Futures Untold

Chapter Five

Cheri was becoming obsessed with the Aztec coins and the skeleton found draped across the chest. At odd moments, she caught herself toying with one of the heavy gold coins and wondering what had caused the crew to fall on itself. If that was what had happened to them; a falling out among thieves, so to speak. Something devisive had to have occurred, something that left the victors, if any, incapable of taking the ship back out of the anchorage. Assuming there were survivors. 

Pocketing the coin, Cheri started a thorough investigation of the skeletons off the ship. She left the one from the cavern until last. There was something disquieting about that one and she wasn’t entirely certain she wanted to deal with it at all.

Kit having been summoned to Wyoming to help her mother, returned to New Orleans to find plans for the exhibits almost completed. Cheri’s staff was proud of itself, even with the lead archaeologist engaged in peripheral research, they were on track and would be able to accommodate any changes Kim made. 

“Peripheral?” Kim asked.

“Dr. Yuconovich is doing a full forensic investigation of the remains of the crew. Depending on what you want, we could drape accurate representations of the bodies around the exhibit,” Jan Howis told her.
“We may even be able to identify more of the crew, if that’s needed,” another voice added.

Kit giggled. She met her mom’s reproving look with a shrug of her shoulders. “Sounds just like Aunt Cheri?” she offered.

“Go check on her.” Kim sent her off with a smile.


Kit located Cheri in one of the labs, pirate bones spread out on several work tables around her. That and the older woman’s intent stare at changing images on her monitor, were not what caused Kit concern. Cheri’s already slender build looked gaunt. Dark circles accentuated the slightly sunken look of her eyes. The long, slender fingers moved restlessly, one hand constantly working over the surface of something that gleamed golden in the harsh light of the lab overheads. Kit moved into the lab and said hello. Cheri started, turning swiftly to face her niece. She relaxed slightly at the familiar face.

Kit tried not to let her shock at the changes in her aunt to show in her face. “Locked in on research?” she asked lightly.

“Aren’t you supposed to be in New York with Kim?”

“Wyoming. Been there, done that. We’re here now.”

“That was quick.”

“It’s been two weeks.”

“Has it?” There was an oddly unfocused look to the normal sharp green eyes. “I’ve been busy.”

“So I hear. Any ghostly intrusions?”

The look sharpened. “Oh, your ghost of Captain Jack Sparrow. No. At least,” the gaze unfocused again. “I don’t think so.”

Kit noticed the glimmering gold in Cheri’s hand was one of the Aztec coins. “Aren’t those all supposed to be locked up?”

“Hmm?” Cheri looked down, stilling the continuous fondling of the coin. “Oh. This? Yeah. I wanted to make sure the duplicates were right.”

“Like anyone is gonna notice if they’re off slightly.”

“You’d be surprised,” Cheri said softly. “There are a lot of amateur archaeologists out there, and arm chair historians, who will take us to task if things aren’t authentic when they take the ride.” What she didn’t say was that she did not recall pulling one of the coins lately. She hefted it as she spoke. Gold. When the hell had she removed it from the chest?

“Hungry?” Kit changed the subject suddenly.

“Famished.” Cheri looked surprised to find she was that hungry. “Must’ve skipped a meal.”

“Or two.”


Cheri deliberately locked the coin in a drawer before joining her niece for lunch. From the shadow of the file cabinet, Jack watched the two women leave. There was something even stranger here than his tie to his bones and the peculiar turn the curse of the Aztec gold had taken with him. The black haired woman was cursed. She had to be. She had removed all the gold from the chest and returned it, without the shedding of blood to break the curse. From what he’d seen and heard, none of these people knew the gold was cursed, so there was no way around her having been touched by it. 

Yet he’d seen her in the moonlight streaming through the windows of the building as she left late in the night and there was nothing of the undead look to her. Nothing except the physical changes her niece had noticed. There was something very wrong about the way the curse was affecting the woman.

Jack grinned mirthlessly. As though there was anything right about the way the curse had dealt with him this time. Bad enough to be a ghost, but his ties to his mortal remains seemed to be getting stronger. This limited the range of his wanderings. He laid a hand on the crate and nearly cried out as it sank through the lid, pulled by some force inside. He struggled to free himself. Whatever it was drawing him to his bones was stronger than his ghostly strength. Jack was sucked into the black interior of the crate, locked into the darkness of the coffin-sized box. In spite of all his experiences, he yelled in panic, fighting to get out, to break free.

His struggles were futile. What had drawn him into the crate now held him fast, immobile and silent as the grave. He fought down his rising terror and tried to think this through. His bones were in the crate. Now he was in the crate. Of course, that was it. The curse was pulling him back to his bones, to his body. He shuddered at the confines of the crate once and let go of his fears. After all, he was Captain Jack Sparrow.

On the steps outside the building, Cheri stumbled and almost fell. She had a feeling of being wrenched apart and a strangely déjà vu vision of water and sails. She shook her head to clear it as she regained her balance. For just a moment, she could sense the steady roll of a deck under her feet and smell a strong tang of salt in the air. Then she was solidly back on concrete looking out toward the lake less than half a mile away. No wonder she smelled salt, Lake Ponchatrain was a mildly brackish lake with ties to the Gulf. Fatigue rolled over her like waves crashing on a seawall. 

“Cheri ..” Two voices with concern at their core broke through the incredible need for sleep.

“I’m OK. Honest. Just tired. You two go eat. I’m gonna go catch some z’s.” She walked away before either Kit or Kim could voice their concern.

“Do we let her go?”

“She’s been worse and managed. I think she’d get mad if we interfered right now. We’ll make sure she gets to her flat. We can always pick her up something when we get through.”

Cheri wove her motorcycle through traffic with a sure hand. Half conscious, she was still as attuned to the gleaming Harley <tm> as though it was a part of her. She rolled into the garage of her place, shut the cycle down, closed the garage door and stumbled into the house, barely closing the door behind her. Sleep or a form of unconsciousness crashed down on her as she collapsed on the couch. The bedroom was not an option for the time being.

Fractured glimpses of battles and raging blood letting filtered through the sleeping woman’s brain. Conquistadors, proud and cruel, marched through ranks of equally proud dusky copper skinned warriors. The smell of sulphur surrounded the fighting as muskets alternately terrified and angered the opponents of the Spaniards. 

Cannon fire surrounded her, the smell of blood and salt water mingled on the deck of a sinking ship. A ragtag crew of pirates smashed the crate holding the stone chest given Cortez. Gold. The lust for blood and booty was on this unwashed rabble. They took the chest along with anything else and headed for their own ship. Tattered sails, holed by cannon fire, filled with wind and ship moved away as the Spaniard’s powder magazine exploded in a dirty fireball behind them. The cries and groans of dieing men filled her ears as the ship sank.

Cool water splashed around her ankles as she strode into a cavern. Smoking torches gave it a murky twilit look. On a lone pedestal of stone the crew stashed the stone chest and its contents. A defrocked priest blessed the cavern and the men. “Touch it not,” he told them. “All the gold from the Spanish is yours. Spend it as you wish. But leave the chest. God says it is evil and not of this world. Leave the chest.”

So the chest was left to sit in darkness infrequently broken by sunlight or moonlight. Crews came and went, leaving treasure and taking it away again. Until Captain Barbosa and the crew of the Black Pearl arrived. Somehow Cheri knew the man in the feather plumed hat was Barbosa. His face was scarred with the pox, or perhaps youthful acne had left him looking like someone hacked his face with an ice pick. He was quick and jeering as they searched through the remains of previous crews, until they came to the chest. He knocked aside the lid and drove both hands into the treasure inside. Coming up with his hands full, he tossed the ornate gold medallions to his men as the crewes of Mardi Gras tossed their dubloons to the screaming crowds. 

Cheri awoke, gasping for air, feeling as though she was drowning in something viscous. She stared wildly about the dark living room, flailing and falling off the couch, cracking the side of her head on the coffee table and lay on the soft carpet for a moment, rubbing the soon to be bruise on her head and laughed. The laughter took on a hysterical tinge before she could calm down. Goddess, what was happening to her?

With sudden worry, she plunged her hand into the pocket of her jeans. It was there, heavy and golden and grinning at her with age old malevolence. She swore she put the thing in the drawer at work. Kit watched her do so. Yet here it was, the skull laughing at her. But why? What was the secret of the Aztec gold? 

If her dreams were true, Barbosa and his crew scattered the coins, spent them. How did they get back in the chest? And how was the skeleton they found draped over the chest connected with all of this? She took several deep breaths to clear her head, got up and headed into the kitchen. She was hungry. Unfortunately, in the fashion of refrigerators of work obsessed single persons, the contents left a lot to be desired. With a sigh, Cheri disposed of several interestingly green and black and fuzzy biology experiments in mold cultures. An unpromising collection of wilted lettuce, limp carrots and long beyond its expiration date sour cream joined the experiments in the trash. That left a box of baking soda and half a can of cat food. The freezer held ice. Bagged ice, cube maker ice and a thick layer of freezer grown ice that made extracting either of the other two kinds practically impossible. 

Cheri retreated to her cabinets. Four zillion varieties of herbal and regular tea, two bottles of ketchup, four cans of yams, half a dozen cans of succotash and cat food greeted her search. “Must’ve been eating out a lot lately,” she muttered with a laugh. It looked like tonight would be another eat out one. 

Something solid hit the kitchen door screen and stuck, yowling. Calming her racing heartbeat, Cheri opened the back door and was deafened by the complaints of a large, very stout, very annoyed, house cat. “Roddy.”

“Mrwow!”

“Hungry?”

A yowl greeted that word. Hungry? Woman, I am starving to death before your very eyes, he seemed top be telling her at the top of his lungs. That and a plea for the idiot human he loved, against all intelligent thought, to please remove him from the impediment to entrance to the house because, once again, his claws were stuck. Cheri opened the screen door and lifted the twenty pound cat off the screen. His response was to yowl and purr at motor boat engine proportions, alternately until she set him on the floor and fed him. Then he made the interesting choking, warbling sound he always made when eating. Cheri reminded him that talking with his mouth full was rude. It didn’t penetrate this time either. 

Once the cat had made a thorough circuit of the house and settled in for his after dinner wash and snooze, Cheri left to find food for herself. Roddy watched his human leave, padded over to the half open window she left for his comfortable exit and entrance, and climbed onto the reinforced window ledge. Stupid human. She’d only just returned and here she was leaving again, he grumbled to himself. He flopped down on the ledge disconsolately. He was lonely without his human. He yawned, showing entirely too many teeth, and settled in for a patient siesta. 

Kim and Kit arrived half an hour later to find the house dark, the huge thing Cheri called her cat snoozing on his window ledge and no Cheri. Luckily, Kit had a spare key to the house and let them in. They restocked Cheri’s refrigerator with edible items, made tea and sat down to wait for their friend’s return. Several hours later, they abruptly awoke from the naps they were taking to realize that Cheri had yet to return and it was after midnight. They set out to check the museum.
