Futures Untold

Chapter Thirteen

(“It’s bad luck havin’ a Chapter Thirteen.”

“Twould be worse luck not havin’ a Chapter Thirteen. About your business.”)

The Black Pearl headed in toward shore as the Golden Girl under Captain Ana Marie sheared off and headed parallel to the coast line. The following ship seemed content to stay back and wait.

“This is gonna make life interesting,” Cheri commented more to herself than anyone else.

“Aye,” Gibbs agreed. “Tis bad luck having a ship commanded by a woman sitting off our stern.”

“Gibbs, is there anything a woman isn’t bad luck for?” Cheri asked with a laugh in her voice. The man blushed and went about his business leaving her with the understanding that there was indeed something and he was a bit bashful to discuss it with her. Fine pirate that man was.

Cheri moved closer to Jack and Oliver who were splitting their attention between the thickening dark line of land in front of them and the ship behind them. “It looks like Rivera and her crew will be content to try for us after we’ve taken the prize, whatever that is. Or to wait until most of the crew is off the Black Pearl before she attacks.”

“Aye,” Jack agreed. “Tis not the most comfortable situation I’ve been in.”

“We are headed for the right place?”

“Aye,” he answered without thinking. Oliver raised an eyebrow at him. “Tis plain enough we’ll be making land fall before dark, would ye have me lie?”

“No.” Oliver didn’t point out that for a pirate Jack was not much of a liar. “We’re making for an area of the Yucatan.”

“Wonderful. I like snakes, but I’m not too fond of monkeys, bats and other cold blooded critters that live in that jungle. I’ll guard the ship.”

“Desertin’ me already?” Jack murmured just loud enough for her to hear.

“Unless, of course, the captain believes he needs my help,” she added sweetly.

“One of those languages ye speak, love?”

Cheri blinked. Did she? “I guess we’ll find out,” she agreed with a sigh. Something nagged at the back of her mind telling her that she would be more useful on the ship, but without more than that to go on, she held her tongue and went with the land bound part of the expedition.

They left a skeleton crew on board the Black Pearl to keep her safe while the majority of the crew went into the long boats and headed for the shore. Oliver kept referring to his map worriedly. If there was nothing there, what was he going to do to pay Jack and his crew for the trip?


A long time in the future, Jack sat up in the bath, the water was getting cool and he was a great deal more relaxed than he could recall feeling in a while. He was also remembering the trek through the jungle with Cheri, Oliver and his crew. The natives had given them a wide berth, or so they believed. As he dried his body with a towel, marveling at the thick, soft plush feel of the thing, he recalled the wet heat of the jungle. 

None of his men were acclimatized to the oppressive feel of the encroaching plants and the hot, wet air. They called halts to their march every hour or so. Cheri grumbled about the lack of something called a machete. 

“It’s a bladed specially suited to hacking your way through the jungle. Are you sure we’re headed in the right direction? Doesn’t look as though there’s been anyone through here in centuries ….. or years, considering the jungle.”

Both Oliver and Jack gave her one of those “duh” looks. He smiled at the recollection. No longer playing their hand quite so close to their vests, the two men had let Cheri look at the map and help on figuring out just exactly where they were and where they were going. Three days after they left the ship, six large snakes, an encounter with an army ant march and having chased away countless tarantulas, they arrived at an obviously man made clearing in the jungle. 

Bodies littered the area in various states of decomposition. It was obvious there was something more unwholesome about this area than about the jungle surrounding them. The plants growing over the bodies were stunted in their growth and ugly, even to eyes raised on wilder terrain than the ordered gardens of England. Jack shuddered at the memory. The very ground was poisoned against men and animals. 

The crew was all for giving up. It was one thing to pillage a town to which they had laid siege and won. There was something there to lay into. This … This was the stuff of superstition and nightmare. Jack and Oliver studied the map, figuring the treasure lay inside the mound at the center of the area. Cheri looked at the surrounding jungle for an answer to crossing the dirt and digging without touching it. 

Credit the wench for her brains, it took them two days to cut and work the trees to make a walkway and platform to get them to the mound and dig into it in relative safety. Three of the men sickened from contact with the dirt, two died before they found an antidote to the poison. Jack was thankful they’d left Mr. Gibbs on the ship or they’d have had more statements of doom, despair and bad luck than Jack thought he could handle. He was very certain that no amount of plunder would pay him for the torment of those days. He was also certain he did not appreciate the snatches of a song Cheri kept muttering under her breath and chuckling about either. Something about “doom, despair and agony on me, deep dark depression, excessive misery. If it weren’t for bad luck I’d have no luck at all ….” (1) Even if the inventive lyrics that went with the refrain made his lips twitch in an appreciative smirk.

The layer of dirt over the rock vault beneath their feet was thin, washed away by the rains over the years since temple, or whatever it was, was built. There was a single room beneath with a very ugly, even by pre-Columbian standards, statue carved of jade surrounded by mounds of funerary items in gold. Cheri entered the room, lit only by torchlight, and stopped. 

“This is not good,” she muttered, not really understanding why she said it but convinced that it was so.

Oliver sighed behind her and gave her a push to get into the room past her. A grin split his face. “What’s so bad about it?” he wanted to know, surveying more gold than he’d ever seen in one place before. Visions of restored wealth danced in his head. He didn’t like being poor. He did like the things wealth could purchase for him, the creature comforts he was lacking at the moment.

“These are funeral goods,” Cheri explained as to a not too bright child. “Grave goods? Things they bury people with? D’you see a body? A sarcophagus? A crypt? Anything except that god awful statue?” Her voice was sharp with annoyance and worry. Something about this treasure trove disturbed her deeply and she wasn’t worried about spooking the crew by showing her concern.

Jack, catching the drift of this verbal snow storm was perfectly happy to back out the way he’d come in, casting a wistful eye over the treasure of ages they’d found, and leave. He had a treasure, as he had pointed out when he started on this treasure hunt. He didn’t need the one they’d found, not if it meant tangling with something worse than Barbosa and the curse the Aztec gold carried.

Oliver, hearing only the fear of a woman’s heart and not the hard earned wisdom behind her questions, rounded on Cheri, angry. “Afeared of the hobgoblins and banshees, are ye, lass? What know ye of aught of this? Ye’ve no memory to speak of, wench.” 

Cheri called him a couple of choice if incomprehensible names, took a breath and tried to restrain her natural inclination to deck the man. After all, this was not a rational, thinking human being, this was a gold hungry treasure hunter who didn’t have balls enough to be a pirate. Where the hell had that thought come from? She took another breath, counted to ten and tried to find the words that might convince Oliver that this particular pile of gold was better not collected.

“It’s a heathen temple. Why are ye so affrighted? ‘Tis naught here to …..” Oliver continued, his attention on the woman annoying him to the exclusion of all else.

Which was when the statue moved. 

Jack spent a moment comparing that terrifying moment to dying and couldn’t accurately figure out which was worse. How did one stop a stone statue once it was moving? The pirates turned almost as one and bolted for the nearest exit. Jack, Cheri and Oliver stopped as they realized there was a bottleneck situation for getting out of the opening. Then they realized that the opening was blocked. 

Jack threw a glance over his shoulder at the statue. It was looking at him. “This is bad. This is very bad,” he muttered under his breath, pulling his sword and prepared to sell his life dearly, regardless of how foolish that was when faced with a stone statue. 

The statue spoke. The voice rolled out like thunder, ringing the ears and practically deafening everyone. Cheri, holding her ears, yelled a response. To Jack and Oliver it sounded as though she was telling the thing to shut up. Silence fell, sweet balm to eardrums over taxed by sound.

The thing sat down, crushing thin gold cups and masks and melding piles of golden disks into lumps. It boomed again. Everybody did a Jack-like wobble in reaction, except Jack who was frowning at the thing and Cheri who was looking bewildered.

“Shit,” she said succinctly and in English.

“What … What says that monster?” Oliver demanded.

“Uhm …. It’s … not dead.”

“That we figured out,” Oliver said wryly. “What does it want?”

“To go home,” Cheri responded, her voice shaking on the verge of hysteria. Why did this always happen to her? What was it about things that didn’t belong here ………. Her vision shimmered wildly, showing her things she didn’t remember clearly, sending electric shocks through her body. Jack caught her arm without thinking and shared a couple of flashes of energy before she pulled loose. Her eyes more black than green, she turned to him, worried.

“Jack … are you all right?” A young woman’s voice cut through his memories.

Outside the door, Kit with an armload of clean clothes, frowned at the lack of response.

“I be fine. The water’s gone cold.” 

“Dry off and open the door.” 

“Already dry,” he told her as he opened the door. That smarmy smirk crossed his face again as he appreciated her long look at the clean pirate in the doorway. Her eyes finally traveled up to his face and she blushed as she handed him the clothing. 

“Uhm …” she swallowed and tried to find her voice again. She didn’t know which was more fascinating, the long lean length of him, or the scars or that hot eyed look he got occasionally. “The jeans button, obviously. The underwear pulls on, I think you can figure out the rest of it.” She beat a hasty retreat up the hallway as he reached for the tuck securing the towel around his waist. She heard his throaty chuckle behind her and blushed harder. Maybe she was her mother’s daughter after all ……….

A few moments later, Jack in his own boots pulled up over the tight legged jeans, a soft cotton knit shirt with a button up placket hugging his torso and a tailored light wool suit jacket over that, swaggered out to join Kit and John. The clothing was a tighter fit than he was used to, but it was comfortable, and soft on the skin. He looked a little like a reggae businessman, except for the rakish tri-corn had set on his head. John looked his apparently non-ancestor up and down and nodded. 

John looked to Kit. “Now what?”

“I don’t know.”

“I do.” They both looked to Jack curiously.

“Break the curse,” he said almost soundlessly. 

Kit looked confused. “We did that.”

Jack pulled a coin from his pocket. “No. We broke Cheri’s part of the curse. There was a chance that it would take both of us to break it completely. Right now, she’s in two places … I think.”

“What?”

Quickly, if somewhat idiomatically, Jack explained about Cheri and Oliver and the demon statue that wanted to go home. Kit’s laughter did not sit well with either man. 

“Sorry. You need to know my aunt better. So what happened?”

What happened? Cheri conversed with the statue for a time to find out exactly what they were dealing with, then sat in a corner and wept for a few minutes. None of the pirates had a clue what was going on. Jack finally walked over and asked her.

“Sorry.” She wiped her face. “It’s … so alone. Poor thing doesn’t belong here and they … the natives didn’t understand either. It’s trapped here by something on the walls, some sort of spell. All we have to do is figure out how to break it and set the being free. It can take care of going home after that.”

“Oh. That’s a relief. Here I thought it be something hard we be doin’.” His tone was a bit sarky.

That got a smile from Cheri. “The treasure is ours once it’s gone. It has no need of the gold,” she said softly. “Of course, I haven’t got a clue what is holding it here. I mean, magic doesn’t normally work …. Just smoke and mirrors …”

That got both of their minds working. What if instead of the old situation with the cursed gold Jack held, this was just words? He quickly enlisted his men and Oliver to scour the walls for anything that looked like a latch. Pirates, as he pointed out, frequently had a way with finding hidden latches and exits … or entrances, he’d added with a laugh.

One of the men found a loose area of stonework. The stone shifted under his hand when touched. Cheri pulled him out of the way as the release activated and sent a hail of probably poisoned darts down on the exact area where the man had stood. Then a doorway slid open beside the latch. Cheri and the man exchanged a grin. Jack yelled for someone to block the doorway open.

The statue stood and stretched. The stone glowed and shifted shape until something infinitely more ugly and beautiful than the statue stood in the middle of the room. Without out a sound, it slid out the door and was gone leaving the humans gaping behind it. The room shook.

“Out!” Jack and Cheri shouted at the same time. 

Grabbing what was at hand, the pirates ran for the exit. Oliver alone did not move. As the vault shuddered and started to crumble around him, he couldn’t take his eyes off the treasure. He couldn’t move knowing that he’d have to leave without it. 

Cheri grabbed his arm and tugged at him. “You’ll get it,” she yelled over the groans of shifting tons of rock. “Just not today! Come on! I don’t think squashed flat is something you can recover from.” She pulled him toward the exit, ignoring the half fearful look he was giving her. 

The pirates, in true pirate fashion, were making a dash for safety across the planks they’d laid down. Jack, last in line, his pockets as full as possible of loot, spared a look backward to see if Oliver and Cheri were going to join them before hot footing it across the planks to the jungle. The mound collapsed behind them as they ran for it, the deadly sand and dirt falling into the hole until the entire clearing was a large depression of jumbled stone and dirt. 

“Wow.”

Cheri’s single word comment set Oliver laughing, then Jack, while the rest of the men, knowing their captain was half mad anyway, set about cataloging the loot they’d wrested from the collapsing cavern. The laughter died as Cheri became aware of being watched. She turned to the huge hole in the ground and froze in amazement and fear.

Hovering over the depression was a ….. What was it?

Jack blinked to clear his sight and found it was still there when he looked again. “That be a dragon?”

“Uhm …. Dragons have feathers?” Cheri asked uncertainly.

The great feathered serpent laughed. A smaller version peeped around it. In a voice like the wind caressing the trees the serpent thanked them for their service. Cheri and Jack bowed. What else could they do? When they straightened, the expedition was standing on the beach next to their long boats, the boats filled nearly to overflowing with gold and silver. Jack was standing close enough to one of the boats that when his knees buckled from shock he landed on the gunwale of the boat, preserving his dignity nicely. Cheri’s sudden sit landed her in the sand. 

“What the hell was that???” Oliver demanded shakily.

“Kulkulkan … Quetzalcoatl … The great feathered serpent deity of the South American empires … rain god,” Cheri answered, trying very hard to sit on her hysterical giggles. “Fuck!” she said succinctly. “Maybe we’d better get out of here.”

1.  If you’ve never seen Hee Haw, you may not have run into this wonderfully changeable little ditty. The refrain is as noted. The actual lyrics changed from week to week, always laughably depressing in a ‘bad news, good news’ sort of way. Mr. Gibbs might understand the lyrics, Cheri thought they were funny.

