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You know why.
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LET´S SET SAIL!


[image: ]




Mare Nostrum. Our everyday sea. That's what the Romans called it, without knowing exactly how far that sea stretched, which in principle was only the Mediterranean. That sea that begins with the beauty of a beach and never ends, because the sea is infinite. A setting of endless horizons, stormy reactions, and limitless routes. The theater of romances, battles, and abundant, fertile life. From its surface, another world begins, that of the depths with its mysteries. It gravitates tirelessly with its heartbeat of waves, tides, and currents. An eternal challenge to the dreams of sailors and adventurers. An inexhaustible source of food for humanity.

Here I present some stories that have the sea as their virtual setting, the Mare Nostrum, yours, mine, everyone's.
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Jeanne de Clisson, the beautiful woman of Breton lineage, tore her lungs apart 

screaming in front of the French soldiers that she would avenge the unjust death of her 

husband Geoffroy de Chateaubriant, ordered by the French king Philip VI. Who 

ordered him to be beheaded in the public square of Nantes, as a warning to 

all French rebels. It was a total injustice ordered by the continuous 

political disagreements between the two countries that would eventually unleash the Hundred Years' War between France and England. Her purpose was to resolve who would control 

the additional lands that the English monarchs had accumulated since 1154 in 

French territories.

Not only had her husband's death been unjust, but it was extremely 

violent without necessity. Jeanne was sunk in her misfortune as a young widow and with

two children from her marriage, who could not understand the hatred among men and 

even less that of their mother who, dressed in black crepe, every minute of the day 

promised herself and her children to avenge the injustice of her husband's crime. 

An uncontrollable rage was born in her chest, which led her to devise an 

intelligent plan to avenge the affront. It is not known for certain how she decided to set sail to fight against the English who controlled maritime traffic in the English Channel.

First, she sold all her properties, lands, and jewels. And with that money she armed two 

black ships with red sails, soon known as the Black Fleet.

they were fast ships, designed for ambushes and quick escapes, resistant to 

all maritime conditions. The flagship where she would command the fleet she 

named Revenge. 

To hide her femininity, she wore trousers and a black wide-brimmed hat that 

hid her hair, with gloves and a heavy coarse leather coat. She roamed the 

low neighborhoods and the bustle of the docks in search of men who would agree to 

embark with her on a dangerous venture. It was easy to find among the scum, 

sailors eager for adventure and common men who accepted promises of 

good dividends as a result of premeditated piracy, since at that 

moment all the English felt an exacerbated hatred against everything that 

smelled of France. The crime that took her husband's life would be avenged with the 

same violence. 

Jeanne joined the side of John of Montfort in the Breton War of Succession, 

supported by the English, and became a privateer in the service of England. Before setting sail, Jeanne gathered the entire crew at the old dock in Marseille and 

from the bow of Revenge, with a firm and authoritative voice, launched her first 

warning.

"Listen carefully, men of the Black Fleet! You know we are on a 

mission of vengeance." The men shouted cheers and vulgar cries. "Our 

red sails are the symbol of blood and revenge. Every minute of the day—whether in 

peace or war—you must submit to strict discipline. Any fault will be 

punished severely. Any act of cowardice or treason will be punished with 

death. You will have no rest as long as there are English ships within our reach. 

And whoever does not agree to accept these conditions, there is still time! 

You can leave here the way you came." The sailors shouted their 

cheers of approval again. And Jeanne raised her saber, proud of her attitude. "If you agree, welcome aboard!"

he access ramps were lowered by the officers, and the men began to board, one by one, up to forty on each ship.

For the rest of the day and all the next day, the work on board was to find the men most skilled in handling a ship and assign them their positions as sailors. The rest were provided with bows and arrows to immediately practice their aim on sacks that had been hung for that purpose. In fact, when the time for skirmishes came, all the men, including the captain Jeanne (she), would be warriors with swords, crossbows, axes, and catapults. At that time, cannons for ship armament had not yet been invented.

Jeanne, for her part, worked with her officers on the tactics they would use in critical moments of boarding enemy ships.

The day to set sail arrived, and everything on board was jubilant. Thousands of people had gathered on the docks and nearby areas to bid farewell to the Black Fleet, honoring them as heroes they were not yet, but Jeanne's purpose was known to all.

The sails were hoisted, and the ships immediately shook as if struck by a whip on the stern, leaping smoothly into the waters of the Mediterranean.

Tears ran down Jeanne's cheeks; they were tears of happiness as she looked to the sky seeking her husband to share those thrilling moments when her promise began to become reality.

She set out to sea commanding her ship and her crew of mostly ruffians and two or three sailors with war experience, who would be extremely important to help her in her new role as ship commander. At first, many of the ruffians turned sailors, upon discovering that their captain would be a woman, were about to quit during preparations. But Jeanne was an intelligent woman, and among those hired on board, she had two men with experience in navigation and war. One was Olivier IV de Clisson (he), also surrounded by an aura of nobility that he knew how to disguise very well to appear as an ordinary naval officer like so many others. He was a handsome young man, not much older than Captain Jeanne. A man with broad shoulders and enviable musculature, his steps firmly crossed the deck, checking every detail of the rigging and sail installation. He soon won the goodwill of the crew, and Jeanne looked upon him favorably, surely thinking he would be very important in their endeavors.

The second officer and commander of the second ship would be Johny Sinclair, a merchant ship navigator, carrying under his sailor's cap many sea memories turned into experience. The men soon learned to obey and handle the rigging and sails to achieve the necessary maneuvers. They spent every hour of the day practicing with bows and arrows until they achieved absolute skill, eagerly seeking their first victim. Before that happened, the opposite occurred: a storm came from the west to shake them violently for two days, serving as a challenge for all in handling the Revenge and its sister ship. The storm lost its intensity on the third day, and by the afternoon, before the sun hid behind fleeing clouds, the lookout announced sighting a ship flying the English flag. The captain ordered the pirate flag to be hoisted immediately to the top of the main mast. "All to your battle stations!" She positioned herself on the stern castle next to the helmsman and began issuing orders to head toward the enemy ship, which, upon identifying the pursuer as a pirate ship, immediately turned to get as far away as possible, certain they would be attacked. In less than half an hour, there was an enemy ship to port and another to starboard, maneuvering stealthily to get as close as possible to their prey.

At the right moment, Jeanne gave the order: "ATTACK!" and a rain of arrows flew toward the English ship's deck. Some arrows carried a flaming torch at the tip, which, upon hitting their target, started fires. The English were not cowards and responded to the attack bravely, but the captain knew he was lost against the enemy that outnumbered him on both sides and saw how the pirates were closing in stealthily, like lions stalking their prey silently. Jeanne waited for the precise moment to deliver her deadly blow, closing the distance without ceasing to shoot her lethal arrows until the two ships boxed in the English and firmly lashed the sides together. At the order of "BOARD THEM!" the men, weapons in hand, leaped to fall like birds of prey upon their victims, who, faced with the numerous group of assailants, found it impossible to defend themselves and fell decapitated or mutilated. The scene was hellish: pieces of men rolled across the deck, Englishmen trying to flee or throwing themselves into the sea, others agonizing, fighting in pools of their own blood, screams of horror, and groans of pain rising from that bloody sea. When there was no one left to kill, the English captain appeared on the stern castle brandishing his sword. When one of the pirates moved toward him menacingly, Jeanne stopped him cold with the order: "Stop, leave him to me!" The English captain threw his sword to the ground, surrendering. Jeanne came to the deck and faced him, saying: "Captain, I will spare your life in exchange for you being the messenger to carry the message to your cursed king that the Breton lioness is on a vengeance raid for the crime committed against my husband's life and that I will continue destroying his ships as far as my strength will allow.

ean turned proudly and ordered her men to return to their respective ships.

“DIE, ENGLISH PIGS!” roared Jeanne, enraged by her first triumph, paying little attention to her own wounds, until it became clear that the Revenge was listing from the gashes in its hull.

Her crew was already trying to patch the holes, and the second officer suggested they seek refuge on the Spanish coast, a country with which they had good relations, or at least no conflict. So they headed to Alicante, where they would find facilities to repair the damage.

Jeanne clenched her teeth with the fury running through her veins. Despite the damage to her ships and the men wounded in battle, and three deaths, she could consider her first combat encounter a triumph, and they celebrated that night at dinner in the officers’ mess, with wine and food prepared by the chef as best as possible. The French tradition of fine dining could not be set aside, even if served with the frugality imposed by the situation.

Jeanne sat at the head of the table, with her officers at her side. The chief gunner and the doctor completed the group.

Oliver served the wine, and as he poured into Jeanne’s glass, he could not avoid locking his gaze on her deep Mediterranean blue eyes, letting it wander down until it was lost in the emerging depth of the neckline that covered Jeanne’s beautiful breasts. Oliver was caught by the captain and, after a nervous blink, diverted his eyes toward the crystal glass half-filled with the purple elixir of the Spanish fields.

“To our captain!” said Oliver, raising his glass.

“To England!” Jeanne toasted.

Jeanne did not overlook the incident and sighed discreetly. She was in the bloom of her age, no more than twenty-five, carrying the memory of her husband, who had left her in the wasteland of desire. Oliver’s presence would be inevitable. He was a gentleman, yes, but both were trapped in a world that could fit in a fist and vanish in the midst of a storm.

The crew was released from their duties when it was learned that the shipyard workers would take at least two weeks to repair the malignant holes in the Revenge. They scattered among the dark alleys to find the path to intoxicating fountains and rest in rented beds where women offered the horizons of their warm and foul depths.

Jeanne did not neglect her ship and remained attentive to the progress of repairs. She told the cook and his assistant they could go down to town on the condition that they served her meals punctually in her cabin.

Oliver, brave, astute, and charming, became Jeanne’s emotional support. His closeness in battles, his unwavering loyalty, and his ability to make her laugh in the darkest moments ignited a spark, very near the powder keg of emotions—languid at first, but certain.

Jeanne, though hardened by war, was still human. Perhaps at first she subtly rejected him without closing the door, faithful to the memory of her husband, which gradually faded in the wind that in turn drove Jeanne to find freedom in her sentimental life. It was not betrayal, because Geoffrey already sailed the infinite spaces of God’s kingdom, and she navigated the seas of reality, where her womanly impulses throbbed thirstily.

On a quiet night on deck, under the Mediterranean stars, Jeanne scanned the horizon with a lioness’s gaze. Her hair, loose for the first time in weeks, danced with the damp, salty wind, framing the beauty of her face. The sword hung at her hip, but her hands were empty, resting on the wooden railing. The sky over the Mediterranean was clear, studded with stars that twinkled like embers in the darkness. The Revenge sliced through the waves with elegance, its black silhouette gliding like a shadow across the silvered waters.

“I had never heard the song of the stars with such beauty,” said a voice behind her.

It was Oliver Smith, her second-in-command. Tall, with a firm yet warm gaze, he approached cautiously, as if afraid to break the spell of the night.

“I didn’t know you were a poet,” Jeanne replied without turning. “It’s not poetry, but looking at you, it’s natural to imagine paradise.”

She smiled faintly, trying to maintain the distance between Captain and Officer, even if he was the first.

“I remind you, Officer Oliver, that we are here to fulfill my purposes.”

“And I also have mine, Madam Captain.”

The silence between them filled with the creak of sails and the murmur of water, cutting Oliver’s illusions.

“Why do you stay here, Officer Oliver?” she asked softly, to divert the conversation. “You could be in England, living a quiet life. Not on this ship, among blood and fire.”

He stepped closer.

“Because destiny brought me here, and here I am, beside you—and that is what I want.”

Jeanne finally looked at him. Her eyes, which so often burned with fury, now shone with something softer. Something that was not weakness, but feeling.

“Enough, Oliver!” she said, gifting him a smile with disguised coquetry.

“What beauty!” exclaimed Oliver with a deep double meaning in his words, looking directly into Jeanne’s bright eyes.

“Yes, it is a beautiful night,” she said, knowing it was not Oliver’s reference. Though only for a moment, she let him savor her sweet smile, which contrasted radically with the face of the lioness captain. Oliver enjoyed it and carried it in his mind for the rest of the night.

The night remained calm until the lookout on the mainmast announced seeing a vessel to the southwest. Jeanne confirmed it with her spyglass. It was an English merchant ship.

The conditions were perfect, because Jeanne attacked at night to approach stealthily and strike by surprise, without lights and under orders to maintain absolute silence. When the enemy discovered them, it was because they were already alongside, and in seconds the men of the Revenge were leaping onto the enemy, intimidating them with savage shouts and furious sword thrusts.

Jeanne, in her light steel armor and saber in hand, attacked alongside her men, and Oliver, beside her, guarded her back. Her combat tactics gave no respite to the victims until they accepted defeat, for lack of arms or by declared surrender. Jeanne chose the survivor who would be the messenger of her message and ordered the ruthless execution of the rest.

Her attacks multiplied; they only rested when it was necessary to go ashore to replenish gunpowder, weapons, and replace the wounded and dead men. In addition to replenishing essential provisions—and a barrel of wine, which was never superfluous. Day and night, they slid over the waters like a voracious bird of prey.

There were days full of monotony that contrasted with those of battle, which left the entire crew exhausted. And days of storm or dead calm.

Time flew swiftly, and Jeanne had become a legend of audacity and piracy. It was already her third year of war, and the English navy was making efforts to put an end to her. The Revenge was fast and in the hands of the Lioness, who knew how to escape with precise tactics. Its holds were already loaded with gold and precious jewels from her many raids.

That night, the Revenge sailed peacefully through waters near the Strait of Gibraltar when they sighted two English ships heading east. It was a clear sign that together they could repel the Lioness’s attack—or, at best, defeat her.

Jeanne ordered all lights extinguished and silence kept. But there were no orders to head toward the English ships.

“What’s going on?” Oliver asked.

“They won’t catch us off guard. My chance will come.”

“You’re right...”

With stealthy maneuvers, Jeanne managed to slip away and put enough distance between them to spend the rest of the night in peace.

“Dinner in my cabin?” Oliver proposed. Jeanne looked a little surprised but didn’t hesitate to accept. It was as if she had been wishing Oliver would take the initiative.

“At ten o’clock?” Jeanne needed time to change her ragged pirate clothes for something more feminine.

Oliver had given orders to the cook, and at ten sharp he knocked on Jeanne’s door. She emerged with her hair perfectly combed and wearing a pale blue dress with a wide neckline—a trophy from one of their raids.

Minutes later, the cook arrived with dinner: two plates of fried fish and a jug of wine. The pair toasted and ate amid laughter and comments about the anecdotes of their warlike campaign, making it seem like an innocent game rather than barbaric acts with bloodshed and many deaths.

The cook spread the secret among the crew—a rumor that ran from mouth to mouth, sparking mocking and disrespectful comments.

In Oliver’s cabin, another kind of battle unfolded between two naked bodies that tirelessly enjoyed the sweetness of love. The next morning, under the crew’s discreet glances, life aboard the Revenge continued with its purpose: to spot an English ship on the horizon and, with the same stealth as lions stalking prey, Jeanne gave orders to slowly close the distance, as if waiting for nightfall to launch a surprise attack.

The usual carnage began, along with the plundering of the ship’s cargo. They took anything of value; what wasn’t was tossed into the sea like trash.

The ship itself became a victim of barbarity. They tore the sails, cut the rigging until it was left without any chance of navigation, and finally burned the remains or sank it—celebrating another victory against the English crown.

The sky over the Mediterranean was clear, studded with stars that twinkled like tiny diamonds on the vast canvas of infinite depth. The Revenge sliced through the waves with elegance, its black silhouette gliding like a shadow across the silver waters.

On deck, Jeanne de Belleville gazed at the horizon. Her hair, loose for the first time in weeks, danced with the salty wind. The sword hung at her hip, but her hands were empty, resting on the wooden rail.

Oliver took her hand, respectfully, without rushing her.

Jeanne’s hand still rested in Oliver’s when a scream shattered the night’s calm:

“Enemy ship astern! Hoisting black sails with a golden cross!”

The lookout, high on the mast, pointed urgently toward the horizon. Jeanne immediately let go of Oliver’s hand, her face hardening as if the tender moment had never existed.

“To your posts!” she roared with a commanding voice. “Ready the bows! Load the catapults!”

Oliver was already running to the helm while the sailors sprang from their rest and stormed the deck like a pack of beasts thirsty for blood. Jeanne donned her helmet, adjusted her sword, and climbed to the command bridge. The Revenge turned nimbly, facing the enemy that approached at speed. The black sails of the other ship billowed like raven wings, and the golden cross gleamed under the moonlight.

“Oliver,” Jeanne said without looking at him. “Tonight, there will be no more stars. Only fire.”

He nodded, knowing the captain’s heart would beat once more to the rhythm of war.

A second ship emerged from the black depths of the night, harassing the Revenge from its flank.

“Let’s get out of here!” Jeanne roared. The Revenge was fast, and its sails drove it forward with power—but a catapult shot struck and exploded in the middle of the deck.
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