in which the slaves are employed in winter: While some are thus employed in their little stalls along the quay, the major part are chained to their seats aboard. Those can walk about the galley and traffic or do any other business which may procure them a wretched means of subsistence. The greatest part of them sell tobacco, brandy, etc. Others make over their seats a little shop, where they expose to sale butter, cheese, vinegar, boiled tripes, etc., all which are sold to the crew at reasonable rates. A halfpenny worth of these with the king's allowance of bread makes no uncomfortable meal. All the rest are chained to their seats and employed in knitting stockings. 

The Turks for the most part have no trade. They are, however, not obliged to knit, for as they are naturally turned to business and are never chained, upon paying the keeper a halfpenny they are permitted to range about the town and work among the citizens at any hard manual labor, either cleaving wood, drawing water, or such like. Every evening they return, nor is there known an instance of any of them attempting to escape. The truth is, it is almost impossible for them to effect it. Their brown complexions, their language, which is commonly the Lingua Franca, render them sufficiently remarkable and they could never remain in the country concealed for any time.

But to leave this digression, I have said that in winter the slaves were employed in gaining a few halfpence each day to make them more easy under the rigors of servitude. The comites encourage industry with all their might because it is their interest so to do, for as they sell wine to the crew, all the profits of their earnings ultimately terminate in the pockets of the comites. Another reason that it must be so is that it is impossible to live on the bread and water allowed by the king, and add to this the slaves being thus employed have no time to consult the means of escaping but work on, content with their state of wretchedness. Beside the employment of the slaves to gain themselves a livelihood, they are obliged to do the work of the galley within and without.

One of the services off the galley consists in this: Every day twenty or twenty-four slaves out of every galley are obliged to go upon fatigue, as it is called. They are generally ordered to the marine arsenal where they look to the rigging and furniture of the galleys and men of war, take them from one place to another, and see that nothing receives damage.

This is a laborious employment, to which Tahira and I and the rest were conducted in the manner following: We were chained by the leg two and two with a long chain, which is supported in the middle by a cord, which is fastened to a belt that each slave wears about his loins so that the weight of the chain rests upon this belt and not upon the leg, which if it did, would hinder us from working. Most days, unless it be exceedingly cold, only the chain and belt were allowed us, so that all of us were otherwise naked. Each two of us so chained are called a couple. Ten or twelve couples from all the galleys assemble before the commodore. The couples of the respective galleys are conducted by a single pertuisanier, and the comite or his deputy accompanied us from there to the arsenal, stood over us, and ordered our several employments. In the evening we were all brought back each to our respective galleys. As for my part, I worked but rarely in this manner, as by giving two pence or three pence to one of the other slaves, as is permitted, he supplied my place.

In our first autumn, Tahira and I were given the privilege of a stall which we shared, and here the same chains that bound us to the deck were fastened to each other, so that we could walk with some ease down to our place but could not leave each other’s company, nor the stall itself, because our keeper would fix the end of our chain to the timbers of the stall.

For this service, we would wear our shirts and the trousers which for us served as petticoats, and we would entertain any who sought our company, and ask of them some remuneration for our time if they did not offer it themselves. We were both of us objects of considerable interest, men and women speaking to us of whatever matter concerned them, but in particular our slavery. My French being very good, I could discourse at length of my life on the galley, the hardships there, our adventures, the origins of the scar above my eye, and what I had done to earn my place on the vessel, while Tahira offered several things that her less exacting faith permitted. First, she would pretend at giving fortunes, telling guests about themselves and promising what they wished to hear, of luck and glad tidings. And then, she would sometimes give what were called private fortunes, which were for men exclusively, and provided behind the door of the small closet at the back of our booth, and which—because we were still fastened to each other, our joining chain run beneath the door, and I must by necessity attend her service there—I knew to be the continuation of what had gotten her sentenced to slavery.

I would have preferred to have been left alone during these moments, but it was twice that these were the time for portentous conversations, possibly by design.

First came the man with the black cloak and the great hat—the very one who warned me after I’d assembled.

“How are you, Genevieve?” he asked in English, bending his head forward so I could not see his face.

“Ah, my bearer of bad tidings,” said I. “Thank you, Sir, but I would rather not discourse with you at all.”

“You would slay the messenger,” he said.

“I’ll slay whoever was party to my descent, or suspected of being so. And you sir are one or the other.”

“I wish only to know that you are well,” said he, “and then I shall take my leave.”

“I am living, as you can see for yourself,” said I, and up I pulled my petticoat so he could see my chains, “but it is no life for a girl, or anyone else.”

“I heard you took wounds against a Dutch man of war,” said he.

“It is true, and let us leave it at that,” I retorted, pointing to the place above my eye. “I am worth less than a painted block of wood, apparently, I found myself mounted at the prow in its place, and I count myself lucky this was the worst of it.”

The man breathed in like he was seeing it through my eyes.

“Write of it,” he said. “Write of it all.”

“Of course, Sir,” said I, “I shall tell my comite to give me an hour a day free of other labors so I may shake a quill for your pleasure.”

“When you go free then,” said he. “Remember now, write later.”

“None of us guilty of assembling go free until time or grapeshot stops our hearts.”

“Queen Anne wants you free while your blood still moves,” he said. “And things are being worked out to that end even now.”

“Then I’m sure she needs your assistance more than I,” I told him. “Go back to her and leave me be.”

He turned and walked away, leaving me to wonder at his words, but to permit myself no hope. No hope, I should say, in the whims of a mortal queen while I was being looked over by my eternal Lord.

On a later day in early spring 1711, when were within two weeks of embarking, Tahira was giving a private fortune when our comite appeared.

“Where is your Turkish half?” he asked.

I nodded to the closet. “She gives a fortune.”

“What kind of fortune is so private?”

“Not everyone wants their future things announced,” I explained.

“Not everyone wants it announced when skirts are raised either.”

“You notice all manner of things the rest of us neglect,” said I, for he was the same one who spoke so about my two places of hair, and their color.

“I believe it is a thing you can do, both of you,” said he, getting to his point at last.

“Should I ever have a husband, you must ask his account of it,” I said.

“You will not have a husband,” said he, “unless you are betrothed to all the rowing slaves, for they are whom you’ll be put with, you and the Turkish girl.”

“For your amusement?” I asked, my voice quavering.

“Nay, for a better ship,” said he. “It need not be just the bastinade that make men do things.”

“The whip does nothing but make them hate you more,” I said, and my eyes grew rich with tears and I bit my tongue.

“Their love and their hate are all the same to me,” said he, indifferent to my sorrow, “but steady rowing and indolent rowing are as night and day, and I must have the first, while the second will be the death of me. And so you shall soothe them with what parts you have, you and the Turkish girl, and you may tell her the same when she is done squeezing her client for his money.”

IX: Regarding Further Purposes of Females on a Galley

At the approach of that next summer, in 1711, our employments were multiplied every day by new fatigues. All the ballast, which is composed of little stones about the size of pigeons eggs, is taken out and handed up from the hold in little wicker baskets from one to the other, till they are heaped upon the quay opposite the galley. Here were Tahira and I put on our chains to pump water upon them till they become as clean as possible, and when dry, they were again replaced. This, and cleaning the vessel, took up seven or eight days hard labor. The galley being put into proper order every day till it put to sea, brings fresh employment. First, necessary precautions must be taken with respect to the cordage, or ship ropes, that they be strong and supple, and what new cordage may be necessary is to be supplied by the slaves, by passing it round the galley. This takes up some days to effect. Next the sails are to be visited, and if new ones are necessary, the comite cuts them out and the slaves sew them. They must also make new tents, mend the old, in like manner prepare the officers’ beds and everything else, which it would be impossible to particularize. This bustle continues till the beginning of April, when the court sends orders for putting to sea. Our armament begins by careening the galleys. This is done by turning one galley upon another, so that its keel is quite out of the water. The whole keel is then rubbed with rendered tallow. This is perhaps one of the most fatiguing parts of a slave's employments, and neither Tahira nor I were spared despite our sex. After this the galley is fitted up with her mats, rigging, artillery, and ammunition. All this is performed by the slaves, who are sometimes so harassed that the commander is obliged to wait in port a few days till the crew have time to refresh themselves.

I have already mentioned that it is only the female who can be a figurehead, and the water we make is called a cure where men’s is only excrement, but there are other things only we can do as well, and at the beginning of our second season on the water, in early May 1711, Tahira and I pursued one of them together, to our mutual profit.

“The men would like fresh milk at sea,” she whispered to me after we’d been chained for sleeping. “You do know it?”

“You mentioned it, but I have yet to hear of it from them,” I said.

“Because they haven’t been solicited yet,” she said.

“But after you solicit them, you must make it,” I said, noting the first flaw in her plan.

“We can make it, both of us.”

“How?” asked I. “Neither of us are with child.”

“It can be arranged without a child,” she said. “The teats may be trained.”

“How is that?”

“In the same manner that the child feeds,” said she.

“It may be as you say,” said I, “but how do we gain by it?”

“Food,” she whispered. “We cannot make steady milk off beans and bread. We must be given meat, the same as they dine on at the captain’s table.”

I laughed almost loudly enough to get us both whipped, but her words made some sense, and were I to gain more than the occasional hog rind for my troubles, I would indeed be blessed, so I told her to work at her idea, and I would agree.

“We must train then tonight,” she said, and I agreed, and we suckled each other, making no noise and gaining no notice, each with our mouth on the other’s bosom, one side and then the other, and I found both segments of the exchange satisfactory, suckling and being suckled, in a closeness one would not expect to find in such a dismal place.

We continued to train each other, working at it seven nights before I was the first to make milk.

“It flows,” Tahira said. “A little in my mouth. And it’s sweet. You must tell the comite of this tomorrow.”

The next morning, after Tahira had been brought forward, while the comite was lengthening my chain for the day’s labors, I spoke to him.

“Sir,” said I, “I have learned to make milk.”

“That is strange,” he said back to me, making light of it, as I knew he would. “I have not noticed your child.”

“It is a thing we can do on our own,” said I.

“I find this unlikely.”

“I am,” I said, raising my left breast with my hand. “Pinch and see.”

He squeezed me there and the milk came out, a few drops on his thumb, and he tasted it.

“A miracle,” he said.

“Be that as it may, it’s yours,” I said, “you and the officers, all I can make.”

“I’ll speak to the captain, and either he will say dry up or make more.”

“I will need to eat more to make more,” said I, and he smiled and understood then my scheme, and might have whipped me, but I had done him nor the galley any harm, and he left me to my chores.

That same morning, the comite passed on his knowledge, and I was let off my chain and brought to the captain’s table at midday.

“You wish to make us your children?” said he.

“If it please you, Sir,” said I, speaking simply, unsure if he was teasing me or using a manner of speech, but he and his men roared with laughter.

“Deliver,” said he, drawing forth an empty bowl, and I stepped to him and bent and worked at the teat, pushing out a dram or two.

“You have never milked,” said the captain, and he did the work himself, on the one side, and then the other, bringing forth a quarter gill before he was satisfied, and he brought the bowl to his mouth and drank of it, and I don’t believe he found the flavor wanting.

“Whereby came you this gift?” he inquired.

“A bosom can be inspired without childbirth,” I said.

“I have heard of this,” spake the surgeon. “A dry girl picks up an orphan to feed him, and eventually she yields him his meals if he live that long.”

“There is no orphan of suckling age on my ship,” the captain said.

“And yet it happens,” said I.

“Will you cause this miracle to be adopted by the Turkish slave?” asked the captain.

“If it please you, I will try,” I said, content to pretend this was all my idea alone.

“You will be milked thrice daily,” the captain decreed, “and her as well if you can move her by your magic, and if between you we get a pint a day, we’ll continue it.”

“And rations, sir?” I asked.

He waved his hand, which I took to mean we would be given what we desired if it be a reasonable request, and I went back to my chain with admiration for Tahira’s wisdom, and I told her the good news that night. Two days later I brought forth her milk from her, and together we produced a satisfactory quantity, such that this new thing was added to our chores, three or four times a day putting down our hands on the deck while whoever was best at it pulled our milk into a cup and brought it below. What was done with it after that I don’t know, but from that time on we were given an extra pass of beef or bacon every day or two, ebbing our hunger. And Tahira and I, as a reward for our good idea, shared our remaining milk after we were chained for the night, and we drank from each other and eased the burden on our bosom beside, for it can be uncomfortable when they get full.

We gave milk, and later in that season, we were bidden to give up something else altogether.

We’d been warned of it before, and I think the giving of milk made the comite and the rest return to the consideration of how else we might serve as females.

“I have spoken of something to you in winter,” said the comite that July, “and now it must be exercised.”

“Of what do you speak?” asked I, pretending not to know.

“Don’t make me say it,” he replied. “It will just be done.”

“Say when, at least that,” I exhorted him.

“When needed,” he said. “There is restlessness among the rowers every night. It means something to them, but it’s a small thing for us to give up.”

“By your opinion perhaps,” I said. “Not mine.”

“As early as today, it will be done,” he said, ignoring me. “And whenever you are not in your time.”

“I am in my time quite often,” I said by way of protest.

“I have seen how much you shed,” he replied, for he kept account of the days I wore the scarf to catch my issue. “Between you and the Turkish girl, you are so occupied the normal share of days.”

“And only on the Palma are ladies used so?” I asked.

“It has already been done this way on all the ships where girls reside,” he said. “You will be the last to go.”

“It will be a new thing for me.”

“I’m sure you learned enough, watching the Turkish girl.”

“I never saw it. Her fortunes were given in the closet.”

“Fortunes,” said he, and the matter was settled.

That evening, after we had rowed within sight of England to harass them and then pulled back and dropped anchor, the comite came to me, his purpose clear.

“Which leg would you have free for this?” he asked.

“Which side of the galley will I serve?” I asked.

He looked at the benches, considered, pointed. “The first rower on every starboard bench you can reach who wants your favors.”

“Free my right foot then, that will make it simpler,” I told him, and after he opened the cuff, I further advised, “Now wrap it around my other limb.”

“Doubly-bound?” said he. “To what end?”

“I’ll not have one of the forks of my bondage trailing behind me for this, and catching on this or that.”

“You might carry your second cuff,” he proposed, not wanting to meddle with my rivets over and over.

“I expect to need both hands for other things,” I said, and so he did as I’d asked, putting the free cuff around my bound leg, but securing it loosely, and so I set forward in service to His Majesty, King Louis the XIV.

The slaves had been told of this, or had at least heard rumors, and all watched me approach the first rower on the last bench.

“Which way will you have me?” I asked, for he was still chained by the foot to his bench, and I was uncertain how our union could be accomplished.

“Would you turn and bend?” asked he, standing, and I saw he was ready for his delivery, so I complied and he found me in the next instant, so eager was he for this pleasure, and while he worked at me, I looked about me and saw that Tahira was in a similar venture, but seated over her first slave, and facing him.

I had already granted entry to myself when I was mounted for a figurehead, but now it was flesh inside me for the first time, and so I yielded my virtue to this slave rower, whose name I never knew or have forgotten, my maidenhead given without the blessing of the wedding sacrament, nor for any money, but only to avoid the lash.

Resigned to this, I waited until he finished and exited, and I moved to the next bench, where the man indicated a different way to give. “Will you take me like the Turkish girl?” he asked, and I assented by standing before him and, once he seemed ready, crossing my chain across his feet and settling down on him, handling him as I dropped to get him coupled up with me, after which I allowed him to perform within me like I’d been married twice in one day.

And so it went before the comite sent me back, ten first rowers taking me in turn, each specifying the way of our congress, my role only to hold still and let them exercise themselves therein, some bold enough to suck at my bosom, either from hunger or some other concern, and when it was done, I was walked aft, my chain was shortened, the redundant cuff moved back to the second leg, and Tahira was bound next to me as always

I sensed her concern for me as soon as we were left by ourselves, for she knew how unused I was to being put to this task, so I made light of it.

“Our captain said that by giving milk, I have made all the galley my children,” I whispered to her. “And now I have my first ten husbands as well.”

She laughed, though she be crying for me a moment before, and quipped back at me, “Between us, we have the greatest family in all of France.”

One of my breasts had been emptied by the men, so I offered her the remainder from the other, and she supped first and then gave me what she had left, for her new husbands had also proven thirsty. And were it not for Tahira, I’m certain I would have died on that galley, either from hunger or an emptiness of soul.

X: In Which I and Other Females Are Pressed Into Rowing

Now and then that next season of war and sailing, Tahira and I were chained to the rowers’ benches and told to labor there, sometimes because too many men had fallen ill, but sometimes I believe to see how we would do. And in fact the Turk and I acquitted ourselves too well. Whether put at the end of the bench or somewhere else, even at the other end where the rowing is hardest, no one complained that we were shirking, and we girls could both keep up. In truth, I believe the extra meat we were given to make our milk made us, though female, as strong as the men forced to subsist on beans and bread.

For the rest of that summer, I and Tahira did everything to serve a galley that only hated us. We cleaned all we could reach on our chains. Three or four times a day we dropped for milking. In the evening before the whistle for sleep, we were each given to five men, ten men, a dozen, we waiting while they grunted through, then going to the next one. And sometimes we were put on the rower’s bench, once every week or two to labor next to the men, and we received no more punishment than any of them, our efforts considered good.

Meanwhile, I at least received no little edification, for some of the men chained in my vicinity were like me, made slaves under suspicion of being other than Catholic, and when we were not rowing with all our might, they were eager to argue their reasons, and they found me a willing congregation, strange as our church was, all of us chained and naked with a slave’s rowing bench for our pews. But I found their arguments worth hearing, and I was already half persuaded before they even began to speak, of course, given the discredit of the church where I was concerned, for I saw not the Body of Christ in the popish faith but only a union of priests who pretended to be emperors, and an emperor who pretended to be a priest, all of them together working together toward purposes other than godly, whereby innocent men and women were given over to misery for the minor crime of disagreeing with them. So I was already inclined toward their catechism, but what they said led me further toward Huguenotism so that, and contrary to the tyrant Louis’ purpose of making me regret my apostacy, I became more firmly set in it. By the end of that summer, I had so taken the arguments to heart that I found I could just as well discourse as be discoursed to, the men pretending to marvel at my faith and reason both, but probably only because I was a girl.

The winter of 1712 passed as had the previous one, except that our daily chores included the delivery of milk now, although the means of its extraction was less predictable. On one day it might all be taken out at the galley, on the second one of the crew might come to our booth thrice to procure our goods, and on the third we might be neglected altogether and forced to do the work to each other, filling bowls and giving them to whoever asked first or, I am sorry to say, sometimes dropping it into the earth. But as word got out that there were two wet nurses at the port, the mothers of Dunkirk who did not make enough or did not make any would come to us to nourish their offspring, paying us a penny or two per breast.

Midway through the cold season, I was given some inkling of what was in store for us in the summer by the comite, who would while away his time with us in our booth when the weather was serviceable.

“They are thinking of a galley with only girls at the oars,” said he one day when Tahira was providing one of her private fortunes. “And both of you will serve it.”

“Where did you hear such a rumor?” I asked.

“It is more than rumor,” said he, “and it makes sense enough. You two have shown that a well-fed female is strong enough for it, and your sex is more obedient, more cooperative, less given to truculence and dispute. And the punishments aren’t so arduous to deliver.”

“Arduous?” said I. “I’m sure coaxing men to row is quite a task.”

“Do not think it is easy work to lash one hundred backs on a night row,” he said. “And after they’ve been put on the bench and gotten used to it, men cease to care for anything but the pain itself, while a girl feels the burn of disapproval as sharply as the sting of the whip.”

“Girls come in all varieties,” said I, annoyed with his broad statements.

“So it is decided anyway,” said he, “by those who don’t care to quibble over dispositions.”

When she had finished with her fortune, I told Tahira of the conversation, and she was more believing of it than I, if only because her sense of His Majesty’s cruelties were less refined, and she proved right, for at the beginning of the next season, in April 1712, after all the work was done to get our galley ready for the season, we found ourselves ganged with almost three hundred females, with just a male here and there to round out our crew, and we were each given our own seat and our own chain.

With most of us new to the enterprise of propelling a vessel by oar, it took us a fortnight to find concert, and in that time all of us were brought to the end of the lash, or subjected to other miseries, but none as severe as the men. Our masters, all men, did not wish to draw female blood, for in the same way that our water was a salve for the wounds of battle, our blood was believed to be rife with poisons so dangerous we must give them out every month or die.

And so we might all be flogged for disorder or flagging effort, but not enough to draw blood, and other penalties were created for us too, exacted after the day’s rowing had concluded.

It was a new comite who managed us, no kinder than the last one but less given to humor where I was concerned, and he devised and implemented any number of solutions for making us better rowers. Some were simple, the binding of our hands behind us for some number of hours while we sat chained to our benches or to the mast, or placing us in one of two small coops, knees pressed to our chests while we—or so I’m sure he imagined—pondered what improvements we could make to advancing the galley.
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Sometimes we might be forced to stand by chains on the hands and the neck, or be hung by hands or feet from the sail arms, four or five of us on either side of the mast, swaying to and fro until it pleased them to return us to our benches. I was given over to all these tortures, as were all the females on the galley, while the men were simply beaten. I’m not sure which of us found the treatment more tolerable.

I continued to make milk, as I know Tahira did, and we continued to receive our dispensation of extra meat when it became available, but other girls who requested the privilege were denied, as the officers of the galley were disinterested in operating a veritable dairy, only enjoying the benefits now and then of fresh milk, and it was procured when they desired it and neglected otherwise, so that I was allowed to share it with my neighbors on the bench, and wanted to often, given its weight when it was not drawn forth, and in that way any slave near me not ashamed to suckle, whether male or female, received the benefits of my extra portions of food, though indirectly.

We were no longer brought forth each evening to yield our chambers to the passions of the males, and yet I must admit I found such service pleasing when done in moderation, and I felt sorry besides for the two men whose chains were long enough to reach me, one guilty of assembling like me, the other of merely dishonoring the king, and so it was I who proposed on the third night of our bondage together that they partake of my feminine embrace when so inclined, and the one agreed that very night, the other two nights later, and I was one of several they visited in this way, all with the approval of our comite, who I believe might have enjoyed the witnessing of it at times in the same way men might remark livestock events. I sometimes found that a certain degree of this use prompted a surprising response, not altogether unenjoyable, nor was it unique to me, for Tahira said she felt it at times as well and believed it was called “la petite mort.”


XI: Regarding the British Traitor, Captain Smith

Thus were we employed till the 5th of September, 1712, a day on which new calamities were heaped upon my poor head! For the better understanding of what I am about to relate, it may not be unnecessary to return back to an anecdote which may throw some light on what is to follow. In the beginning of summer 1711, Queen Anne, among many other ships which were put into commission, had one, a vessel of seventy guns, commanded by Captain Smith, a concealed papist and one who bore an implacable hatred to his country. His ship was stationed to guard the coasts, and as he did not compose part of any fleet, the captain was at liberty to cruise with her as he thought proper. He accordingly sailed to Gottenburgh, where he sold Her Majesty's man of war, whether to the king of Sweden or to private merchants I do not remember. Be that as it will, the ship was sold, and he received the price and immediately after retired into France to offer his services to Louis XIV against his native country. The king received him very graciously and promised him the first captain's commission that should be vacant, but in the meantime advised him to serve as a volunteer aboard the Palma of Mr. Langeron at Dunkirk, and that orders should be given to receive him with that respect which was his due. The Chevalier Langeron received him very politely and entertained him at his own expense.

In all our toilsome but fruitless expeditions to the coasts of England, Captain Smith would often advise us to a descent upon the coast in order to burn their towns, where he might at once have an opportunity of showing his bravery and gratifying his unnatural hatred, but it was thought too dangerous to comply. The coasts were guarded by patrolling parties, where large bodies of trained troops were placed at convenient distances from each other, a species of animal French sailors do not much care to meddle with.

Smith, burning with rage against England, had his head filled with nothing but schemes to offend it. Among the rest, he sent proposals to the French Court of burning Harwich, a little town situated at the mouth of the Thames, provided the six galleys were submitted to his command. The king approved his project, gave orders to Commodore Langeron to follow Captain Smith's instructions in the whole of the expedition, and to the intendant to furnish whatever was necessary towards carrying it out. The Chevalier Langeron felt some repugnance at being subjected to the control of a stranger invested with no commission, however, he obeyed with seeming satisfaction while Smith gave the necessary directions for collecting combustibles and a reinforcement of soldiers, with whatever else was thought necessary.

Everything being in readiness, we put to sea on the 5th of September in a fine clear morning, with a gentle favorable wind at northeast. We arrived at the mouth of the Thames without using our oars at about five in the evening. But Smith, being of opinion that we were too early, and that we might be discovered if we came too near the shore, ordered us to stand off to sea till nightfall, and to make our descent when it was dark. We had not lain to half an hour when the sailor at the masthead cried out, “A fleet to the north, steering west, thirty-six sail, merchant-built and escorted by a frigate of about thirty cannon.”

It was, in fact, a fleet of merchant ships who had left Texel Island in the Netherlands and were making for the mouth of the Thames. Our Commodore immediately called a council of war, in which it was concluded that without regarding Harwich, we should endeavor to make ourselves masters of this fleet, that this would be doing the king better service than burning Harwich, and that an opportunity would every day offer for doing that while so rich a booty as this would seldom occur. These reasons, nevertheless, did not in the least influence Captain Smith. He protested against their resolutions, alleging that His Majesty's orders should be obeyed without being drawn away by any different enterprise, and that we should steer to the south to prevent being seen by this fleet. The council of war persevered in their resolution, secretly pleased at thwarting the designs of a man whom they regarded with envy and whose success would but give them cause to repine.

The result of the deliberations of the council was an order to the six captains to attack this fleet. We made all possible haste with both sails and oars and as it approached us while we made towards it, we soon came up. Our commodore had given orders to four of the galleys to invest, if possible, and master the merchant ships, which was an easy matter, as such vessels are for the most part defenseless, while our galley should attack and become masters of the frigate. In pursuance of these dispositions, four galleys took a compass to surround the merchantmen and cut off their entrance into the Thames, while we went directly to attack the frigate.

The frigate perceiving our design, and the danger which threatened the whole or the greatest part of the fleet, took its measures accordingly. It was an English ship, the captain of which had the character of being one of the most resolute yet prudent commanders in the British Navy. And, indeed, his conduct in this conjuncture did not give fame the lie. He ordered the merchantmen to crowd all the sail possible to get into the Thames, doubting not for his own part but he should be able with his little frigate to cut out work enough for six French galleys, and let what would be the result of the engagement, he was determined not to give out till he saw the ships under his convoy in safety. Pursuant to this resolution, he spread his sails, and bore down upon us, as if he intended to be the first aggressor. Of the two galleys ordered to attack the frigate, ours alone was in a capacity to begin the engagement, as our associate had fallen back at least a league behind us, either because she did not sail so fast as we, or else her captain chose to let us have the honor of striking the first blow.

Our commodore, who seemed no way disturbed at the approach of the frigate, thought our galley alone would be more than a match for the Englishman, but the sequel will show that he was somewhat deceived in this conjecture. As we both mutually approached each other, we were soon within cannon shot, and accordingly the galley discharged her broadside. The frigate, silent as death, approached us without firing a gun, but seeming steadily resolved to reserve all her terrors for more close engagement. Our commodore, nevertheless, mistook English resolution for cowardice. “What,” cried he, “is the frigate weary of carrying English colors? And does she come to surrender without a blow?”

The boast was premature. Still we approached each other, and now were within musket shot. The galley instantly poured in her broadside and small arms, the frigate all this while preserving the most dreadful tranquility that imagination can conceive. At last the Englishman seemed all at once struck with a panic and began to fly for it. Nothing gives more spirits than a flying enemy. Nothing was heard but boasting among our officers:

“We could at one blast sink a man of war!”

“Aye, that we could, and with ease too.”

“If Mr. English does not strike in two minutes, down he goes, down to the bottom.”

All this time the frigate was in silence, preparing for the tragedy which was to ensue. Her flight was but pretended, and done with a view to entice us to board her in the stern, which, as being the weakest quarter, galleys generally choose to attack. Against this quarter they endeavor to drive their beak and then generally board the enemy after having cleared the decks with their five pieces of cannon.

The commodore, in such a favorable conjuncture as he imagined this to be, ordered the galley to board and bid the men at the helm to bury her beak, if possible, in the frigate. There was not time to replace the wooden Lady Palma at the front by myself or another live female, which was surely for the best given the plans regarding that part of our vessel, and we slaves waited while all the sailors and soldiers stood ready with their sabers and battleaxes to execute their captain’s commands.

The frigate, who perceived our intentions, dexterously avoided our beak, which was just ready to be dashed against her stern so that, instead of seeing the frigate sink in the dreadful encounter, as was expected, we had the mortification to behold her move alongside of us, an event which struck us with terror.

The terror was greatest among we slaves, of course, for we were all bound by the foot and could not dodge the coming murder. And even among the slaves, there were greater and lesser terrors, the greater belonging to those slaves who had witnessed or suffered carnage before, and I am humbled to say I was the most frightened of all, for I remembered my time at the helm as a figurehead, and the damage done me, and I fell to the deck and prayed this cup would pass, and I’m afraid my prayers would have sounded more like shrieks to anyone near.

Now it was that the English captain's courage was conspicuous. As he had foreseen what would happen, he was ready with his grappling irons and fixed us fast by his side, and his artillery began to open, charged with grapeshot. All on board the galley were as much exposed as if upon a raft. Not a gun was fired that did not make horrible execution, but all the slaves were of a mind like mine, laying flat, and that is what saved us. We were near enough even to be scorched with the flame, but the grape found us but rarely. Instead, it was our marines and soldiers and grenadiers who fell in heaps. Adding to our woes, the English masts were filled with sailors who threw hand grenades among us like hail that scattered wounds and death wherever they fell. These bombs too were aimed at those bearing arms on our galley, either because the Englishmen felt pity for hundreds of ragged, naked girls cowering at the ends of their chains, or because ruining us would serve no purpose when there were so many others there to make more active war. Our crew at that juncture however no longer thought of attacking; they were even unable to make the least defense. The terror was so great, as well among the officers as common men, that they seemed incapable of resistance. Those who were neither killed nor wounded lay flat and counterfeited death to find safety. The enemy perceiving our fright, and to add to our misfortunes, threw in forty or fifty men who, sword in hand, hewed down all that ventured to oppose, but sparing once again the slaves who made no resistance. After they had cut away thus for some time, being constrained back by our still surviving numbers, they continued to pour an infernal fire among us.

Chevalier Langeron, seeing himself reduced to this extremity, with a great part of his crew either killed or wounded, was the only man on board who had courage enough to wave the flag of distress, by which he called the other galleys of the squadron to his aid. The galley which had laid astern was soon up with us, and the other four who had almost taken possession of the merchantmen upon seeing our signal and perceiving our distress, quitted the intended prey to come to our assistance. Thus the whole fleet of merchant ships saved themselves in the Thames.

The galleys rowed with such swiftness that in less than half an hour the whole six had encompassed the frigate. Her men were now no longer able to keep the deck, and they presented a favorable opportunity for being boarded. Twenty-five grenadiers from each galley were ordered upon this service. They met with no opposition in coming on, but scarce were they crowded upon the deck when they once again were saluted a l'Anglois. The officers of the frigate were intrenched in the forecastle and fired upon the grenadiers incessantly.

The rest of the crew also did what execution they were able through the gratings, and at last cleared the ship of our soldiers. Another detachment was ordered to board, but with the same success. However, it was at last thought advisable with hatchets and other proper instruments to lay open her decks and by that means make the English crew prisoners of war. This was though with extreme difficulty executed, and in spite of their firing, which killed several more French, the frigate's crew were at last constrained to surrender. The officers however were still possessed of the forecastle and still kept up as brisk a fire as before. They also were to be forced in like manner, which was not effected without loss. Thus were all the ship's company made prisoners except the captain. He took refuge in the cabin, where he fired upon us with the utmost obstinacy, swearing that he would spill the last drop of blood before he should see the inside of a French prison. The rest of the English officers, who had by this time been conducted aboard us, described their captain as a man perfectly foolhardy, as one determined to blow the frigate into the air rather than lower the flag, and painted his resolution in such striking colors that even the conquerors trembled.

Every person now expected to see the frigate blown up, while they themselves must share the danger of so terrible a neighborhood. The way to the powder room led through the cabin that the English captain was still possessed of, and were the frigate blown up, it must have been attended with the most fatal effects to the six galleys. In this extremity it was concluded to summon the captain in the most gentle terms and to promise him the kindest treatment upon surrendering. He only answered all this by firing as fast as he could. At length the last remedy was to be put into execution, to take him dead or alive. For this purpose, a sergeant and twelve grenadiers got orders with bayonets fixed to break open his door and kill him if he refused to surrender. The sergeant at the head of his detachment would have soon burst the door, but the captain, who expected all this, with his loaded pistol shot him through the head. The grenadiers, apprehensive of the same fate, quickly betook themselves to flight. Nor was it in the power of any of the officers to prevail on them once more to renew the engagement, though seemingly so unequal. They alleged in their vindication that as they could advance into the room but one abreast the captain would kill them all one after the other. Again recourse was had to gentle methods, and entreaty was used, which had at last the desired success.

All this seeming resolution, this conduct, which appeared rather the effect of insensibility than prudence, was artfully assumed only to prolong the engagement till the merchant fleet were in safety, which when the English captain perceived from his cabin window, he then began to listen to reason, yet still, to prolong the time as much as lay in his power, he pretended another obstacle to his surrendering, alleging it as beneath him to deliver up his sword to any but the commodore, and desired that he would come down to receive it, adding that brave men should only be the prisoners of each other. Accordingly a truce was agreed on till his demand should be reported to the commodore, who sent back word by his second lieutenant that a commander should never quit his post or his ship. At last the captain gave up his sword without farther parley, like a real Englishman, despising ceremony when ceremony was no longer useful.

He was now brought before our commodore, who could not help testifying some surprise at the minute figure which had made such a mighty uproar. The English captain was humpbacked, pale-faced, and as much deformed in person as beautiful in mind. Our commodore complimented him on his bravery, adding that his present captivity was but the fortune of war, the loss of his ship the safety of the fleet entrusted to his care, and that he should have no reason to regret his being a prisoner, since by the treatment he should receive, his bondage would be merely nominal.

“I feel no regret,” replied the little captain. “My duty called me to defend my charge, though at the loss of my vessel. In whose light my services may be represented to my country, I know nor care not. I might perhaps have had more honor among them by saving Her Majesty's ship by flight, and I should certainly have more profit as I should still be continued in command, but this consolation remains, that I have served England faithfully, nor can I feel any private loss by an action which enriches the public, and serves to make my country more happy. Your kind treatment of me may not perhaps be without its reward. Though I should never have the opportunity, you will find some of my countrymen who have gratitude, and that fortune which now puts me into your power may one day put you into theirs.”

The noble boldness with which he expressed himself charmed the commodore, and he returned him his sword, adding very politely, “Take, Sir, a weapon no man better deserves to wear. Forget that you are my prisoner, but remember I expect you for my friend.”

There was soon, however, some reason to repent of this indulgence, as the consequences of giving him back his sword had like to have been fatal, for several of us.

Once the rowers had been made mostly female, I was selected as one of those to serve in the captain’s offices when I was not at my bench, both for my longer time on the galley and because serving at that station rendered my milk convenient to draw.

I was still kept naked, and was kept to a long chain at my foot that gave me access to the quarters but no more, and after things had been resolved with the English captain, I put a little water on dirt for some of the wounds but, with so many other females to make the salve, I was soon brought down to tend to my usual duties, and witnessed with my own eyes all here of which I give account.

The captain being introduced into the cabin of the galley, beheld there Smith the traitor, and instantly knew him. England had set a price upon this wretch's head of a thousand pounds, so that he regarded everything that was English with the utmost detestation. These two could not long behold each other without feeling those emotions which a contrast between the greatest virtue and vice occasions, and the little captain was all on fire to take vengeance for his country on its betrayer.

“Perfidious man!” said he, drawing his sword. “Since the hand of justice cannot give you the death you merit, take it from mine,” and at the same time he ran against him, resolved to plunge his sword in his breast, and I shrieked, so near was I to the fray with my unprotected bosom. Fortunately for both, the commodore was near enough to hear me, and he turned and prevented the rashness of his conduct by taking the assailant in his arms and stopped the meditated blow to the great regret of the captain, who vowed he had been better pleased with such an action than to have taken the six galleys.

Captain Smith represented to the commodore as highly unfit that the prisoner should be in the same galley with him, and begged to remove him to another, which the commodore refused, alleging that as he was his prisoner, he must remain where he was, but that Captain Smith had his choice of any of the other five galleys for his residence.

We took possession of our prize, which was called the Nightingale, the name of the brave little fellow who commanded her I have forgot. We immediately set sail with our prize, from the mouth of the Thames, and I was brought up and chained to my bench to row, and arduous it was, for we were obliged to make several turnings and false routs to deceive four men of war, which were sent after us.

XII. On the Nature and Hardships of Rowing

It is impossible to express the fatigues which the manner of rowing a galley imparts. Such are the cruelties exercised, that human nature might shudder at a description of them. It is nevertheless in some measure true, that a galley could be navigated by no other means but a crew of slaves, over whom the officers have an unbounded authority. A crew of free men, or women, the most robust and never so well acquainted with the methods of rowing, could not hold out. This is not conjecture. I speak from experience. In the year 1703 there were built at Dunkirk four half galleys, as they were called, which were to be sent to Antwerp to navigate on the River Scheld. These half galleys were proportioned exactly to their dimensions as the large galleys were. The oars were twenty five feet long, with three men to every oar. They put in these free men who were perfectly acquainted with rowing, for it was not thought advisable to trust to slaves, who might be tempted to escape, as there are so many opportunities on the neighboring continent, and might also revolt in some of the frequent skirmishes which they intended to have with the enemy.

They were thus fitted out from Dunkirk, and were to go from thence to Ostand by sea, and so to Ghent by the Canal of Bruges. When they came to be tried however, they could scarcely leave the port of Dunkirk and were obliged to return, not being able to hold out longer. The commander was obliged to write to the ministry of the impossibility of navigating without a crew of slaves, upon which the ministry gave orders to place a slave as the first rower and two free men to the other places, which was executed accordingly. They were thus able to bring the vessels by sea from Dunkirk to Ostend, though not without some difficulty, as the comite could not exercise the same cruelties on the men who were free as he did upon the slaves.

This instance may sufficiently serve to prove that a galley cannot be navigated without a crew of slaves, over whom a comite may exercise an unbounded authority.

The comite, who is master of the crew of slaves and the tyrant so much dreaded by the wretches fated to this misery, stands always at the stern, near the captain, to receive his orders. There are two sous comites also, one in the middle, the other near the prow. These, each with a whip of cords which they exercise without mercy on the naked bodies of the slaves, are always attentive to the orders of the comite. When the captain gives the word for rowing, the comite gives the signal with a silver whistle, which hangs from his neck. This is repeated by the sous comites, upon which the slaves, who have their oars in readiness, strike all at once and beat time so exactly that the hundred and fifty oars seem to give but one blow. Thus they continue, without requiring further orders, till by another signal of the whistle they desist in a moment. There is an absolute necessity for rowing all together, for should one of the oars be lifted up or fall too soon, those before leaning back necessarily strike the oar behind them with the hind part of their heads.

But it were well if a few bruises on the head was the only punishment. The comite exercises the whip on this occasion like a fury, while the muscles all in convulsion under the lash pour streams of sweat down the seats, which how dreadful it may seem to the reader, use teaches the sufferer to bear without murmuring. The labor of a galley slave is become a proverb, nor is it without reason that this may be reckoned the greatest fatigue that can be inflicted on wretchedness. Imagine six girls chained to their seats, naked as when born, sitting with one foot on a block of timber, fixed to the footstool or stretcher, the other lifted up against the bench before them, holding in their hands an oar of an enormous size. Imagine them lengthening their bodies, their arms stretched out to push the oar over the backs of those before them, who are also themselves in a similar attitude. Having thus advanced their oar, they raise that end which they hold in their hands, to plunge the opposite in the sea which done, they throw themselves back upon their benches below, which are somewhat hollowed to receive them.

None, in short, but those who have seen them labor can conceive how much they endure. None but such could be persuaded that human strength could sustain the fatigue which they undergo for an hour successively. But what cannot necessity and cruelty make men and women do? Almost impossibilities. Certain it is that a galley can be navigated in no other manner but by a crew of slaves over whom a comite may exercise the most unbounded authority. No free man could continue at the oar an hour unwearied, yet a slave must sometimes lengthen out her toil for ten, twelve, nay, for twenty hours without the smallest intermission. On these occasions the comite, or some of the other mariners, put into the mouths of those wretches a bit of bread steeped in wine to prevent fainting through excess of fatigue or hunger, while their hands are employed upon the oar.

In speaking of the rude toil of the oar, I should however take notice that forcing the slaves to proceed with all their strength is not very usually practiced. Were this the case, there would soon be an end of the whole crew. No, they are spared as we spare horses, till there is a necessity to make them exert their strength. Thus, for instance, when at sea, and with a favorable wind, sails are used and the crew repose as the sails are only managed by those who are free. Also when the galleys go from one port to another, and when no enemy is feared or expected, the slaves are allowed what they call quarter; that is, one half row, and the other half rest an hour and a half alternately. All these who repose are obliged to be in readiness, and relieve their companions at a blast of the whistle. The voice is never used in exercising the crew; the whistle gives all directions, which is perfectly understood by the equipage and crew. This is a language that a little use quickly teaches. The comites, who receive their directions from the captain, give all orders. The names of different parts of the galley and of the officers of distinction are all particularized by different notes. Those who hear but do not understand these sounds are generally pleased with the comite's expertise in blowing. I remember once one of our comites kept a parrot in a cage on board who imitated so exactly all the notes of the whistle that we were often put out and executed things contrary to command. At last the captain gave orders to have this animal removed, but not before there were some stripes received by those who were fool enough rather to obey a bird than their officers.

It need not surprise the reader to hear of the cruelties of the comites to their crew, it is their trade, a trade to which they have been bred from their youth. I may add also it is their duty, as a galley can be navigated by no other means. They can, and perhaps ought to be excused. But to see the superior officers, men generally of breeding and family, cruel to the slaves, and continually issuing new orders of punishment to creatures whose meanness should render them unworthy of their least concern; to see such, I say, is what must surprise the reader. Nothing, however, more true than that it is so. To give an example: At the time we went to attack the English frigate already mentioned, as the officers feared they would escape by favor of the night, the crew of slaves were forced as much as possible. The lieutenant of our galley gave the comite orders to strike without mercy. The comite was apprehensive that we should never be able to come up with the frigate before nightfall, to which the lieutenant, more brutal than he, replied that if they did not come up, he, the comite, should be hanged on the yardarm. “Strike without mercy,” said he. “If your blows cannot animate, at least they will intimidate.”

I have heard it claimed a comite in the galleys of Malta cut off a slave's arm and used it as an instrument of punishment upon the rest of the crew. But certain it is, providence seemed to punish his cruelty, as he was killed the very first broadside in the next battle. Nay, it seemed as if his body was unworthy of burial, for though all possible care was taken to bring it to land in order to have it interred, and though his galley was but three days at sea after he was killed, yet the corpse stank so in that time that they were obliged to fling it overboard in sight of the harbor of Dunkirk.

It must, notwithstanding what is here said, be acknowledged that all galley slaves do not answer the same description. I have known some who were honest men and women, and led moral lives, and I would like to think I was one. There were many condemned for desertion, who had been either pressed into the service or induced to list by stratagem, who were honest and good tradesmen. Others also who were condemned for smuggling, some for manslaughter, and some (and I have known not a few) who were innocent of the crimes of which they had been convicted, and afterwards verified their innocence. All these, or the greatest part, distinguished themselves by their way of living, and behaved in a quite different manner from those infamous wretches who had been nursed to vice and hardened in every crime. Yet, even these, lost to shame as they were, never failed to testify their respect to us, who were condemned to the galleys only for an opinion of God. They never spoke to us without putting mister or miss to our names, and never passed us by without saluting us.

There were five chained to my seat at Dunkirk, one for immodesty, two for thievery, the fourth for burglary, and the fifth was the Turkish slave girl Tahira. Yet I must say that they, with all their vices, always held me in the highest respect, and were ever ready to do me all the little services in their power. When the most profligate spoke of us, they hesitated not to say, these ladies are honest, they have done nothing to incur the punishment they suffer, and lead sober lives among us. The officers themselves, and the rest of the equipage, considered us in the same light. In any disputes between us and the other slaves, or in any affair where our witness was required, they would always abide by our testimony or give the cause in our favor. So true it is that virtue, though in the lowest degree of abasement, is still held respectable. Yet let not my reader conclude that I am here offering incense to myself. I cannot surely be accused of vanity, in pretending to make a distinction between people suffering for conscience, and others, who are punished for acting in open violation of all its suggestions. I own myself a poor offending sinner, and impute my constancy rather to education, which I may say influenced my conduct, than to supernatural endowments heaven may bestow on its favorites. Let me pay this debt to the piety of my brothers and sisters in suffering, that their fortitude might serve to instruct the minds, and their morality, the conduct of even their enemies.

XIII. Peter Saves the Galley

In the summer of 1712, the Dutch navy attacked the city and port of Ostend only with bombs and red hot balls, and in so small a place so much crowded, hardly a shell burst that did not do horrible execution. The French obtained however honorable terms and marched out with colors flying, but upon condition that they should not bear arms for one year. During the three days which this city was bombarded, we went every night without fire or light from Dunkirk to endeavor to steal any of the enemy's ships that might be separated from the rest. Our diligence happened not to be rewarded with success; we had only the reward of seeing the grandest firework that could be imagined, for the sky seemed all in a blaze with those infernal engines, which fell as thick as hail among the besieged. We now had no place of retreat left except back to the port of Dunkirk, so that we passed the first half of summer without venturing to stir out except in a profound calm, and without any other expedition than that of alarming the coasts of England and keeping their troops in exercise. As soon as any of their men of war stationed to guard the coasts appeared, we put back to Dunkirk with the utmost precipitation.

For the rest of that summer, we galley slaves underwent unspeakable fatigues, for an east wind prevailed almost the whole season while we scoured the Channel. Here we took a small English privateer, and burnt another one near the coast of England. And we were once in great danger of losing two of our galleys, which happened as follows:

While in the port of Dunkirk, and waiting for weather proper for putting to sea, the most inviting calm flattered us out. Not a cloud was to be seen, the sea wore the smoothest surface, and almost all the pilots of the coast assured us of settled weather. Chevalier Langeron, impatient to visit the English coasts, was resolved to give sailing orders. But as we were now become much more cautious than we had formerly been, he usually upon such occasions asked the opinion of all from whom he expected any information concerning the weather. These precautions were necessary, for should a storm from the south or southwest surprise us, and should we miss the port of Dunkirk, we must infallibly founder in the German ocean, or drive upon some coast belonging to the allies, either of which would be equally fatal.

The pilots, as I have said, were unanimous that we should not let slip the opportunity. All except one, whose name was Peter Bart and who, though but a fisherman of Dunkirk, was brother to the famous John Bart, the Swedish admiral. Peter was almost always drunk. Whenever he had an opportunity he took down draughts of gin like water and was despised by all the pilots of the coast as being an improper person to be relied on.

This man however had all the natural talents of his brother. He only wanted his ambition to put them into action and make him in every respect equal. He understood the coasts perfectly well and seldom was wrong in prognosticating the weather, even three days beforehand. He, as has been already hinted, gave his opinion quite different from the rest, and in his bad French assured the captain that he should next morning have a glorious storm.

His advice was rejected and we put to sea in the most serene weather that eye ever beheld. We might have carried a lighted candle at our masthead. The best part of the night was spent in alarming the English coast, after which we returned to the coasts of France, but not to our usual port. By I know not what whim of our captain's, we cast anchor in a creek made by the jutting of two mountains, not far from Ambleteuse, a little village situated between Calais and Boulogne. Peter entreated us to keep the open sea. He assured us that at sun rising we should have a furious tempest from the south, and as the creek was exposed to this wind, it would be impossible either to come out or avoid the sunken rocks with which the place abounded. We made slight of his admonitions, dropped two anchors, and every one of us composed ourselves to rest, we slaves in particular who had labored hard at the oars.

The sun at last began to rise, and the wind seemed to increase in proportion. The attention of all was now employed. We prepared to leave the creek, but it was too late. The tempest began to rage with such fury that instead of weighing anchor, we were obliged to cast two more. The storm still increased, every wave washed over us, and to add to our misfortunes, the galley dragged her anchors. We now began to row to assist our anchors, but our oars were instantly forced out of our hands and shivered in a thousand pieces. Shipwreck seemed inevitable; we could perceive the rocks now and then appear in the dreadful chasms between the waves, and all prepared for instant death.

How different now was the appearance of the master and the slave! Of those who were going to be snatched from all the pleasures of life, and us who were soon to be delivered from a state of misery and woe! What tears did they not shed! What vows did they not make! What meanness of soul did they not testify!

While we, some with a joyful serenity, wished for a final manumission from labor, some with opprobrious insult loaded the pusillanimity of their masters, now become less than their equals.

“Now for it, my good friends,” said some of the slaves, more hardened than the rest, “we shall soon drink out of the same glass, dragged to the bottom by our chains, which they will not bother to unrivet in the midst of their troubles, while they will just as surely be delivered below by merciless storm. Perhaps we shall soon hold the whip in our turn!”

In this extremity the captain had recourse to Peter, whose advice had before been rejected with contempt. He seemed at first unwilling to attempt our delivery, but considering that if we were drowned, himself must go to the bottom too, he undertook our deliverance.

He chose out four of the most resolute sailors, put them on board the shallop, and gave them an anchor, but kept the cable on board, which he bound to the ship's stern. He then ordered them to fasten this anchor to a rock we had a little before struck against, but had got over. This, though with the utmost difficulty, they effected, while all the crew were amazed, not knowing what he designed by such a maneuver. He then fixed the sails in such a manner as to take in a quarter of the wind and, cutting the four cables which held the vessel by the prow, we necessarily turned about, being tied fast by the stern. When she was turned as much as he would have her, he then spread his sails, handed the helm himself, and steered us once more into the open sea.

It was now resolved to take shelter from the tempest in the first friendly port that offered. Dunkirk lay to the leeward. It was but twelve leagues from us, and the tempest would carry us there in three hours with the greatest ease. But all the dread was, lest it should drive us beyond the harbor, which would oblige us to put into some port in Holland. This was what the slaves earnestly desired, but what was equally feared by the officers and the rest of the ship's company. However, necessity compelled, and they were obliged to venture. We accordingly soon came before the harbor of Dunkirk. We had lost all our anchors, but the galley of Captain Fonette, whose vessel kept us company, supplied us with two, which we immediately cast, and as there was good anchorage there, remained in tolerable security.

Here we were obliged to wait six hours expecting the tide with which to enter the harbor. During this time we were in the most afflicting circumstances. The waves every moment rose over and seemed to bury us in their bosom. We were obliged to keep the hatchways closed, or the hold would soon be filled with water, which would certainly sink the galley. Not only the ship's company, but all the Inhabitants of Dunkirk were on their knees praying for our deliverance. The host was exposed and masses put up in our behalf. This was all the aid they could afford, as no boat durst leave the harbor to succor us.

The port of Dunkirk is formed by two narrow straits which jut half a league into the sea. The approximation of the ends of these straits form the mouth of the harbor, the entrance of which is difficult to ships coming with a south wind, because of a sand bank which lies before it. It requires great dexterity to guide a ship in between the bank and the strait, and then turn short to enter the harbor, and the difficulty was greatly increased by the tempestuous weather. Besides all this, the straits were covered by the waves, and it required a perfect knowledge of their situation to avoid dashing against them.

We were obliged again to have recourse to Peter Bart. He, insensible of our danger, was sleeping upon one of the benches, but had desired to be waked should necessity require his presence. Our situation was indeed deplorable enough; we had been washed by every wave for two days, all which time we had not the smallest refreshment, for if the hold, where all the provisions were kept, had been opened, the sea would have rushed in, and we should have been infallibly drowned.

Peter alone was not a partaker in the general consternation. He directed what was proper to be done. He, contrary to the usual method on such occasions, spread his sails, steered through the very midst of the narrow entrance, and turned short into the harbor. But, as he had foreseen, we came in with such rapidity that it was impossible to stop till our galley dashed with the utmost violence against the fisher's quay. Mr. Fonette imitated our maneuver exactly and with the same happy success.

Afterwards, the captain used every entreaty to persuade our skillful pilot to remain on board, and offered him double wages, but the surly Dutchman refused his offers with contempt, saying that though he had once rescued a parcel of fools from drowning, yet those fools might one day drown him should he continue in their company.

XIV: Galley Visitors Noble and Otherwise

As the galley is always open to visitants of every kind, it is in the interest of the comite to refuse none admission, for he sells wine by retail and it is mostly drank by those who come to console with their captive friends.

Beside those ordinary occupations of the crew, there often happen some that are extraordinary, particularly when there are in town strangers of distinction. The governor often brings them on board the galleys to see the slaves exercise in the manner I am going to describe. Sometimes the intendant, or the commissary of the marine do the same, but most frequently the captains and lieutenants order this exercise when they conduct their friends aboard to see the inside of a galley, where they generally give grand entertainments. On board the galley where I served, as it was the commodore's, we were continually seized with this extraordinary service. What added to the frequency of visits aboard us was that our commodore had a band of music, consisting of twelve performers, all male slaves condemned to the galleys. These were distinguished from the rest by caps laced with gold and their habits turned up with yellow. He who conducted the band was one of the king's musicians, but by his irregular conduct and debaucheries was driven from court, enlisting in a marching regiment which he soon after deserted. Being taken, he was condemned to the galleys and chained on board that of the commodore. He was perfectly skilled in music, however, and his harmony induced numbers to visit us, which was no final fatigue to the crew.

The comite on such occasions was ordered to have everything in readiness, the galley to be cleaned anew, and the slaves to change their linen and put on their red habits and caps. This done, we were are all made to sit between the seats on the footstools so that nothing appeared but heads with red caps from one end of the galley to the other. In this attitude the gentlemen and ladies who, entering the galley one by one, were saluted by all the slaves with a hoarse and mournful cry, “Hau.” This was done by the slaves at once, so that it seemed but one voice. Every gentleman and lady received one of these salutations. If they were persons of distinction, the “Hau” was repeated twice. If a general, a duke, or a peer, we cried three times, “Hau, Hau, Hau.” This was their greatest mark of distinction; the king himself received no more, and this is called the royal salute. During this salute, the drums beat, and the soldiers in their best clothes were ranged along the bande with their guns shouldered. And on these occasions the masts, when not taken down, were adorned with streamers, and all their finery was exposed, the whole making no disagreeable spectacle. The chamber at the stern was upon these occasions also adorned with hangings of crimson velvet, fringed with gold. Add to all this the figurehead (the wooden original, thankfully), the ornaments in sculpture at the stern beautified down to the water's edge, the oars lying on the seats and appearing without the galley like wings, painted of different colors. A galley thus adorned strikes the transient spectator with an idea of magnificence, but were he to carry his imagination a little more closely, and reflect on the miseries of three hundred slaves, the majority female, their backs red and welted with stripes, emaciated and dead eyed from the severity of the season and their cruel treatment, chained night and day, and subject to the arbitrary will of creatures divested of every sense of tenderness; were he to carry his imagination thus far, I am sure his admiration at the gaudy outside would cease.

The ladies and gentlemen having passed from one end of the galley to the other, return again to the stern, where there are easy chairs provided. The comite, having received orders from the captain, gives the crew his commands by the whistle. At the first blast every slave takes off her cap. At the second, her coat. At the third, her shirt, and thus nothing is seen but naked bodies. The next scene is what is called the monkeys, and is thus: We are all ordered to lie along our seats, and the spectator loses sight of us. We lift at once our first finger, next our arms, then our heads, then one leg, and so on, till we appear standing upright. Then we all open our mouths, cough all together, embrace, throw each other down, and several such ridiculous and indecent postures, which serve to divert the insensible, but to a mind properly instructed, must surely be regarded with horror, where women, nay more, where Christians, are thus treated like beasts. These exercises frequently occur, as well in winter as summer.

At least as embarrassing to us were the punishments, for these were not only carried out at sea while we rowed, but back in the harbor as well where our limbs did not need to strain and could be put to other uses. I have mentioned earlier the ways they invented to make us better rowers, which they would employ invariably in port no matter how perfect we had been, and the affair with Peter Bart had set our captors upon us because they had no one else to blame for nearly ruining the entire enterprise, and they could not whip the storm.

The execution chosen on this date, and carried forth bench by bench throughout our first day returned, was that each of us should hang for an hour from the yardarm by our hands, and so they took us, opening our foot chains and walking us to the shadow of the mast where our ropes were waiting. We put our hands together to be bound with the mason’s knot, and once secured that way the other end of the rope was tossed over the beam and we were hoisted to dangle our allotted time, six on one side of the mast, six on the other, each as naked as we ever were, making as grand a spectacle as any other for all our visitors.

Strangely, those come to engage with us spoke as freely to the girls hanging as to anyone else aboard, and I am glad they did so, for I enjoyed several discourses of note while being punished that way, particularly with a learned man.

“Are you not Genevieve?” he queried in good French, looking upward, for I had been hung a head taller than he.

“I am,” I said. “Who are you, and how do you know of me?”

“I am Fith Andressen,” said he. “And the word has traveled all the way to Firenze of the literate girl with flaming hair who suffers and rows for a trifling crime.”

“I have no reason to believe you,” said I, “but I thank you just the same.”

“I have been told to remind you to set your memoirs to paper,” said he. “For it is known that you can.”

Now I looked sharply at the gentleman, and comely he was, with a bright eye, and the memory of another age came to me, for this was the same counsel given me by the English stranger in the cloak and the great hat.

“Whereby came you these instructions?” I whispered urgently.

“You remember the advice of the avocate?” he said.

“I know not if he was an avocate, a fishmonger or King James resurrected,” said I. “I never saw his face, by virtue of a hat the size of a wagon wheel. But his voice I heard, and it said the same words as you.”

“It was a voice that spoke wisdom,” Fith said. “I hope you shall heed it when you are done here.”

“I will have to be done first,” I told him, looking up at my bound wrists, “because I am not usually in a position to practice letters.”

“And yet you are already serving,” Fith told me, “though you know it not.”

“I only want to know if you have the power to end this chore.”

“Patience, daughter,” he said.

“What is your calling?” said I, “and how came you to know the avocate?”

“I do mostly philosophy,” he answered, “for my patron, Dominick. And he belongs to that court as well.”

“Where is Dominick king?” I said.

“He is an Italian of considerable wealth but no title,” Fith reported, “who pays attention to suffering and the opposite, to what is and what might be.”

“I can write down my share of suffering,” said I, “but I’m certain the man by whose hand you are fed will never care for it, nor will any others.”

“I believe you are wrong,” said he. “Your recollections will be paramount, as will all the accounts of women about important things, for someday, in three years or three centuries, I know not which, women will finally hold sway, and they will set the rules, and their reign shall be strange, and glorious, and libertine.”

“Libertine,” said I, laughing despite my plight. “We are already all libertine, thanks to men.”

“Each man wants to be king and the rest slaves,” said he. “That is not libertine. Libertine is when all are both free and happy in the freedom of others, and such can be affected only by woman.”

“You see hanging before you the perpetual condition of women,” I returned, “for men will never give up their power.”

“They will without knowing they have done so,” said he. “It will all be accomplished by letters and art. And in the end, they will be glad of it.”

“Then you are a prophet,” said I.

“We all are,” he said, “as soon as we let ourselves see the world as it is, and not as we believe it is.”

“I don’t know the difference,” I said.

“But you might, one day,” he promised.

Fith’s words stayed with me, and I recalled them when other visitors came to the galley, common and noble, and the worst of all, those appointed to bring us into Papist thinking.

We had on board the Palma an Almoner, who took not those mean methods of bringing heretics to reason that his brother Almoners were usually accustomed to. But as this term of Almoner may not be understood by the generality of readers, permit me to give an explanation of it. Those Almoners are secular priests of the society, as they call themselves, of the mission of St. Lazarus. As the heads of this society had the art of conciliating the king's confidence, by a certain air of simplicity and disinterestedness, their power was greatly dreaded at Marseilles. This order was founded by Vincent de Paul who, from an obscure priest, became, by his reputation as confessor to the Queen Mother. He afterwards had the appointment of missions into the country for the instruction of the peasants and the vulgar in general. This gave rise to the establishment of a society which, poor and feeble at first, had the art in time of establishing itself in the first cities of France and of acquiring several privileges, prerogatives, and benefices. Among others, they got the nomination of the curates in all the little towns, and of being Almoners or chaplains to His Majesty's troops, fleets, and galleys. In short, these good fathers knew so well how to insinuate themselves at court that the ministers applied to them as oracles and the Jesuits regarded them as potent rivals. The politics of the latter, in this affair, were too refined; they gave this growing society all the countenance in their power, imagining that by this they only increased the number of their own partisans. But the Lazarists had the Jesuits themselves as models before their eyes and were therefore, like them, resolved to depart from the more simple institutions of their founder. They now adopted Jesuitical maxims and caught all their desire of power. Among ecclesiastics, ambition is an epidemical disease which only preys inwardly. Thus the Lazarists fed this growing passion in their hearts while their external deportment bespoke the most profound humility.

Such was their address that their benefactors took a pride in obliging men who seemed to accept of every favor, not to enrich themselves but aggrandize the donor. They saw how well the humble deportment and the mortified air had profited the Jesuits and were accordingly resolved to have the appearance of merit but not of happiness. Their habit was of coarse stuff. They let a part of their beards grow, and studied a despicable appearance as much as the rest of mankind endeavor to avoid it. They had flattery for the court and sanctity for the country, and both accordingly were dupes to their ambition. They were chaplains in all the king's churches, were conductors of several seminaries, and were possessed of immense riches, which they had the secret satisfaction of enjoying. So true it is that we often encompass our designs best by seeming to disregard them.

Accordingly, and to bring this portion of the narrative back to the present issue, the officers of the galleys were slaves to those usurpers. None had the hardiness to disoblige or affront those ambassadors from Christ, for such they pretended to be. Perhaps the reader will say, like Christians, they put up with the affront. No, they only got the officer displaced, and perhaps obliged a poor man to starve or turn beggar. Those fathers then, as I have said, appointed the Almoners aboard our galley, men bigoted like their constituents and equally persecutors of the Reformed.

The Almoner who was consigned to our galley when I was chained to it happened to die, and as Mr. Langeron thought it would be too long to wait for the nomination of another, he chose a Dominican Friar of Rochfort to serve in the place of the deceased. This Almoner was at first severe, but his prejudices wearing off by longer acquaintance, he at last turned his treatment into the most extreme complaisance and good nature, even to the degree that he let us make our own choice about the use of our scarves, and when it suited me or was more convenient, I left if off and discoursed with him naked except for my chain, never suffering either an untoward glance or any admonition.

The last two years which we continued idle at Dunkirk, he seldom let a day pass in which he did not visit us, from no other motive but friendship. His company, if not edifying, was at least amusing. He was a man of learning, and a good preacher.

I received on occasion from those sympathetic to my plight books of polemical divinity, and I was regularly allowed to keep them, and I found in them a reasonableness of arguments lacking in the faith into which I was born and baptized. And thus went everything in the opposite ways, for I was convicted of being Reformed when I was still a Catholic, and the sentence intended to turn me Catholic instead drove me into the arms of the Huguenots!

My humble library included several volumes of Saurin's sermons, one of which the Almoner requested I lend him. Though the request seemed suspicious, I complied, and he was very well pleased with the writer's manner. In short, I lent him all my books one after the other, particularly the works of Mr. Jurieu, which with the rest he punctually returned.

There were five Reformed galley slaves aboard who equally with me partook of this father's esteem and good offices. He was unlike the rest of his brethren, who used punishment for entreaty and stripes for argument. He offered his opinions with candor, and enforced them with energy. This Indulgence at last drew upon him the hatred of the rest, who accused him to the bishop of Ypres of heresy, of loving and countenancing heretics, and of confirming them instead of drawing them from their errors. He was cited before the bishop to answer this accusation. In consequence of this order he went to Ypres and presented himself before his lordship, who repeated to him a summary of his accusations.

“My Lord,” replied the Almoner, “if your Lordship has commissioned me to entreat, exhort, and endeavor to prevail upon the heretics committed to my care, 'tis what I every day perform. But if your commands also enjoin my afflicting and persecuting men and women already wretched for not thinking as I do, send me back to my convent, for I must disobey.”

His accusation terminated to his honor, the bishop approved his conduct, and the Almoners who had pursued contrary maxims were severely censured.

What impudence and imposture were these others guilty of! Impudence to vouch a falsehood in which they must soon be detected, imposture in assuming a skill at conversion which they only supported by falsehood. But what will not men do who have, if I may be allowed the expression, schooled away every principle, who subtilize upon the commonest duties until they no longer appear binding? Lies, hypocrisy and cruelty take with them the names of virtue if exercised in the destruction of heresy. All frauds with them may be used to circumvent an enemy, and all men are enemies who happen to differ from them in opinion. Bred up in all the unfeeling apathy of a monastic life, they have neither joy nor distress among themselves and consequently are seldom elated with the good or depressed with the calamities of others. Thus they praise the happy without being sincere and punish the miserable without feeling the distress they inflict. By study they freeze every sentiment of humanity, and at last become mere manhaters, because themselves are actually miserable.

For an example of the duplicity to which we were subjected by these betrayers of godly decency, there came a time in the winter of 1711 when two slave girls who pretended to be Reformed suddenly claimed to have found Papistry again and, having publicly abjured, received a few days after their liberty as a recompence for their compliance. The day of their deliverance being come, one of our chief badgerers, Father Garcin, along with the rest of them, went from galley to galley, declaring the king's indulgence and their own assiduity in obtaining the freedom of the converted. The Palma, in which there were at the time forty Huguenots, five male and the rest female, you may imagine was not left unvisited.

They instructed the females among us to clothe our hips with our scarves, but not the men, so that we knew with whom we would be having our audience. Those who profess the greatest devotion to our Lord, it seems, are least able to countenance the temptations of the female form, even when its nether place is clothed by the hair that grew thicker and more wild, as I and my fellow slaves found, under the liberation of enforced nakedness.

Next, they ordered the keeper to unchain us all and send us to them into the cabin. We were soon introduced and after some fulsome civilities which these gentlemen generally have at command, they began their harangue to this purpose.

“You know, ladies and gentlemen, what pains we have taken, and what methods employed for your conversion,” said they. “We have privately advised, and publicly exhorted without reaping the least advantage from our diligence. But as God dispenses his grace to whom, and in what manner it pleases him, two of your fraternity have been at last converted, and have with great zeal publicly abjured their errors. As we are convinced nothing can please His Majesty more than the conversion of his subjects, so we thought proper to inform him of our success, and this which you shall now read is the purport of His Majesty's opinion.”

So saying, one of them drew out a letter from Mr. Portchartrain, Minister of State, which imported that His Majesty was highly pleased to hear of two such notable heretics being brought back to the bosom of the church, and that he was in hopes they would be able to make good their assurances of converting in like manner all the rest. If accordingly any of them were found to follow so good an example, His Majesty not only promised them their freedom, but also his royal favor upon application.

We readily perceived by this that the missionaries had endeavored to persuade His Majesty that these were chiefs of the rest of the reformed, whose example had influenced them to former obstinacy, and would now influence in like manner to future obedience, and we should soon all be converted and consequently that way obtain our freedom.

After this letter was read, Father Garcin harangued us with some eloquence, extolling the goodness of the king, who was not only solicitous for the eternal good of his subjects, but desirous of their prospering also in this life, of which this letter was a sufficient indication.

He then enlarged on the kindness and clemency of the Church of Rome which, like its founder, used only persuasion and clemency to make proselytes.

“Attribute not to us,” continued the friar, “a spirit of persecution. Far be it from us to harbor a spirit so detestable and repugnant to the rules of the Gospel. Return, the church invites, but not forces you to her bosom. The king solicits, and the truth from our lips all persuade you to return.”

Having finished his oration, one of our fraternity answered that we were truly sensible of His Majesty's tenderness and kind concern for our welfare. As for our duty, His Majesty might depend upon it, in whatever state fortune was pleased to fix us. But as to our faith, that was a duty due to the King of Kings, and it was impossible not to disobey the king. Our belief was almost involuntary, and we were determined our tongues should never give our sentiments the lie.

Here Father Garcin concluded the conference, saying that each might reflect upon the offers of His Majesty and, if wise, profit by accepting them.

We now left the chamber, the Jesuits continuing in it some time after we were gone, apparently waiting to try if any would return and own themselves convinced. The keepers proceeded to chain us to our seats, but as there were forty of us, this business of chaining took up at least an hour.

I entered into conversation with three of my fellow Protestants, two female and one male, till our turn to be chained came on. I let them know that I knew not how to contain the indignation I felt at the false assertion of Father Garcin in saying we were not persecuted for religion. My companions, more prudent than I, represented it as better to listen without replying to such falsehoods than draw down the malice of a set of men whose kindness was but art and compassion but meditated cruelty.

“Gentlemen and ladies,” replied I, “we have already suffered so much that no new misfortune can much afflict us. We are too well used to calamity now to fear its rage, and the constancy which heaven has been pleased to grant hitherto will still make us a match for the cruelty of our enemies. In short, I'm resolved to go back to the cabin where the Jesuits are, and unload my heart in your presence. I shall support the whole argument, and be assured no expression either of anger or ill manners shall drop from me to give them a pretext of using us ill.”

They acquiesced and we accordingly entered the chamber where those fathers were still in conference together. As soon as they saw us enter they assumed an air of hope which was, I suppose, inspired by a persuasion that we returned to confess ourselves their proselytes. They saluted us with the utmost civility, bidding us sit down, no little honor done to a galley slave. As I promised to speak, I was the first who returned an answer to Father Garcin, who asked if we had reflected on the king's generous offers, and the truths that had been lately delivered.

“Father,” said I, “we are fully convinced of His Majesty's bounty and sincerity, and only a few scruples remain of which we desire an explanation.”

I assumed while I spoke thus, I must confess, a hypocritical air, by which I would seem to intimate that we only returned with a design of capitulating. I had the pleasure of seeing them unsuspecting my design, and greedily catching at the seeming victory. I proceeded then, without minding the fears of my companions in an apparent acquiescence, in the truth of all their assertions, and at last artfully led them to acknowledge that we suffered persecution, in the manner following:

I informed the fathers that we had seriously reflected on what had passed, but that still an obstacle stood in the way to our conversion, which I hoped might be removed.

“This,” cries Garcin in raptures, “this is acting like gentlemen and ladies! Propose your scruples and you shall quickly be satisfied.”

“I can assure you, Sir,” replied I, “that I have been instructed very carefully by my parents in the principles of the Reformed religion, and I must aver that nothing serves so much to confirm me in those principles as thinking that I am persecuted for adhering to them. For when I consider that Christ, the apostles, and several other faithful adherers to Christianity have suffered persecution, I can't help thinking myself in the right way, for methinks that in this one thing at least I imitate them. Therefore, Sir, if you can demonstrate that we are not persecuted, as you just now affirmed, I shall confess myself your proselyte.”

“I'm pleased,” replied the Jesuit, “that you so candidly propose your doubts, and more so because it is so easy a task to resolve them. First do you know what persecution is?”

“Alas! Sir, can I be ignorant of it? Though I should strive to forget, would not these chains serve to remind me?”

“You certainly mistake,” returned he, “and call punishment persecution. But you shall soon be convinced of what I say. Why are you confined to the galleys, and what were the motives that induced the court to pass your sentence?”

I answered that I went but once to assembly on the guidance of my late mother, was arrested and so condemned to the galleys.

“Just as I was saying,” replied the father, “you do not know what the word persecution imports. Persecution in religion is when a person is used severely with a view of making her renounce the principles of which he makes profession. But in your case religion has no part, for the king having ordered all his subjects not to darken the doors of an assembled troop, you disobeyed those orders, and therefore are justly punished for disobedience. Your crime is of a political, not a religious nature.”

He then addressed himself to another of my companions, a faithful girl of no more than 16 years named Mireille, to know the cause of her being confined to the galleys, which was answered for her having frequented an assembly.

“The king,” says Father Garcin, “had forbid any assembling to worship God except in churches. You also have disobeyed as Genevieve here and are consequently punished.”

Another of my companions replied that upon the point of death professing herself a Protestant, when she happened to recover she was sentenced to the galleys.

“Still a disobedience to the king's orders,” replied the Jesuit. “It is His Majesty's will that all his subjects should live and die in the Catholic faith; this you refused to do; and the king has been obliged to enforce his commands by punishment. No, gentlemen and ladies, the church has nothing to do in this affair. It neither drew up your Indictment nor presided at your trial. All was transacted without her knowledge, and consequently without her participation.”

I found I should never conquer in this dispute without continuing my borrowed air. I seemed pleased with his explication, but demanded whether I might not be set at liberty before I had made my abjuration, after which my other doubts might be cleared up at a more convenient season.

“It is impossible,” replied the father, “to leave the galleys till you have formally abjured.”

“But when I have abjured, shall I then be sure of my liberty?”

“Upon my priesthood you shall in less than a fortnight be as free as I am.”

“O, Sir,” now replied I, raising my voice, “truth will break through every mist that human art would throw round it. Even I, untaught, artless, and without eloquence as I am, have drawn a confession from you that religion keeps me in slavery. We shall be free if our sentiments change but slaves if we persist in our opinions.”

I was going to proceed when at once he broke off the debate and in a rage ordered the keeper to chain up those mad enthusiasts without delay!

XV: In Which We Are Taken in Chains from Dunkirk

I now come to the end of my residence at Dunkirk, which my fellow Protestants were soon to be obliged to leave, and I enter upon the description of a new species of fatigues and torments which we underwent upon our leaving or, to speak more properly, our being stolen from Dunkirk, and which continued from the first of October, 1712, to the 17th of January 1713.

It is an occurrence well known that Queen Anne in this year made a particular treaty of peace with France and that, among other articles, it was stipulated that the English should take possession of the city, fortifications, and port of Dunkirk, which were to be demolished. In consequence of this, the English came to Dunkirk in the month of September with between three and four thousand men, and took possession of the city, forts, and citadel, which the French garrison had evacuated. It has been already said that the marine of France had been so ruined that they were unable to arm the galleys and send them away by sea from a harbor now no longer theirs. Therefore it was agreed between the courts of France and England that the galleys and their crews should remain in port till it should be begun to be demolished, which could not be effected till after winter. It was also agreed that no vessel whatsoever should leave the port without permission from Her Britannic Majesty. The English had no sooner taken possession of the town and established a garrison in the citadel then they came in crowds to see the galleys and satisfy their curiosity with a sight which few of them had ever seen before, particularly as the galleys were known to be populated with female slaves.

Among others many French refugees came upon being informed that there were several slaves on board who were condemned for religion, and upon enquiry found the number of the unhappy sufferers on the Palma to amount to twenty-two, all but two female. Those gentlemen testified a true zeal for religion on this occasion. They embraced us with tenderness, wept over us, nor could they refrain giving marks of their indignation and pity upon observing our chains and the other miseries attendant upon slavery. They generally stayed a great part of the day with us, neither regarding our nakedness, nor the vermin nor the ill smells which are generally found in the company of extreme wretchedness. They seemed to glory in the presence of the officers of the galleys in caressing and consoling us and in exhorting us to perseverance. Their example drew not a few English officers of the first rank, whose actions testified a piety becoming true Protestants. The soldiery also came in crowds, and in their manner of expressing their zeal swore that if we were not delivered by fair means, their swords would do it by foul.

Things were thus circumstanced, when one day an English colonel, whose name I forget, joined the visitors to the Palma and had a conference with me while I was at my chain on the bench, importing that Mr. Hill, who was constituted governor of Dunkirk by Queen Anne after its capture, might be ignorant of our detention and the cause of it. He concluded by advising me to address him by a petition informing him of our situation and imploring his redress.

I accordingly drew up a petition in the best manner I was able and had it presented to Mr. Hill.

The next day this gentleman sent his secretary to me with instructions to say that his excellency was pleased with my information I had given him of our detention and that he would do his utmost to set us free. But as it was out of his power to do this without the queen’s leave, he would write to Her Majesty, and that her orders, which he assured himself would be in our favor, would determine his actions with regard to our deliverance. He desired us to wait a fortnight with patience and then we might be sure, if not of redress, at least of having all methods tried which might be consistent with justice. The secretary added that if we had occasion for any sums of money, my lord offered his purse, which we might command.

I replied that we wanted nothing but his lordship's protection, and that our sincerest acknowledgments were due to his lordship for his intentions to serve us. I let my sisters and brothers in faith know of this transaction, at the same time admonishing them to be on their guard in admitting the English soldiers to any intimacy with them and avoid all discourse that might animate them to use violence in procuring us our liberty, for Dunkirk and the port were thick with the queen’s men. On the contrary, that they should be informed of the governor's intention of serving us, and his request that we should wait the queen's orders with tranquility.

From that time all was calm, and each of us awaited with patience the news from England. In this interval of expectation, the governor became a great friend of Mr. Langeron's, our commodore. In conversation one day together, Mr. Hill seemed to wonder at the unaccountable conduct of the French court in not taking the Protestant slaves away before the English were possessed of the city. They could not be ignorant, he said, that the English looked with detestation on the severity with which those sufferers were treated, and that in all the churches of England prayers were continually put up for their deliverance; that, in a word, the court of France must have foreseen that a gang of Protestants in sight of a French galley, loaded with chains for what was looked upon as a merit not a crime, would be extremely apt to breed a mutiny among the soldiers, and that the queen of England must have been obliged to set them free in order to prevent more fatal consequences. “The soldiery, in fact,” continued he, “are already prepared to rise and take by force what we cannot in justice allow.”

Mr. Langeron allowed that the French court had acted imprudently. “But, Sir,” says he, “I see no method of preventing what may happen, and to your prudence alone I must have recourse to extricate me from this embarrassment, for I am conscious the king, my master, will never give his consent to setting the Protestant slaves free.”

Hill replied that he knew only one method to prevent any disagreeable consequence. “You must write,” said he, “to the French ministry to give orders for their being carried off privately by sea. I shall concur in this measure, and all danger will be thus prevented.”

Mr. Langeron followed his advice, and received an order from court to act in concert with Mr. Hill, and their project was executed in the following manner:

The first of October, which is the Feast of St. Remy, we perceived a fishing bark chained alongside our galley. A report was spread that this vessel had been confiscated for carrying contraband goods. Towards night the retreat was beat as usual, and all went to rest. I was fast asleep in the provision chamber, where I was allowed to spend the night due to my office, when our major entered, armed with a cocked pistol, and two of the galley's soldiers, who soon awakened me, holding their bayonets to my breast and threatened if I made the least noise or resistance to put me that instant to death.

The major added his exhortations in a civil manner that I should not give any disturbance, else he should be reluctantly obliged to obey his orders and kill me.

I begged to know what new crime I had been guilty of to merit this usage.

“No crime,” replied he, “nor shall there be any punishment if you do not force us to it by disobedience.”

I was now carried on board the fishing bark and thrust down into the hold where all was dark and silent, which was necessary to prevent the English sentinel of the garrison, who was not far off, from perceiving us.

Upon coming down here, I found some twenty-one sisters and brothers in bonds, who had been conducted hither in the same manner. Here they chained us all together, still observing the most profound silence, by our feet and our hands, and though we were so bound as to be unable to make the least resistance, yet a soldier stood over each of us, and with their bayonets fixed bid us at our peril not to speak.

The bark now prepared to leave the harbor. It was necessary to pass by an English guard ship, which was always stationed in the middle of the port to prevent any vessel from going out without leave. This ship brought our vessel to, but the master of the bark, who was an Englishman, satisfied the captain by saying that we were going to fish for Mr. Hill and showed his pass for that that purpose. Our ship was in the same manner examined by all the commanders of the forts and piers, and received the same answer, till at last we got into the open sea.

The soldiers upon only then left us, mounted upon deck, but kept the hatches still closed shut upon us. However, we placed ourselves now more commodiously upon the sand, which served as ballast. We were confident that no ship went to sea without provisions, though no more than bread and water, but as we could see none either here nor upon our entering, we could not help being firmly persuaded that they designed to sink us to the bottom, and that the soldiers were gone to save themselves in the shallop, which was fastened to the bark.

It can be easily imagined the agony we were in, and the gloomy conjectures we made upon this occasion. In utter darkness, afraid to speak, our imaginations already heated by the force used in conducting us hither, we felt more terror than is sometimes even in death. Thus we passed the night, putting up unceasing prayers to heaven with all the fervor of men and women who expect instant death.

Some, premature in their fears, would at times cry out, “My sisters and brothers we are sinking, I feel the water pouring in!” This increased our distress and redoubled our devotion.

There was, notwithstanding, one old man whose conduct was so extraordinary at this juncture, that had not our fears prevented our mirth, we must have laughed at his frugality. He was placed on his knapsack, and hearing it urged that the water was coming in, he raised himself haltingly and, catching up his knapsack, sought carefully about for a nail to hang it on. As he was next me, and his fumbling interrupted my devotion, I asked what he was about.

“My knapsack,” replied he. “I'm in pain lest it should get wet, and then my things in it will be spoiled.”

“Think of your soul, honest man,” returned I, “for if you are drowned, no matter for the knapsack.

“You advise right,” replied the old man, “I never thought of that,” and immediately desisted from his search.

We now perceived by the ship's motion that we went with sails but knew not what wind blew, nor whither we were going. When morning came, the hatches were opened, and as I was next to the hatchway, I stood up and could see upon deck the first object that presented itself, Hercule Parie, our sergeant major, a man who had professed the utmost friendship for me, and who owed me some obligations for speaking to our captain in his favor.

“Parie,” cried I, “who thought of finding you here!”

“Yes, mademoiselle,” said he, with a facetious air, “I have been ordered upon this disagreeable duty. I suppose you have reposed but scurvily last night.”

“Indeed,” said I with delight, for I knew then we would not be sunk after all, and instead we were brought to Marseilles, imprisoned there until sea and wind favored the delivery of our galley, and all of us were reunited with it and our chains.

XVI: In Which I Am Granted Freedom

The Treaties of Utrecht, the first of which was signed in April 1713, concluded without anything stipulated in our favor. The Marquis de Rochegaude, a native of France and a refugee among the cantons of Switzerland, had been employed by the cantons at the Congress at Utrecht to solicit in our favor. Failing in this, he was resolved to pursue his design still with a vigor surprising for a man of his years and infirmities. He went from Utrecht to the north, where he obtained a letter from Charles XII to the queen of England on our behalf, another from the king of Denmark, others from the king of Prussia and several German princes, from the Protestant cantons of Switzerland, the United Provinces, and all the Protestant powers of Europe, recommending us to the powerful intercession of her Britannic Majesty.

After he had collected the letters, the Marquis went over into England and demanded permission of Lord Oxford to be admitted to an audience of Her Majesty. His lordship asked what his business might be with the queen.

“I have,” said the Marquis, “letters to deliver to her from all the Protestant powers of Europe.”

“Give them then to me,” said Lord Oxford. “I'll take care to deliver them, and back them with my interest.”

This the Marquis refused so his lordship acquiesced, procuring him the audience desired. The queen, upon receipt of the letters, committed them to her secretary of state, who had orders to examine them and return the proper answer.

About a fortnight passed before the Marquis heard any more of this affair. Uneasy at such delay, and being informed that Her Majesty was to walk that day in St. James's Park, he was resolved to throw himself in her way, so as to be taken notice of. This project succeeded, for the queen observing the old gentleman, ordered him to be called and said to him, “Mr. Rochegaude, I entreat you to let those poor creatures on board the galleys know that they shall soon be set at liberty.”

This answer was pious, and without equivocation. The Marquis quickly informed us of Her Majesty's answer, which again inspired us with hopes, and we gave glory to him on high who had again interested even crowned heads in our favor.

Some time after there came from court an order to the intendant of Marseilles to send up a list of all the Protestants who were on board the galleys. This was accordingly done, and a few days after, towards the latter end of May 1713, an order was sent down to the intendant to deliver one hundred and thirty-six of the Protestant slaves, whose names were contained in a list accompanying the order. It was impossible to determine by what policy the court was influenced in not manumitting the whole, which amounted to upwards of three hundred who suffered for the same cause. Whatever was the reason, they were not delivered till a few months after.

The intendant having received the above-mentioned order, communicated it to the missionaries, who were in the utmost confusion. They said that the king had been deceived, and that our deliverance would be an eternal blot upon the Church of Rome. They requested the intendant to suspend the execution of his orders and to grant them fifteen days in which they might send an express to court and receive an answer.

The intendant, who could not refuse without incurring their hatred, granted their request and concealed the order he had received from court for delivering a hundred and thirty-six Protestants. We were notwithstanding informed the day after by a domestic of the intendant concerning our deliverance, and he specified the names of each of those who were so fortunate as to be on the list at different times, sending us by intervals a bit of paper with a few names wrote upon it. Thus he continued sending for three days, during which time I felt the utmost anxiety, for I happened to be last upon the list, and was in short almost reduced to despair. I had at last the happiness to see my own name at the bottom, and felt a joy that even at this distance of time rises to my memory as though fresh, and in recollecting gives me satisfaction. I was happy for myself but sorrowful of the affliction of those poor creatures who were left unnamed. Yet still they had some hopes left, for Queen Anne had demanded all and had obtained all and therefore it was reasonable to expect their turn would come at last.

We thus continued in a state of the utmost inquietude between hopes and fears for three weeks longer. He who showed us the list having apprized us of the machinations of the Jesuits to have the order revoked, we feared their power and knew their falsehood; we were convinced their influence at court was very great and dreaded the consequences. We were without rest either day or night, till the express sent by the missionaries returned. But, to the astonishment of the good fathers, it brought no answer either favorable or otherwise, which convinced the intendant that the king desired an obedience to his commands. Still, however, the missionaries did not lose all hope. They desired eight days more, till the return of another express whom they had dispatched after the former. He also returned without any answer. As the order for our deliverance was committed as a secret to too many, it quickly took vent and came as news to the missionaries. This procured us another visit from them, in which they assured us that the news of our deliverance was utterly false and groundless. But when the last express returned, they appeared utterly disconcerted and no longer concealed their displeasure at our approaching happiness. They demanded from the intendant in what manner we were to be delivered, to which he replied that we were to have full liberty of going where we thought proper. To this they very warmly remonstrated that heretics so atrocious as we, being suffered to spread through the kingdom, would pervert not only the newly converted but even good Catholics themselves. By this means they prevailed upon the intendant to declare that we should be set free only upon condition that we left the kingdom by sea upon pain of being remitted to the galleys if we presumed to return.

This was a malignant stroke against us, for how could we leave the kingdom by sea? There was no ship in the port to convey us to England or Holland. We were not in circumstances to employ one to carry us away to either of these countries, all of which the missionaries had foreseen, and thus imagined they had precluded every resource.

It is customary when slaves are to be delivered to apprize them of it some days beforehand. Accordingly, upon an appointed day, the keeper received an order of the intendant to conduct the hundred and thirty six slaves who were to be released into the arsenal of the city. When we appeared, the intendant called us over one by one and declared that the king granted us our liberty at the solicitation of the Queen of England upon condition we left the kingdom at our own expense.

We remonstrated against this as being a very hard condition and almost impossible to perform, as we could not with our meager funds hire a ship to convey us away.

“This is not my business,” returned he, “but the king will not advance you a shilling.”

“Then, Sir,” answered we, “let us be permitted to try if we can find a ship for our purpose.”

“That is but reasonable,” said the intendant, and gave our keepers directions to permit our going along the port in chains and with a guard in quest of a ship, when and as often as we pleased.

In the meantime, the missionaries, to throw more obstacles in our way, bethought them of another project, which was that we should declare to what port we were bound. Their view in this was that as they knew our friends resided in different parts of Europe, we should be consequently divided in our councils to which country we should go, as each would be for sailing to that country in which his friends found refuge. Thus divided in our designs, they concluded we should never be able to get off without their permission.

This scheme succeeded no better than the preceding. Fortunately for us, the person who was first upon our list had his friends in Geneva. She therefore being asked whither she designed to go replied, “To Geneva.” The person who stood next, being asked the same question, concluding that all should make the same reply and made the same answer, “To Geneva.” Thus the word went on among the rest, and we at last all cried out, “To Geneva!”

The intendant upon this turn informed us that we must then provide a vessel to carry us to Italy, for as there was no going to Geneva by sea, and as it was not permitted to go through France, we had no other passage but by Italy, which though very far about, we must be obliged to undertake.

We accordingly endeavored to find a ship for Italy, but were not so successful as we at first imagined we should be. One day, however, when we were almost in despair of succeeding, a pilot of the galley La Favorite, whose name was Jovas, informed one of our brethren with whom he had been acquainted aboard his galley that he had a tartan (a slight bark made use of in the Mediterranean) which could carry us from Marseilles to Villa Franca, a port in the County of Nice belonging to the Duke of Savoy, afterwards King of Sardinia. From hence we might go by Piedmont to Geneva.

We listened to his proposal with delight and bargained with this pilot at the rate of six livres a head, upon supplying our own provisions. Thus both were contented, we by being soon to be delivered, and he by being well paid for so short a voyage, as Villa Franca is from Marseilles not above twenty or twenty five leagues.

It was now determined to acquaint the intendant with our having found a ship. The pilot and one of our sisters went upon this message. The intendant appeared satisfied and prepared to give us our passports. We expected our long-waited-for liberty next day, but the missionaries had still an obstacle left to prevent us. Being informed that we had bargained for a ship to Villa Franca, they again went to the intendant, representing it as unsafe to send us to this city because it was too near the frontiers of France, and to prevent a return into the kingdom, we should be sent to Geneva or Ieghorn. These gentlemen, who chose to support their animosity to the last, knew well that this was sending us far out of the way. The roads also from Italy were more difficult to pass, and we had by this means the Alps to cross, which were to us almost inaccessible, as we had in our company numbers decrepit with age, maimed with wounds, or paralytic with diseases. The reader need not be informed that these mountains cannot be passed by carriages, and that even mules, animals trained up to these precipices, can scarce pass in safety. They also knew well that we had no desires of returning to France, that we had every reason to avoid it, still bleeding as we were with the stripes we had received from the hands of our cruel countrymen.

The intendant himself looked upon this as a malignant pretext of the missionaries to continue us under their authority, but they were powerful and they must consequently be obeyed. He therefore let us know that our bargain with Jovas could not take place for the reasons already assigned. Thus were we again disconcerted and seemingly as far from our liberty as before. We apprized Jovas of this cross accident, who was not a little severe in his invectives against those “brothers of the beard,” as he termed them. The truth is, they are hated by the poor and feared by the rich. Notwithstanding, Jovas gave us ample consolation, for either through spite or not willing to lose so good a bargain, he told us that our agreement with him should still subsist and that he would carry us for the same price even to the remotest harbor in the Mediterranean. He entreated one of us to accompany him to the intendant to declare this resolution, with which that magistrate was perfectly satisfied, and no doubt inwardly pleased to be at last disengaged from so troublesome a business. For, as we afterwards learned, he feared a complaint from Queen Anne, which would ruin him at the French Court to all intents and purposes. He therefore assured us we should be soon freed.

But the missionaries still, expecting counterorders from court, took every occasion to delay our departure. They represented to the intendant that the tartan of Jovas was too small to carry such a number of men and women in the hold, wherefore we should be obliged to stay upon deck and consequently might seize upon the vessel, throw the mariners into the sea and put her into what harbor we thought proper. And that this was a peril so evident that they could never give their consent to our departure in so small a ship, wherefore we ought to procure ships large enough to carry us all in the hold.

The intendant plainly saw the absurdity of this pretext but had not courage to oppose. A new order was issued that we should provide a ship sufficient to carry us all in the hold. Jovas our pilot was again disconcerted and sent forth in secret every imprecation against his father confessors. He seemed now to look upon it as his duty to give us a passage, and he protested that though he should gain nothing, even should he lose by his agreement, he was resolved to put it into execution. He left us in these hopes and went to fulfill his determinations.

The next day he failed not to bring us good news. He had settled our passage in such a manner that now, said he, the brothers of the beard could find nothing to object. He hired two barks, each larger than his, each capable of containing in the hold with ease fifty men and women, while his own would carry the other thirty-six.

There was now another deputation to the intendant, who was at last resolved to hear of no new obstacles. He therefore, to prevent every shadow of delay, sent his secretary to visit the three tartans and to bring him back an account if they were capable of containing the number proposed.

We bribed the secretary and he brought back a report in our favor. It was at length concluded that the tartan of Jovas with thirty-six men and women should leave the harbor in two days, and the two others carrying fifty men and women each, should follow in three days after.

Things being thus disposed, the Jesuits made no further opposition to our departure, except by endeavoring to intimidate our pilots. They compelled them to sign an obligatory compact by which they bound themselves not to land us at Villa Franca, but either at leghorn or Genoa under a penalty of having their tartans confiscated or paying a fine of four hundred livres and suffering imprisonment for what time the missionaries thought reasonable.

At length the Jesuits ceased persecution, they despaired of succeeding in continuing our slavery, and in silent spleen retired to their convent. Father Garcin was so much disgusted that he left Marseilles rather than be a spectator of a deliverance which so much opposed his inclinations.

At length the long-wished-for hour of liberty arrived, the seventeenth of June, 1713 (a day forever to be noted by me as the commencement of all the happiness heaven has been pleased to bestow me here on Earth). The date having arrived, thirty-six of our society, of which number I was one, were conducted to the arsenal, not as usual to hear some new orders for either a change of punishment or addition to distress, but to be set free from a bondage, the most severe that tyranny ever inflicted.

The commissary of the marine read the orders of the king, which were also written in our passports. The obligation which Jovas had signed was also read in our presence. This over, the commissary ordered a keeper who stood by to unchain us entirely. When set free, our passports, or discharges, were remitted into the hand of Jovas, and he was charged with our persons. At the same time he had orders to take us aboard with all possible dispatch and sail at the first opportunity. I left the arsenal for the first time in three years without chains and with the rest followed the pilot down to the quay where his tartan was moored.

We prepared to enter the hold where we were to lie upon sand, which served for ballast, but the wind blew into port so that it was impossible to leave the harbor, and the sea also was so rough that though the wind had been for us, we could not have ventured out. Our pilot, seeing us prepare to go down into the hold, there to stay till the weather should grow favorable, addressed us as follows:

“Do you think, gentlemen and ladies, I can be as cruel as missionaries and keep you here stifling in the hold of my little tartan? No, I'm a seaman and will use you as such. You are now free and I have no desire to keep you confined.

“It is true,” continued he, “we cannot leave harbor till the wind changes, and the Lord knows when it will change. Take my advice, go your ways into the city and lodge at your ease. I do not fear your escaping. I am convinced that instead of offering to fly from me, you would esteem it a misfortune to be left behind in the hands of your enemies. I'll answer for your return and, provided I carry you to the port agreed on, I have nothing further to fear. Go every one about your business, lodge where you think proper, I care not where, only be sure to observe the weather, and when you see the wind change to return.”

How strongly does the honest bluntness of this ignorant sailor contrast with the malicious civilities of our book-learned missionaries! He readily saw from the nature of our situation that an endeavor to escape would be the utmost absurdity. The Jesuits saw it too, but persecution was the word and they were resolved to torment us.

We took the advice of our pilot and dispersed ourselves among different inns in the city. Thus we were lodged at our ease, but no situation, however comfortable, could diminish our inquietude at being kept in the harbor. We still dreaded some new machination of the Jesuits, and therefore next morning waited upon the commissary to inform him of the reasons of our delay and to beg that he would impute our stay to no other cause but the weather. The commissary received us very graciously and seemed very well pleased with our conduct, adding with a good-natured air, “The king has not given you freedom in order to force you to perish at sea. Stay in town till the wind becomes favorable, only permit me to advise you not to go out of the gates, and when the weather invites put to sea, where I heartily wish you a prosperous voyage.”

The gentleman was it seems the son of Protestant parents, and perhaps to this we were indebted for part of his kindness.

The wind was contrary three days, at the end of which it changed but still continued stormy, and the sea seemed in violent agitation. We went notwithstanding to the bark, where we found the pilot and requested to be put on board.

“Gentlemen and ladies,” said he, “it is true you can leave the harbor, but you will find it terrible weather at sea.”

We entreated him to risk it for once, and if he judged it not absolutely dangerous at sea, we had rather be in the hands of God than of man.

“I see your desires,” replied he, “to leave the port, and I am resolved to comply with them. Come then, let us embark and commit ourselves to sea and the direction of Providence.”

We took in some provisions and left the port, but we had better have taken his advice and waited more favorable weather. The sea was most violently agitated. The waves ran so high that we expected to founder every moment. We were all seasick and consequently quite dispirited. In short, our pilot was obliged to cast anchor before the harbor of Toulon to repair his tackling, which the storm had shattered.

We expected to be here safe from any future visits from our countrymen, as we lay off at such a distance, but in this we were mistaken, for about five in the evening, a sergeant and two soldiers belonging to the marine of Toulon came with a shallop, boarded our tartan, and summoned the pilot to go before the intendant of that city to give an account of himself. Our reflections on this unexpected incident were very disagreeable; we were apprehensive lest, as our passports imported that we should quit the kingdom, the intendant might think we had designs of clandestinely entering, and in pursuance of these suggestions, confine us till further orders, and if the missionaries should be apprized of our detention, they might accuse us to the king of disobedience to his orders, which it would be no easy matter to exculpate.

Our pilot himself was not a little disconcerted. He took courage, however, and with our passports in his hand, entered the shallop with the soldiers. We requested that some of our society might be permitted to accompany him, which was readily granted. I was one of four who were employed on this occasion.

There was at this time the plague in Constantinople. All ships therefore of France going from one port to another were obliged before they could put into harbor to produce a bill of health. Ours was made out upon leaving Marseilles, and for greater expedition, our names not specified. It run thus: “Let twenty-six men and ten women pass into Italy by order of the King, being in good health etc.”

Desired the pilot only to present this bill to the intendant in answer to his demands, which I believed would be sufficiently satisfactory. He acquiesced and accordingly, upon being questioned from whence he came, where bound, and how laden, he made no other reply but by putting his bill of health into the hands of the intendant who, seeing something mysterious and secret in his manner, immediately conceived that we were going upon some secret expedition, which it was not his business to investigate. In fact, we appeared fit enough to confirm his suspicions.

We had got rid of our slave habits at Marseilles and were equipped at a salesman's shop in such a garb as the narrowness of our finances obliged us to be content with for the present, the men in trousers and heavy tunics and topcoats, the women in long skirts and loose blouses and simple berets. Thus the intendant strongly suspected that we were all in disguise, which greatly added to our importance in his imagination. He told the pilot upon reading our bill of health that he required no further testimonials and, addressing himself to us, added that we might repose ourselves in town as long as we thought convenient, or consistent with His Majesty's instructions, and he would defray our expenses. We thanked him for his kindness and retired very well content with the success of so innocent a stratagem.

Our pilot was prevailed upon to debark our whole company in order to rest in town from the fatigues they had suffered at sea, and the next morning we returned aboard to continue our voyage. We sailed for three days with very fine weather from Toulon to Villa Franca. This city, which lies in the county of Nice, out of the dominions of France, belongs to the king of Sardinia.

In this port we dropped anchor and requested of our pilot permission to land and lie that night in the city, promising to return on board whenever he should be pleased to order.

“Gentlemen and ladies,” returned he, “I very willingly comply, as I am satisfied you are too generous to abuse my good nature. It is certain I shall be in your power, and you may not return if you please, but you must be sensible that such a conduct would absolutely undo me.”

We gave him the strongest assurances to submit to his orders, and to reembark whenever he should think proper. He believed us and granted our request. We landed accordingly and took up our lodgings in some public houses near the port. The next day, which happened to be Sunday, we prepared to reembark but our pilot said he had some business in Nice, a city not above a league distant from Villa Franca, where, after hearing mass, he would return to take us in.

I desired to keep him company, as I had an inclination to see that city, which he willingly accepted, and three more of our society joining in the same request, we went all five together. Upon entering Nice, our pilot said he would hear mass and we might wait for him in the first public house we should happen to meet. We agreed, and leaving the great street, we went with him in quest of a public house, which was not easy to find open, as all the houses and shops are shut in the morning of this day. Wandering thus from one street to another, where scarce a person was to be seen, we perceived at last a little man approaching us. At first we took no particular notice of him, but approaching still nearer, he accosted us very civilly and begged we would not be displeased if he asked from whence we came. Having informed him that we came from Marseilles, he seemed to be puzzled, not daring to ask if we came from the galleys, as such a question is looked upon as the highest affront. At last, recollecting himself, he again demanded if we left that city by order of the king of France.

“Yes, Sir,” replied one of us, “we have just come from the galleys.”

“Good God!” cries he. “Are you of that number who have been lately delivered at the instance of the Queen of England?”

We replied in the affirmative.

“Follow me,” said this stranger, who seemed transported with joy. “I esteem this meeting as the most fortunate accident of my whole life.”

We obeyed without hesitating, as well as our pilot, who suspected some design against us, as he had but an indifferent opinion of Italian sincerity. We were now conducted to what rather seemed the palace of a prince than the house of a private man.

Being introduced and the doors shut, this Protestant merchant, for such he was, embraced us with marks of unfeigned joy, and calling his wife and his children, bid them testify their happiness at finding their poor brothers in the Gospel at last redeemed from slavery. Congratulations were again renewed, not without praise to him above, who brings the prisoner out of captivity.

Mr. Bonijoli, for such was his name, now entreated we would kneel down and join in family worship, where he made a prayer the most zealous and pathetic that can be imagined, nor could many of the family refrain from tears on this occasion. Even our pilot himself, who stayed with us rather than go to mass, testified the utmost appreciation for this good man's piety.

After prayers we went to breakfast, where our entertainer being informed that there were in all thirty-six of us now at Villa Franca, and also being acquainted with the accident which brought us to Nice, he could not sufficiently express his satisfaction. We at last demanded who he was that gave us so kind a reception and how he came to accost us first in the street.

“I am,” returned he, “a native of Nifmes in Languedoc. I fled my country upon the revocation of the Edict of Nantz, took refuge under the Duke of Savoy, and settled in this city where, by the favor of heaven, I have acquired a competency, and though in the whole place there is no Protestant but myself and family, I enjoy a perfect tranquility with respect to religion. For this I am obliged to our sovereign, now become King of Sardinia, who has forbid all his subjects, as well ecclesiastics as laymen, to give me the least disturbance. With respect to the other part of your demand, a correspondent of mine at Marseilles, on the day of your deliverance, wrote me word and added if chance should conduct you hither, that I should do you all the services in my power.”

We now changed the subject to the most proper methods of continuing our route to Geneva, in which there lay so many obstacles as appeared almost insurmountable.

Meanwhile, the other two vessels arrived at Villa Franca, each loaded with fifty more Protestants and, pursuing the same plan with us, the whole party of one hundred and thirty-six came by the same route to Geneva, and Mr. Bonijoli prepared to furnish everything necessary for our journey. He hired mules and horses which were to carry us to Turin with a guide all at his own expense. We accordingly left Nice at the beginning of July, everyone separately mounted, I and the other females astride like the men, with skirts and petticoats adrape, a minor concession considering how we’d been used on the galleys. Our older men and women gave us however some trouble, as they were unable to sit on horseback alone and needed a first rider, of which I was proud to be one.

In our way we traversed not without much fatigue several vast mountains, particularly one called Tende, so high that its top seems lost in clouds, and though it was in the middle of summer, and in the valley we were panting with heat, yet at the summit of the mountain the cold was so excessive that we were obliged to alight and go on foot in order to keep ourselves warm. The snow seldom melts there, but lies on the ground to a prodigious depth. Yet notwithstanding all this, there is no great difficulty in ascending the declivity, as there is a way very commodiously cut, zigzag fashion, on the mountain's side, so that you rise by an easy ascent of three leagues without perceiving it so steep as it is in reality.

We descended on the other side into the Plain of Piedmont, one of the most beautiful countries in the world. I shall not stop to describe the towns or cities through which we passed; they are in this country very numerous, and the names of most of them have escaped my memory. Be it sufficient to say that we at last arrived at Turin, the capital of Piedmont and the residence of his Sardinian Majesty. We took up our temporary residence in the inns of the city and next morning were visited by numbers of French Protestants who reside there and go into the neighboring Cantons of Switzerland to hear divine service. These gentlemen, whom Mr. Bonijoli had apprized of our arrival, received us with affection and zeal. They defrayed our expenses the three days we stayed in the city, at the end of which, having hired carriages, we went to wait on his Sardinian Majesty to get passports to Geneva.

Victor Amadeus, then King of Sardinia, desired some of us to wait on him in person. Six of us were admitted to an audience, myself included. The ambassadors of England and Holland were also there.

His Majesty gave us a favorable reception and raised several questions, which continued half an hour, as to how long we had been in the galleys, the cause of our condemnation, the hardships we endured, and if it were not more difficult to be a female galley slave. This last question I presumed to answer, saying that it was always worse for the men, but that there were tribulations unique to our sex, and I expostulated no further, nor did he, being a gentleman, ask for details.

He assured us that we might stay at Turin as long as we thought proper, and we returned that if His Majesty was pleased to permit, we would depart the day following, upon which he ordered the secretary of state to draw up our passport without delay. This passport not only gave us a safe conduct through his dominions but also commanded all His Majesty's subjects to assist us in whatever might be needful for our journey.

But we stood in no need of such assistance, thanks to heaven, for our charitable friends at Turin subsisted us to Geneva. On the third day, which happened on Sunday, we arrived at a little village situated upon a mountain about a league from Geneva, from whence we could perceive this city with joy that can be only compared to that of the Israelites upon beholding the land of Canaan. As we approached we could perceive crowds of people coming out of the town. Our guide was surprised, but much more so when, coming into a place called the Plein Palais, about a quarter of a league from the city, he saw three coaches attended by halbertiers and followed behind by a vast multitude of every sex and age, approaching us. By the time we had alighted from our horses, the three coaches were come up and a magistrate and a minister came from each who embraced us with respect and tenderness, praised our constancy, and loaded us with greater marks of honor and friendship than our actions had merited.

When the magistrates had given us a welcome with all due formality, the scene became much more interesting. Several of the inhabitants of Geneva had relations aboard the galleys, and when the magistrates gave permission, they came up to us in all the anxiety of hope and fear to seek their long lost friends. Nothing was heard at first but a confusion of voices, and a little after more articulately, “My child,” “My husband,” “My brother,” “once more to behold thee!”

In short, the transports of some were inexpressible, and even those who had no ties of blood to endear our arrival were extremely happy at seeing us.

This continued some time, till their excellencies gave us orders to mount our horses and enter the town. We with some reluctance disengaged ourselves from those people, who still held as if loath again to lose sight of us. At length we followed their excellencies, who conducted us into the city in a kind of triumphant joy all around us, acclamations from every quarter. The governors honoring us with their presence, our fatigues at an end, and liberty for life of serving God as he himself directs, how different this from the cavalcades to which we had been before so often accustomed! Loaded with chains, insulted by the populace, famishing with hunger, holding out our wooden cups but in vain to the surly peasant for a drop of water on long marches by day, reposing on the damp floors of a prison by night.

With respect to myself, I made no long stay at Geneva, but took the opportunity of a Berlin which had brought the representative of the King of Prussia to Geneva and was returning empty. Six more of our company and I bargained with the coachman to carry us to Frankfort on the Main, and upon arrival we kept incognito to avoid the trouble of giving or receiving visits. Arrival at Frankfort was in the beginning of August. We arrived on Saturday, the day of preparation for the sacrament, and waited upon Mr. Sarazin, who expected us, and soon after we were joined by the members of the French and German consistory. They carried us in coaches to Bokenen to hear a preparation sermon, preached by Mr. Matthieu, French Minister of that Church.

Mr. Sarazin, who acquitted himself with zeal and generosity, hired us a boat covered with a canvas tent and rowed by two men to carry us down to Cologne. All necessary provisions were supplied, but above all he desired they would keep on that side of the river which belonged to the Empire, and where the army was stationed along its banks. As the French army, at that time besieging Landau, was on the opposite side, we had no small fears lest we should fall into their hands.

Mr. Sarazin, before we embarked, brought us to the townhouse to get a passport from the magistracy of Frankfort. Here, as they are Lutherans, we were again loaded with caresses and congratulations for our deliverance. They carried their compliments so far as to say that we were like the disciples of Christ, the salt of the Earth. When compliments are thus exaggerated they turn to satire. How many sins and infirmities had we to answer for, our lives and certainly mine little more than a continued offence. Our answers to these gentlemen sufficiently testified our dislike of their compliment, and we testified our own unworthiness in the strongest manner, at the same time endeavoring to avoid the appearance of affected humility. They seemed pleased with our answers and gave us our passport, which was made out in the amplest manner, and refused to take any of the usual fees.

Mr. Sarazin now conducted us to the boat which he had prepared. Our voyage down the river was longer than we expected, for as we were obliged always to be on that side where the army of the Empire was stationed, we were stopped at every post where there was a guard kept in order to have our passports examined. We were even sometimes threatened by the French on the opposite side, but this had no other effect than sometimes throwing us into a panic.

From our departure from Frankfort to our arrival at Cologne was eight days. At the last city we sold our boat, and after a day's delay, which was employed in visiting some Protestants to whom we were recommended, we set out for Dort in the ordinary passage boat from Cologne to that city. We made no stay at Dort but went on to Rotterdam, and at last we terminated this journey by our arrival at Amsterdam, where I at last began to think of employing myself in something useful, when the members of the Walloon Church proposed to me to be one of the deputies, which they had resolved to send into England, for two ends: First, to thank her Britannic Majesty for our deliverance, and secondly, to add some weight to the solicitations which were being made in favor of those who were still in slavery. The reader may judge if I could resist such a proposal. I departed then for London with two companions, and soon the number of deputies was increased to twelve, all of which had been slaves in the galleys.

The Marquises du Miremont and Rochegaude introduced us into the royal presence, and we were admitted to the honor of kissing Her Majesty's hand. The Marquis of Miremont made Her Majesty a short but pathetic harangue on her zeal in soliciting our liberty and her power in procuring it. He insisted upon the determined hatred of our enemies, who were resolved to make our calamities only end with our lives and who, though they seemed to comply with the whole of her royal request, had yet granted it but in part. Her Majesty with her own mouth assured us of the satisfaction she took in our deliverance and the concern she would take in seeing that her request should be complied with in the amplest manner. Upon this gracious answer we retired.

The Marquis of Rochegaude, who was a thorough politician and understood courts perfectly well, next conceived it proper to present us to the Duke d'Aumont, at that time French ambassador to the court of Great Britain. But being desirous that his excellency should rather be pleased than disgusted at our addresses, he went first to pay him his respects in private. He informed the ambassador of our deputation, the occasion, and added that we were desirous (being twelve in number) of waiting upon his excellency, but were apprehensive of giving disgust. The Marquis judged this step necessary towards the deliverance of those who still remained in slavery. The ambassador testified a great curiosity to see us, and desired the Marquis to introduce us the next day, which he did not fail of performing.

His excellency received us very graciously, giving each of us his hand and congratulating us upon our deliverance. He demanded how long each of us had suffered and upon what occasion condemned. We each made separate answers to his demands, as our circumstances respectively differed. We complimented his excellency upon his condescension in admitting us to audience, we thanked him as representative of His most Christian Majesty for our liberty, and besought him to have pity on our companions in suffering who were still kept in slavery, and he promised to pursue the matter forthwith.

XVII: Regarding the End of Captain Smith

After having concluded these memoirs, I perceived that I had forgot to take notice in the proper place of the sequel of the history of the engagement and taking of the English frigate, the Nightingale, and the end of Captain Smith, of infamous memory.

It has been observed above that Anne, Queen of England, had entrusted in the year 1708 the command of a ship which was to guard the coasts to Captain Smith, a good soldier and an able seaman but a concealed papist who nourished in his heart an implacable hatred for his country, as appeared soon after. For having, as I said before, sold his ship at Gottenburgh in Sweden, and dismissed the crew, he offered his services to the king of France against England, his native country. I more over observed that this monarch received and promised to give him the first vacant place of captain of a ship of war and desired him to serve on board the Chevalier de Langeron's galley at Dunkirk till a vacancy should happen.

No man ever showed such an animosity against the English as this traitor took every opportunity of testifying. Whenever any privateer of Dunkirk took a prize from the English, which frequently happened, this inveterate enemy of his country never failed to go to the prisons where the crews of those vessels were confined, where he reviled them in the most opprobrious manner and his indignation would, if not prevented, have carried him to greater excesses. He gave money to the jailor and the soldiers who guarded these unhappy men in order to prevent them from receiving the benefactions of the well-disposed. And if the Protestants (amongst whom I was one) who were with him on board the Chevalier de Langeran's galley, the Palma, had not been befriended by the chevalier, he would have had us whipped every day because we were of the same religion with the English, whom he held in utter detestation. More than once did he direct his venom in particular against myself, for he knew I had been mounted a figurehead at times and asked more than once in my presence how a mere decoration could also be made a rower without the steady application of the lash, and that he should like to see it done or perform it himself if convenient.

This villain had conceived such an aversion for his country that he was constantly forming projects against it, and as he had a perfect knowledge of all the coasts, and was a man of capacity and experience in war, his designs were acceptable to the French, who, notwithstanding, hated his character.

At last he formed the project of pillaging and burning the little town of Harwich, upon the banks of the Thames, which he communicated to the French ministry, by whom it was approved. But it was also unsuccessful (as I have already written) due to the engagement which we had at the mouth of that river.

Being returned from that expedition to the port of Dunkirk, he was very urgent with us to go upon the same expedition again with the six galleys. But our captain would not give ear to his proposal, alleging besides the unfitness of the season that the galleys had been disabled by the last engagement, not only by the havoc which had been made of their crews, a great part of which had been killed or wounded, but also by the loss of their masts and rigging, which were not easily to be supplied at that time. All these considerations were not sufficient to keep Captain Smith from censuring the indolence of the commodore and the officers of the galleys. He complained of it in his letters to the ministry while our captain sent his own account of the proceedings in which he alleged the above mentioned causes. All this drew the jealousy or rather the hatred of our officers upon Smith, and caused his destruction, as I am going to relate.

Captain Smith, not being discouraged with the refusal of the six galleys, formed another project and desired to have two men of war given him, which should obey his orders in everything. These were fitted out in the harbor of Dunkirk, one of forty guns and the other, a small frigate English built, of four and twenty. He undertook to burn Harwich with those two ships, as well as he could have done with the six galleys.

The court accepted his proposal and gave orders for its immediate execution, but left him only the direction of the enterprise and not the command of the vessels. A captain of a galley went aboard the largest as admiral, and a lieutenant aboard the frigate as captain, and Smith as commander in chief and director of the enterprise.

The two men of war set sail in the month of October, 1712, and steered their course towards the Thames. But no sooner were they within sight of England but they perceived an English man of war of seventy guns, which was stationed there to guard the coast. This perplexed them not a little, and the admiral having consulted with Captain Smith, it was resolved to go on a short cruise towards the north, that the English man of war might not penetrate into their design, and to return when it was gone, which was done accordingly. Being returned, however, three or four days after, they perceived the same man of war, or another nearly of the same force. Upon this new perplexity, they again held a council of war. Smith maintained that their two ships being of considerable force, they were in a condition to board and take the Englishman. The admiral and the captain of the frigate were of a different opinion, but Smith was so bent upon running all risks that he brought the rest over to his sentiments. It was stipulated, however, that he should go aboard the frigate, which was a light ship, in order to reconnoiter the Englishman, and that after having well examined its strength and its weakness, he should give the admiral a signal to join him and attempt the enterprise, but that he should not go too near the man of war, nor attempt to board it, for fear of being sunk.

In pursuance of this resolution, the admiral kept aloof and Smith went full sail to reconnoiter the enemy who, despising so mean a prize as the little frigate, let it pass without stirring from their post.

Smith, contrary to the advice of the officers of his frigate, approached so near to the man of war that he received a furious broadside. This took away all the masts of the frigate and made it impossible for it to avoid being either taken or sunk.

The admiral, seeing the misfortune of his companion, was far from going to his assistance as he had promised in case of accident, but instead made all haste back to Dunkirk, whither he had carried the news of Smith's difficulties.

No sooner did the Englishman perceive the enemy's ship without masts and out of a condition to make its escape but he called out to Smith to strike, otherwise he would sink his vessel.

Smith would by no means obey the summons, choosing rather to perish than die by the hands of the executioner in his own country, but he was not able to induce the ship's crew to concur in his sentiments. The soldiers and sailors threatened to throw him overboard if he would not surrender.

He was therefore obliged to comply, but still thought of one expedient more to save him from the hands of the executioner. He took a lighted match which he concealed in his sleeve and was going to apply it to the powder kept below in order to blow up the frigate. The sentinel of the powder room, however, perceiving his design, stopped him at the same time crying out to his companions that Smith was going to blow up the ship.

Upon this he was arrested by a part of the crew, who bound him to the mainmast and then capitulated to the man of war.

The English sent their boats well-armed and commanded by an experienced officer to take possession of the prize. Having boarded without the least opposition, the first object that presented was Smith, bound hand and foot to the mast. He was instantly known and conducted aboard the man of war, who fired all their guns in token of joy at securing for public justice this traitor to his country.

Captain Smith was immediately conducted to London and convicted of the crime laid to his charge, and though he meanly offered to turn Protestant provided he received his pardon, he was sentenced to be hanged and quartered, which is the manner of executing traitors in England, and which was executed accordingly.

And when I was at London in 1713, I saw his quarters exposed on gibbets along the banks of the Thames, a striking lesson to those who solicit trusts only to betray them!

XVIII. On the Unfitness of Slave Galleys for Much Else

One of the visitors to the Palma while I was chained to it observed to me that he couldn’t see how the vessels accomplished much other than to make their inhabitants miserable, and I agreed with him and still do, for these reasons.

‘Tis a certain fact that galleys occasion a considerable expense to a state, whether republican or monarchical, by the vast sums requisite to support them. It is easy to conceive it, when one reflects that the galleys are constantly kept on foot, whether in time of peace or war, in summer equipped, in winter the contrary. Their crews, which are numerous, consisting of officers, soldiers, and mariners, receive always the same pay, which is much more considerable than that of the crew of a ship of war, whereas these last, in time of peace or when they are not equipped, require only to have their head officers paid.

I own that the galleys of the republics of Italy do not cost near so much as the galleys of France, by the good management of those republics. All the world knows that many galleys of these commonwealths belong to private persons of distinction, under the protection of their respective states, and that when those states have occasion for them, they pay for their use to the said persons, which greatly contributes to the economy.

Moreover, these states of Italy reap benefit from the galleys, as they guard their coasts from the invasions of the Moors, to which they are constantly exposed, and go continually in expeditions against them, which often turn out very profitable by reason of the captives which they take, which in some measure make up for the expense they are put to.

The case is not the same with regard to the galleys of France. They are not employed in guarding the coasts from the invasions of the infidels. Those coasts are much less exposed thereto by their situation, and France is powerful enough to check the insolence and repel the outrages of the pirates, without being at the trouble of sending galleys after them.

Of what service then are the galleys of France to the state? I answer according to what Information I have, and from the experience which I acquired during three years which I passed on board them in the ocean.

The galleys have had greater success there, during that time, than they have had for an age in the Mediterranean, and yet all those successes amount to two or three men of war which they took from the enemy without one single merchantman, though the sea was covered with them.

I don't mention the constant alarms which they gave to the coasts of England, but in a very narrow space, I mean the Channel, and without any other effect than that of firing a few cannon into the Downs without having ever made or attempted to make a descent except that upon Harwich, which was unsuccessful. I shall be asked, perhaps, what view could France then have had in keeping on foot forty galleys in the reign of Louis the Fourteenth at so extravagant an expense?

The only reasons for it, that I can see, are these: First, to show at what pitch her power then was. Secondly, to maintain a considerable number of gentlemen, most of whom were younger brothers of good families, who were destitute of all other fortune but a good education. Most of them being Knights of Malta, which brings but little or no revenue, are reduced, for the support of their dignity, to depend upon the king's favors, who promotes them according to their merit and birth, and the supporting such a number of galleys furnishes the occasion, for almost all the head officers of the gallies are Knights of Malta. The third reason is this: the kingdom of France being very extensive and populous, there must certainly be a great number of criminals of every kind, and in order to check them and punish their crimes, such a number of galleys was indispensably necessary. Add to this that at that time deserters were condemned to the galleys, which rendered their crews still more numerous. With regard to the benefit which the state reaps from hence, it is of small consequence. In time of peace the galleys are of little use but to escort persons of distinction to Rome or other States of Italy, such as cardinals, ambassadors and others by the king's orders. When the occasion offers, a galley or two is ordered to be in readiness. At all other time's the galleys remain in the ports of Dunkirk or Marseilles, without doing anything, or when a squadron of five or six is fitted out, it is only to cruise upon the coasts of Italy in order to procure respect to flag, or to exercise the crews and the slaves.

The question remains, of what use are the galleys in time of war? I answer, as I have done already, that they are of very little use, especially in the ocean, where they cannot sail without great difficulty on account of the ebbing and flowing of the tide, which is more perceptible near the coasts than in full sea.

Now, the form of the galleys does not suffer them to go out far in it, nor to lose sight of the coast, and when they are under the necessity of doing it to pass from one port to another at a little distance, they take great precautions and always choose for that purpose a season in which the weather is perfectly calm and the sea smooth as glass, and as this happens but seldom in the ocean, they are often wearied out for a long time in the port in expectation of such an opportunity. For the same reasons, the galleys are not fit to go upon a cruise against the enemy and they can very seldom find an opportunity of engaging them, because they cannot go far from the coast in search of the enemy's ships, whether men of war or merchantmen that never sail better than in open sea.

They have besides another great difficulty to encounter in combats, which is the impossibility they lie under of ever engaging, except in fair weather. Then they have the greatest advantage, since it is at their discretion to attack the most formidable ships, or to shun them, and they have it in their power to retreat unhurt after having damaged such vessels. But should there be wind enough to give the ships an opportunity of making use of their sails, ten galleys would not venture to attack the smallest frigate, but would immediately retire into port, for if the wind be strong enough, such a frigate coming full sail against them would easily find means to sink them because they are so low and slightly built.

It remains to consider, whether the galleys may be of use to assist a fleet of men of war in an engagement. In that case the galleys are of great use to bring off the ships that have lost their masts or been otherwise damaged, and bring others in their place. But for this purpose they must have fair weather, undisturbed by any gusts of wind, for the reasons assigned above. But the great difficulty for the galleys is to meet with such an opportunity, because a squadron that goes in quest of the enemy cannot choose the place of the engagement and is almost always obliged to go after it in the open sea, and the galleys never dare trust themselves four and twenty hours out of sight of land.

Besides this, men of war can never sail without a pretty strong wind to go in search of the enemy, and the galleys cannot bear such a wind, so that it is almost impossible that the galleys should ever take part in such an engagement. The most they can do is to make a descent upon the country of an enemy, to pillage and burn some village, and these descents cannot be of much consequence, because the galleys can take but little force on board, there not being room for them, for the five hundred men that compose the crew fill it entirely, and of these five hundred but fifty or sixty can be landed out of each galley, the remainder being under a necessity of staying on board to guard the three hundred slaves, who are more to be feared by them than the enemy.

As sails are not in use in the galleys which go by oars alone, it is equal to them whether the wind be for them or against them, and there never was an instance known of galleys being taken from an enemy by other galleys. Such a sight of galleys against galleys was never known in the memory of man, except in the war that preceded the Peace of the Pyrenees. At that time a squadron of the galleys of France encountered a squadron of the galleys of Spain in the Mediterranean. The action was very bloody. I knew an old Turk, a slave aboard our galley, who had been in that engagement. He told me that the galleys of Spain grappled with those of France at boarding, and that these last would have been worsted if the expedient had not been thought of, of giving a basket filled with stones to the galley slaves in each bench to repulse the Spaniards with a promise of liberty to the said slaves if the Spaniards were defeated, which actually happened, for the Spaniards were forced to yield to this shower of stones, though not a single galley was lost on either side. However, the Franch galley slaves were disappointed of their expectations, and the Italian proverb was verified: As soon as the holiday is over the saint is neglected.

Since that time no such combat has eyer been seen, for as it is an easy matter for the weaker party to avoid an engagement, which is what always comes to pass.

Conclusion

And here let me finish my history, as the other parts of my life after 1713 have nothing remarkable, either to interest or improve the reader. I am equally sensible of my own inabilities as a historian. But I will pretend to finish with a little moralism, begging again the reader’s indulgence:

If there is any nation whom heaven has blessed with freedom, they may learn to value the blessing by reflecting on the persecutions to which I was exposed, by the arbitrary will of a tyrant. If there be any whom virtue loads with calamity, they may learn from my example to take comfort, for heaven will surely at last reward its votaries. May true religion and true liberty be diffused through the world, till all nations become virtuous and happy. Private calamity will not then afflict the good man or woman, for as they cannot enjoy temporal felicity in a nation of slaves, so they cannot be miserable while the rest of their fellow creatures are free from distress.

Addendum

Here I relate one further anecdote, for it brings to full circle the start of this story, and solves a mystery or two besides. This story is in no way complementary to me, further, but must be told as it all must for the sake of a full accounting.

I found in London a society of Protestants both friendly and deeply faithful, and with whom I preferred to stay, subsequently receiving my passport for keeping to the city as long as I pleased, and I was given lodging in an apartment at House Mardenborough and found service in the domestic matters of the dwelling, as well as with a ministry that concerned itself with matters abroad, which my experiences enabled me to assist in some small ways.

More than once, by different persons, it was proposed to me that I write of my time as a galley slave, and I at first demurred, certain my feeble narrative would bring nothing of benefit to the reader or to literature itself, but at last it was put to me in a way I could not refuse, by a Mr. Gray-Champfer, who made books of a religious nature and assured me that describing my arrival to Protestantism, the persistence of my faith through all my hardships, and the suffering caused by the casual whims of a tyrant, would indeed improve not just the general citizenry but those in power who might find in my book an argument against succumbing to the temptations of absolute rule.

And so I wrote when I was idle, the memories still so fresh I could not but pour them out, page after page, and I gave them over and believed I was done with it, nor did I care when Mr. Gray-Champfer told me they had found a Frenchman who had suffered like me, but for thirteen years and not three, and they preferred to take my memoirs and convert them to his use and give my original back to me, all of which they did, and they made quite a turn of it with his book, and I was satisfied that it accomplished what they had wanted, to instruct the reader on spiritual matters and the harms of tyranny while removing some of my confessions, which I am not ashamed of but which might have confused readers regarding my intent.

I was very pleased, let me be clear, with the Frenchman’s effort and urged them to print more and seek a wider audience for it, but my perplexity continued over the genesis of my story, for who was that Englishman with the broad hat that accosted me on the day my tribulations began and again at the stall by the quay? He had told me to remember the ordeal he was already certain I should suffer, as though he knew of it, and his advisements were repeated while I hung by my hands from the Palma’s yardarm, by a man named Fith who knew the Englishman and agreed with him that I should be preparing to write my account. Were the two of them part of some greater machination?

Mindful I should not let imaginings take over my labors, I thought of it only rarely, and that might have been the end of it except that one day, outside the ministry where I was leaving, I saw the very same Fith, as comely as ever, hatless and passing by.

“Mr. Fith!” said I, too startled to keep my peace, and he turned and his eyes flashed wonderment and joy.

“Miss Genevieve!” he shouted, and he embraced me and insisted I accompany him to the public house where he was staying, and we shared a modest drink and he congratulated me on the book that had come out under the Frenchman’s name, for he had somehow come by a copy, and I arrived at a simple ruse at that time, for I believed he knew certain things that I wished to know.

“I was pleased to write that book,” said I, “and I thank you now, as I have the avocate.”

“You spoke to Burroes?” Fith blurted, looking quite surprised, and I nodded as though it were true and dropped the matter, and we consorted a few more times in the next month before he was due to return to Italy, and we grew quite close, and to this day I regret my deceit but I wished to have that knowledge and confirm a certain theory I had made up, and after Fith left I made some inquiries, if anyone knew of an avocate—a lawyer—named Burroes, and soon enough the name of Jonathan Burroes was put forward, for he had earned some fame in his profession, and when I could I went to find him and was told by his secretary he would be at such a court at such a time, and I went there by the door to accost him at his exit, as he had nine years before done me after I’d assembled.

“Mr. Burroes,” said I as soon as he appeared, falling into step beside him.

“Miss Beaulieu,” said he, as though we had been apart but hours.

“You left your best hat at home,” I observed.

“Which hat would that be?”

“I imagine in a strong wind you take flight with it,” said I, “but when I saw it on you the two times before, it was being used to hide your face from a guileless French girl.”

“And yet you’ve found me.”

“I grew tired of waiting for you to find me a third,” I returned, “and it would have been easy enough for you, during the three years I was chained to my seat.”

“I see you’re well,” said he. “Nevertheless.”

“Thanks to the Lord, and despite your best efforts.”

“I don’t recall putting you on that galley,” he said. “But perhaps it slipped my memory.”

“You informed the intendant’s office,” I asserted, “and let them do the rest on me.”

“And then you wrote your book.”

“It is not my book. It is the Frenchman’s.”

Mr. Burroes stopped and regarded me. His face was both young and old, with mischief in it, and sorrow too.

“The Frenchman was so reliant on your passages, and your memory, that without you not a page would have been printed,” he said. “You don’t know what a blow you’ve struck in an otherwise hopeless world.”

“But why?” said I, not understanding his ideas at all. “Are you a papist, come even to France to persecute the faithful?”

“Far from it,” said he.

“What then?” I demanded. “A disciple of Mohammet, perhaps?”

“If you must know, I am nothing.”

“Nothing?” I said back. “You are confessing that emptiness?”

“Call it what you will,” said he.

“If you are neither Catholic nor Protestant nor anything else,” I warned him, “then you shall be hated by all of them.”

“The mind follows its own path,” he answered, “and the eyes come after, and nothing can be done about it when the scales all come off.”

“What scales?” I enquired.

“The follies of kings and queens,” said he. “And the tyrannies of faith. Of every faith.”

“Then you are working against all faith?” I asked. “And all monarchy?”

“As you said,” he replied.

“Then you are a traitor,” said I, and only then did he seem to sense my fury, a thing I always kept my hand around, and even more so on the galley, to save my back. “And I shall tell it all, starting with the ministry that employs me, I shall speak of a society of traitors here to overcome our church and our sovereign both, and it will go as badly for you as it did for me.”

“Or worse,” said he. “And for all mankind, for you will be undoing all you did to help our cause.”

“Good day, Mr. Burroes,” said I, turning.

“I spoke to Tahira, the Turkish girl,” said he, using perhaps the only words that could stop my feet and make me turn back to him.

“And what did she say?”

“She was quite fond of you,” Burroes replied. “We bought her, took her account of you, and set her free.”

“And where is she now?” I asked him.

“Constantinople, for all I know.”

“She would not have betrayed me,” said I, remembering the promises we made as we wept on each other’s shoulders while they were loosening the rivets on her chain for the last time. “She assured as much on her last day on the Palma.”

“Nor did she think she was betraying you,” Burroes answered. “We told her we could set you free only if she was complete with her knowledge. And she was.”

“I’m sure she corroborated my book,” said I. “The parts that were never published. If you saw them.”

“I did, and she was true to them,” said he. “But she had more to say than that. A bit more. Laying with another girl as you did, like she was your betrothed, is—”

I did not allow him to finish, and do not know or care what words were to follow, and instead brought my hand against his smiling mouth, nor did he stop smiling even after that, and I turned and walked away from him with an unspoken curse in my heart, and what became of him I do not know or care, and if he be indicted for his indiscretions it would be his fault, but I will not speak of him and his little plot again, and I shall add all this to my original book and wrap it and forget it because I cannot bring myself to burn it or hand it to the ragman, and if it be found after I am gone, let the finder do as they will with it.

Genevieve Beaulieu

London, England

March 8, 1723
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