Futures Untold
Chapter Two

Kit wandered out of the Captain’s cabin the next morning stretching and yawning. She avoided the hole that dumped her into the brig the day before. The perpetual fog bank that surrounded the ship was in full force, making her regret leaving the warmth of her nest. She looked up into the fog wondering if the airplane she heard the day before had found her wrecked vehicle and left or if it had tried to land. She shook her head to clear the fuzzy thinking. No pilot in his or her right mind would try to land on this rock. But they might have seen the cove and be bringing in boats to locate her. 

She laughed at that. Then again, seeing the cove with its lone ancient occupant might not have encouraged them to send in boats. She hoped the over flight had at least seen and marked her wreck for checking out by the local equivalent of the coast guard. 

In the mean time, she was out of food and water. She looked over the side into the fog wishing she hadn’t started out on this hair-brained portion of her adventure. Now she had to get back into the water and up the cliff she’d climbed down, which she didn’t relish trying to do in the thick fog. She shivered eloquently against the clammy damp. This was a tropical, if barren island. Why was the fog so cold? She stepped back from the rail and jumped as her foot hit something that rolled away from her with an odd lumpy sound. She scolded herself silently. There were skeletons everywhere up here. That was probably just a skull she’d dislodged. The thought gave her the creeps. Why hadn’t she waited to come explore the ship? 

A rueful grin curved her mouth as she realized that she was simply following in the footsteps of her mother and her aunt. Neither of them could have resisted taking a look at this relic first, before rescue came to help out. There was something primitive and thrilling about being the first on a ghost ship after all this time. Still, the fog did not help the odd feeling she got that there were more ghosts here than the ship.

When the sun finally persuaded the fog to surrender to its attack, Kit was thirsty and hungry. She left the backpack on the ship. Tucking the flashlight into her waistband, she dove cleanly off the side of the ship and into the water, away from the trailing fronds of seaweed. Schools of small fish scattered around her intrusion. 

The bottom of the cove wasn’t very far down. Kit reversed and hit the sand feet first, shoving off toward the shimmer of the surface. She hated the sting of saltwater in her eyes. Her head broke the surface and she shook her hair out of her face, wiping the water from her face before setting out for the cliff. Again, the water was calm, only tiny wavelets lapping at the bottom of the cliff.

The rope was gone.
For a moment she tread water in shock. Who the hell could have removed her rope? And why would they have done so? If rescue was here, why not go out to the ship and look for her? She scanned the face of the cliff once more, thinking she might somehow have missed the five feet or so of by now sodden rope she left dangling into the water. No. The rope was definitely gone. 

She considered panicking. There was someone else on the island. That was the only explanation. But if there was, why hadn’t that person contacted her? Then again, if there was someone on the island, maybe they had a reason not to want to be found. She felt herself tiring as she continued to tread water and consider her options. To have something to do, she turned back toward the ship. The black hull was shifting slightly at its anchorage. The bowsprit now faced her and she could see past the ship to the narrowing area of the cove where it disappeared into a crevice. She angled toward the crevice. With a start, she realized it was the mouth of a cave. Well, maybe the water would be shallow inside and she could figure a way back to the top of the island from there.

She swam for several minutes before taking a deep breath and heading into the comparative darkness of the cavern entrance. The water was shallower here, although it was still over her head by a couple of feet. The walls angled down under the water giving her a place to rest now and then until she reached down with a foot and hit her toe on the bottom. She released a pent up breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. It was getting very dark around her. The sunlight from the cove did not penetrate this far inside. She moved forward, using her hands on the walls to guide her until she could stand. The water was up to her chin, and cold, but it was no longer dangerous to her. 

She rephrased that thought as her foot slipped and her head went under the water. She pulled the flashlight out of her waistband and clicked it on. Waterproof flashlights were wonderful. The sight that met her stinging eyes made her blink even after she got her head above water again. She looked down through the clear water and saw the gleam of gold. 

At her feet, and trailing off into the darkness, was a stream of gold coins kept bright by the flow of water over them. She thought about that and tried to determine which way the water was flowing. Very slightly, it flowed past her toward the cave mouth. Fresh water. It had to be fresh water flowing out to the sea. The rational part of her mind that realized seawater could just be flowing from one end of the island to the other was silenced in her excitement over finding a source of fresh water. She plunged forward until she stumbled up a rocky pathway into a surprisingly large cave practically paved with treasure.

For the second time in two days, her mouth dropped open in shock. She fell back against a rock outcropping, dislodging a pile of coin and jewelry that slithered down to the floor of the cave to mingle with other coins and jewelry already piled there. She stared at the gold. She stared at the sunshine pouring through holes in the ceiling not more than twenty feet above her head at the highest. She gazed in incomprehension at the pools of water dotting the cavern. Finally, pulling her battered thought processes together by main force and closing her mouth, she stepped over the litter of treasure to one of the pools. She stuck her fingers into the water and lifted them to her mouth. The water tasted a little brackish, but far more fresh than salt. She cupped her hands and drank, slaking her thirst, but not drinking as deeply as she really wanted. Brackish water could cause problems in its own right if she drank too much at once.

She leaned back to look around the cavern again. Having grown up with money, she tried to assess the amount of gold in the cavern to make it meaningful. She failed. There was just too much of it. She reached over to pick up a piece and found it sheathed over in a thin layer of clear stone. That brought her to her feet. It took time to layer things in stone from dripping water. This had been here for a while.

The ship. Was this the secret of the ship in the cove? She stared at the piles of money, jewels and goods as she made her way around the cave. Some of it was still loose, like the scattering of coins she’d knocked down as she entered. Some was held in place by very thin veneers of water washed stone. The bottom layers were solidly held in place by a heavy layer of shimmering stone. The place was treasure trove and incredible monument at the same time.

It was then the stone chest and the skeleton draped down its side caught her eye. It sat on a rocky point, treasure heaped around the rock until it was sturdy underfoot. There was no dripping stalactite overhead, so there was no layering of stone over the thing. A few tattered rags clung to the skeleton, wisps of dark, damp hair were held in place by a dark strip of fabric to the fleshless skull. One hand curved over the rim of the chest while the other arm reached into it, the bones of the hand curled around a handful of gleaming golden coins.

Kit gasped as she focused on the coins. The pre-Columbian motif of skull-centered medallion was the one from her dreams. Her feet slipped on coins as she started to back away sending her slithering down the slope from the chest to come to rest beside a pool of water.

“A little clumsy, there, wench.”

Panic rose in her chest as a hazy figure, seated negligently on the corner of the chest, solidified into a rakishly handsome man in the garb of at least two centuries earlier. She scooted backwards to land in the water. The shock cleared her head as she scrambled up and faced the man again.

“Who the hell are you?” The words were out of her mouth before she could stop them. “And what did you do with my rope?” she demanded angrily. For the moment, she was ignoring the fade in of his appearance.

“Rope? Why what would I be doin’ wi’ your rope, darlin’? I’ve no need of a rope... yet.”

“Yet?” Kit took a deep breath and released it in the hope of gaining some measure of calm. It worked. “Ok, who are you?”

He slipped off the chest to stand on booted feet. “Captain Jack Sparrow, at yer service,” he declared grandly, sweeping his hat off his head and bowing. As he replaced the hat, she realized the strip of red cloth confining his hair away from his face was similar to that circling the skull of the skeleton at his feet.

He followed her look down and shied slightly back from the bones. He looked up immediately, meeting her gaze, a mixture of fear and bravado in his own gaze. He came down the slope with a swaying, graceful gait that made her think he was drunk. The eyes were entirely too clear and sharp for that.

“And you would be?” he asked as he stopped about a foot away from her.

“Kitrin Elkins.”

“Kitrin.” He rolled her name around his mouth as though it were some fine brandy. “I like it. It’s a nice name. And what are ye doin’ here, lass? What brings ye to old Jack?” He leaned forward until his face was scant inches away from her own.

She backed away slightly, expecting to smell the reek of unwashed flesh and clothing. Instead, there was a slightly spicy fragrance and not even the sense of a body standing close to her. “A plane wreck.”

He pulled back. “A plane wreck,” he repeated. “And what kind of a boat be that?” He looked a bit sad over the wreck part of her answer.

“It’s not a boat.”

“But ye said ‘wreck’, love…”

“Yes. I crashed on the top of the island.”

“Ye’re not a demon, are ye?” His voice was filled with suspicion.

“No. I’m a pilot.”

“Without a boat?”

“With an airplane.”

He blinked and considered this. “What be an ‘airplane’?”

“You know what a hot air balloon is?”

He thought for a moment and nodded. He’d heard of such foolish things. “Don’t know why you’d want one of those when a good ship will take ye farther and safer.”

She chuckled. “Because when you take away the hot air and add engines and wings that work correctly, there are very few places you can’t go a lot faster than any old ship,” she informed him. Disbelief flickered through his eyes, but he apparently decided not to argue the point.

“And you’re stuck on me island.”

“Until rescue comes.”

Jack smiled at that. Rescue was unlikely and he said as much. “This is the Isle de Muerte, love. Them as hasn’t been here can’t get here.”

“Them as hasn’t got a beacon to signal with,” she shot back. What was she doing mimicking his speech? “I have a homing beacon that signals ………. “

“Not a fire?” he said suddenly. There was a nagging worry in the back of his mind about signal fires and smoke columns towering into the air.

“No. It’s electronic.” That one went over his head, she could tell. Right. An 18th century pirate was going to understand about electronics, not. For a moment she puzzled over placing him as 18th century and as a pirate. She looked him over again. Definitely 1700s and something about his almost smarmy charm made her think pirate. “Are you a pirate?”

“Aye.” 

The self-satisfied grin that went with his admission made her want to smack him for some reason. She looked around. “That explains this. Pirate treasure. Good lord, that’s a lot of treasure.”

“Ten years of pillaging and looting the Spanish Main.” There was a sad longing in his voice. “And before. There was treasure here already when they started coming.” His attention came back to her. “And just what are ye going to do with it?”

There was a subtle menace in his question. Kit drew away, frowning. “Why should I do anything with it? I don’t need it.”

That puzzled him. “Ye don’t.” He looked her over. The strange garb she wore was plain. The pants were dark blue and of a strong fabric that clung to her hips and flowed down her legs to the stranger shoes she wore. The shirt was close fit to her body. Indeed, the entire outfit was more exhibiting of her body than anything a cheap strumpet had worn in his day. 

“No, I don’t.” Still, she shied away from admitting she came from a very, very rich background. There was just something about Jack Sparrow … Captain Jack Sparrow, her mind supplied …. That made her hesitant to say too much. 

“Kit!!!” a familiar voice echoed thinly into the cavern. 

“Mom!” Kit identified it, turned and ran sliding toward the entrance without another thought for Captain Jack Sparrow. Behind her, the jaunty figure’s shoulders slumped and he faded from sight.

