
15 November 1700 

My undying loyalty was to the boat; the ship; the Royal Pearl that crashed 
against the waves; each breath I took was harder than the last. I had little 
strength left in my voice. I knew I had no choice but to continue; it was that or 
meet my maker and I was yet to meet him. As my words escaped my mouth, 
which was stained with a sneer of something so cold and cruel, few aboard 
could stomach looking at me.  

The crew continued whilst the battle we had just escaped proudly from was a 
momentous one, this one would always be far worse. The battle against the 
sea. Once again, I was pushed by an invisible being that knocked the ship near 
to its side and howled like a ghostly hound. 

I stood proudly not wanting to show weakness in front of my struggling crew. 
Ever since they took me in all those years ago, I was forever in debt to them all. 
Most aboard were men, drunken men and the few that were not, were the 
same as me. Men to the world, women to ourselves. It was common 
knowledge that one of the King’s general’s daughters had left to go be a 
cartographer, which was frowned upon. 

My dark train of thought from the old life was cut off once again by the loud 
tear of material and the loud shout from one of the thin boys in the nest. From 
the large, brown heavy wheel I saw it. A gaping hole through the middle of the 
sail. 

The main sail had a hole through it. We would be stuck here for days until 
someone could sew it shut and majority of the crew were terrible at it or could 
simply not stay up on the rigs for long enough.  

Slowly the storm started to calm, and the ship and seas started to ease. I 
pardoned myself to my chambers which I locked and fell asleep 
instantaneously. 

15th November 1707 

Land. Cold, hard land. I hate it. Despite the homely feel of the land, I hated it. 
The harsh memories filled me as if I were the land filling with people. It had 
been three years since I had last stepped on land and that experience was not 
one, one would wish to remember.  



The docks filled with people hoping to set their eyes on the new queen Anne. 
Good old Annie. I reminisce in our childhood for a second before seeing it. The 
large royal carriage, a carriage holding the queen.  

I knew she would not want to leave the carriage nor greet my ever-changing 
entourage with the strange thugs who follow my ever order or command.  

The terrible ride of silence in a carriage following behind the queen’s carriage. 
My hands were sweating as I rubbed them so hard, they started to look like 
rashes.  

Kensington Palace, the still grand beacon of wealth to belittle those of a lower 
status. No matter how much I did adore Annie, she was one for theatrics, to 
say the least.  

16th November 1707  

Annie was sat on the throne at the top of the room with her current husband 
at her side stood, Prince George of Denmark. A smirk smeared across his face, 
his eyes glistening in the delight of seeing me less than him.  

“You are going to Spain.” She echoed throughout the throne room. I stood 
frozen, unable to move. She knew I never wanted to go back to spying ever 
again after the incident in Nueva Espana.  

But my allegiance is to my country and to my queen. 

16th November 1708 

 A year and I am still in this monstrosity of a deteriorating royal court. I have 
yet to touch my boat in three hundred and sixty-two days. No longer is it 
captain Churchill, but Ivy Harley. A fake alibi that I seem to fit in far too well.  

My maid, whose name I care not for learning, finished lacing my corset up and 
putting the rest of my dress over. Over this time, no matter how many times I 
have proven my disinterest in the crown prince, he presses his dreadful 
attempts of impressing me. 

I walk down to the dock, after dismissing the maid. I long to be captain again. 
To see the fear in my enemies’ when they see me; the joy in my crew after a 
successful battle; the sad retribution after the loss of one.  

For a moment, my old life wafted memories of it all. The adrenaline, or the 
desperation, or simply stupidity, but I stole some clothes, pulled out my tricorn 



and leaving the bag not forgetting my dagger and a couple pieces of gold for 
bribery if needed. 

Dark navy stern, golden embellishments with sanguine sails. This is what 
caught my eyes. I knew nearly immediately that this was a ship of pirates, 
thieves, ruffians. How I knew this was simple. The Portugal flag was outdated. 
Barely but it was very muchly outdated and why would a Portugal ship be this 
close to the border. So once again with questioning morals I walked up to the 
ship and located the captain as soon as I could.  

Luckily enough for me, I knew the captain. He did owe me quite a few debts so 
hiding me from an angry queen and a smug consort should be covered.  

12th May 1709 

Six months I have been aboard the Kingston. Four attempts at finding me 
aboard. It was only a matter of time before she realised Jack was the one 
hiding me. Not like he already had a large bounty on his head.  

I had proven to be an integral part of the crew. The Kingston was large and 
often many could not hear so that would be my job along with pulling down 
the sails. 

16th November 1709 

A year after running from what I had been trained to do. A year after 
disobeying the Queen’s orders. A year after making a deal with Calico. I regret 
a lot of things in this life, maybe if I had stayed, I would be happy married off. 
Maybe if I had listened to my mother and married that Lord. Or I could have 
just never gone to England and lived out my life as a cartographer. But as my 
eyes close. I know one thing and one thing only my loyalty was never to Anne, 
or the Pearl, never to anyone or anything but what every pirate’s loyalty is. 
Money, gold, riches, and myself.  


