Futures Untold


Chapter Ten

Cheri spent the day observing shipboard life and pitching in where she could be useful. The men made sure the ship was ready for anything .., contact, landfall, rough weather or fair. The wind stayed steady. Jack and his crew took turns at the wheel, guiding the Black Pearl on her journey. Staring up at the crow’s nest near the top of the main mast, Cheri felt drawn upward. Sure-footed as a cat, she climbed the rigging until she joined the crewman in the wind above. Acres of sail billowed out below her on the square rigged masts. All around her was wind and silence, the sound of the sea below a distant background to the sky. 

“’Tis bad luck to have a woman on board a ship,” the sailor said with a grin. 

“Possibly worse luck to throw one overboard due to ancient superstitions. I suspect the reason it was bad luck originally was because losing a woman to raiders, bad weather, and other things was to loose the right to her progeny as well. Personally, I feel like good luck, not bad.”

He laughed. “Then ‘twould ill beget us to let ye fall away, lass. ‘Tis not many would brave the rats to get here.”

“Their loss. Nothing to see but sea and sky from up here at the moment, but the wonder of that alone is well worth the climb.”

They settled into companionable silence after that. Cheri drowsed, dreaming of a reality far different, losing it as she came fully awake to watch the far horizon. 

Another place and time, Jack Sparrow stared at the Aztec gold and weighed his options. It was good to have a body again, even one cursed with being undead. There was an uneasiness that kept him from breaking his part of the curse. Too long had he been a ghost, unable to touch or be touched. Not that there had been anyone or anything to touch during his long years on the Isle.

Now there was the freedom of movement that being whole again granted him. No more walking through walls instead of doorways for Jack. No more sailing for him either, from what Cheri had said. That saddened him. The freedom of the seas was now as bound in rules and regulations as the rest of the world. Was there no place for a man who lived by his wits and his sword? All this passed through his mind as he scowled at the apparent descendent of his who would put a stop to all that Cheri’s friend was doing. Arrogant pup.

Kit knelt by her aunt’s still form, checking her pulse and trying to figure out what was wrong with her. “Mom. I think we have a problem.”

Kim, glaring at John Sparrow, nodded. “We’ll handle it.”

“No. I mean Aunt Cheri.”

Kim looked around and down. “Cheri. Hey … “ She went to her daughter’s side and examined her friend. “Ok, this is not good.” She pulled out her cell phone and made a couple of quick, emergency calls. 

“Mom?”

Kim shrugged her shoulders. She’d seen Cheri crazy, dead and depressed, as well as occasionally unconscious. She’d never dealt with breaking a curse before. Whatever was going on, Cheri was comatose from the look of things and that meant they needed medical assistance to keep her as healthy as possible until she came out of the coma. Kim said as much. “Beyond my capabilities, little one. We need specialized help.”

John frowned at this. “What is going on?” he finally asked, his curiosity overcoming his common sense.

Kit looked up, keeping her astonishment at the duplication of looks between Jack and this new comer at bay, and shrugged her shoulders. “Not sure. Something about breaking a curse.”

He snorted in derision. “I’m sure it plays well, but  ---“

“Excuse me, sir. Could I get past please?”

He moved out of the way for a number of paramedic types to enter the room. In the burst of practical efficiency that followed, he lost his attitude of superiority and began to wonder if there wasn’t more going on here than the obvious. Coupled with the “actor’s” comments earlier, there did seem to be something odd going on. 

Cheri was carried out on a stretcher, followed closely by Kim. Kit was left to deal with Mr. Sparrow and Captain Sparrow. She felt a little out of her depth as she watched her mother escort her aunt out. To gain some time before dealing with the two men, she re-read the cease and desist order. “We can’t use the Sparrow name at all? Why?”

“We prefer not to deal with the repercussions of being related to …”

“A scoundrel? A pirate? A scalawag?”

“Precisely.”

“And just which strumpet off Tortuga started your stalwart line, me boy? If I be a problem, I can imagine ye’ve cleaned her history up a bit,” Jack said with a leer.

John seemed to use all his strength to restrain himself. Then he realized what Jack was saying. “What the hell … I’ve heard of method actors but ……..”

“Long story. Captain Jack Sparrow of the Black Pearl, John Sparrow of … whatever. Decking your ancestor when he hasn’t got a clue what you’re talking about is not couth. There will be no fighting in here,” Kit laid down the law as soon as she finished the introductions. 

“You .. you’re serious. This is … That’s impossible.”

“That’s my Aunt Cheri. Six impossible things before breakfast and heaven only knows how many during the rest of the day. Look, at the moment, everything’s in abeyance until my aunt is on her feet again anyway. As to the cease and desist, legal will take care of our end. You really want to end up in court forever?”

“Is that a threat?” John’s voice turned silky.

Kit laughed. “Hardly. KEI, Inc. has enough money already to tie this up for a long time. We’d prefer to hammer it out otherwise. We have the original, we have the Black Pearl and we have the treasure on the island. Our plans are long range.”

“Entertainment …”

“Don’t sound so disgusted. The proceeds go to a good cause. Well, several good causes, including funding several underwater archaeological investigations. Mom is nothing if not diverse. So, what’s the deal with not liking Jack?” Kit asked, linking arms with both men and taking them out of the storeroom.

