Futures Untold

Chapter Seventeen

Cheri turned restlessly on the hard hospital bed. The EEG was going nuts, jerking and sputtering in response to the amount of activity going on in her brain. Then Cheri and the EEG stopped, almost dead. The lines went from spastic spikes to bare bobbles of ink on the paper. Kim watched her friend with concern. Kim, Kit, Tamara Taakin and Jack Sparrow were the handful of living people who knew Cheri’s secrets. Kim wished Tam was with her. Not that she believed in any of that gypsy mumbo jumbo, she told herself with a quirk of a grin.  No, of course not. Kim believed in what worked, Romany sorcery, technology or blind faith. Only just now, she didn’t have access to any of those. For so long Cheri had been a part of her world she could not imagine a life that did not know the older woman was out there somewhere. 

Kim took another look at the EEG. The lines were getting flatter. Alpha, Beta, Delta waves were all dropping steadily. Kim didn’t completely understand the terms, but she knew that flat lines were bad, very bad.

“Dammit, Cheri. Don’t you dare do this to me,” she fussed quietly, not wanting to disturb other patients and not wanting to be overheard. “How many times have I thought you were dead? Blown up, shot, falling out of air planes, falling down mountains and stairways …. Poisoned, throttled, smacked and herded through a VR lifetime that none of us could believe, and you came through it all. I am damned well not gonna lose you to a fuckin’ pre-Columbian curse! ….” Kim thought about that for a moment. “Ok, I guess that technically Cortez is not pre-Columbian, but still ……….. are you listening to me?”

No, Cheri wasn’t listening to her. Cheri was trapped inside her head and was dying. It was insane. Kim choked a half-sobbing laugh. When wasn’t their life insane? She pulled out her cell phone and checked in with her daughter. “Hi, Kit. Any ideas yet? … Yeah, we’re losing her and I don’t know why.”

Kit looked at Jack who was studiously looking elsewhere. She took a moment to admire the slim t-shirt and denim clad figure. Even in modern clothes he looked dangerously rakish and sexy. “Jack?”

He looked around at her curiously, trying hard not to look like he understood the question. “Aye?”

“We’re losing her.”

“Who? Ah, the black haired wench that be yer auntie. Pity.”

“Mom, I’ll get back to you.” 

Jack was absolutely certain he did not like the curve of the lips that went with her comment into the little device they used to talk to each other across distances. John’s speculative look was equally unsettling. Jack backed away from the two of them. They advanced. He turned and ran. 

Kit looked after him with a half laugh. “Where the hell does he think he’s going?”

A number of amused minor deities of a number of no longer in vogue pantheons chuckled at this essentially rhetorical question. Jack? Think? At the moment, mutually exclusive concepts.

As the long boat neared the Black Pearl, Cheri was frowning at Jack’s soaked shirtsleeve. “You, to your quarters,” she ordered as they clambered up the ladder the crew had thoughtfully lowered for them. Jack’s eyebrows rose. “You’re bleeding, my idiot captain.”

“Show some respect, wench,” he shot back and staggered as a wave of light-headedness rolled over him. Then again, maybe there was something to what she said. He looked over at her in surprise as she slid under his undamaged arm and helped him to his cabin.

Once there, she deftly ripped the sleeve of his shirt open and took a look at the long gash Rivera had cut up his arm. “This is gonna scar.” She tore a strip off the linen bed sheet, making a pad to press over the wound. “Here, hold that for a minute.” She walked over to the door, flung it opened and prepared to yell for hot water. As Oliver was standing right there, she asked him to collect some hot water instead of bellowing in his face.

“Do I look like a servant?” he demanded irritably.

“No, you look like a man who honors his debts and possibly gives a damn about his partners in crime. Water? Hot? Please?”

Grumbling, Oliver headed for the galley. He was still grumbling when he returned with a pot of water and some relatively clean rags. He frowned as he saw Jack was lying down, his eyes closed, his hand loosely holding the pad over the rip in his arm. “Damn. How bad is it?”

“Once it’s clean, I’ll let you know.”

Cheri took the water and sat on the edge of Jack’s bed. “Hey, still awake?” she asked softly. She got a sort of grunt in reply. “This will probably hurt. Let me have the pad. Thanks.” As gently as possible, she cleaned the deep, angry cut that angled from the outside edge of his elbow nearly to his shoulder. It still oozed blood as she cleaned, but seemed to be starting to clot on its own. The cut was deep, but no bone showed, which was good. She grabbed a half full bottle of rum. 

“Uhm, Jack, this is really going to hurt.”

He opened his eyes and frowned at her for a short moment before the sting of alcohol hitting raw flesh. He yelled and tried to sit up. She held him down while the alcohol did its work. He cussed. She laughed.

“Ye find it amusing, do ye?” he demanded angrily. “That’s me rum. What is it about women and rum?” he roared. The pain in his arm was subsiding, but he was still angry. 

“Uhm …. I don’t know,” Cheri answered, still chuckling. “Maybe you should tell me about your previous experiences some day?”

He lay back against the only pillow, sucking in breaths and blowing them out angrily until the worst of the alcohol burn subsided. “Why …”

“Alcohol cleans the wound. Less chance of infection … say, gangrene? … therefore less chance of losing your arm. Not that you seem to have a lot of problem with infections,” she added, having seen the number of scars he bore indicating damage survived. “No sense in taking a chance with her blade not being as well kept up as your own, is there?”

The dark eyes were nearly black, measuring her words and her demeanor. He relaxed a bit and nodded. “Aye. Bind it up, will ye.” The energy provided by the anger dissipated leaving him feeling wrung out and tired. By the time Cheri finished binding his wound and fed him a cup of rum, his eyes were closed and he was gently snoring. 

Cheri yawned as she finished wringing out the rags she’d used to wipe off Jack’s arm. “Oliver, I hate to be annoying again, but could you get someone to take the water out and toss it overboard? Please?” She shifted onto the bed next to Jack. She could catch a few winks and keep an eye on her Captain at the same time from where she stretched out next to him.

“Aye. That I can. He’ll not lose the use of his arm?” Genuine concern touched his voice.

“No. It’s ugly and it will scar, but it’s not as bad as it could have been. I’d be more worried if it were a stab through his arm.”

“Good. Then I’ll be bidding ye a good rest.” With a shrug, Oliver picked up the pan of water and took it out with him, closing the door behind him.

Sunshine woke both of them. Jack’s arm was uncomfortable, but both of them had expected that. Jack reached for his companion and grimaced. “Hell.”

Cheri laughed. “Doubtful. Been there. Not nearly as nice as this. You lie back …….. Let me do the work ……..”

He did. She did. They ……….. well, it was nearly lunch when Oliver knocked on the door, gave a long suffering look at the giggles that sounded inside the cabin , and pointed out that he was bored standing there with food and drink outside the door. 

Cheri opened the door, tucking her shirt into her breeches and making no attempt to hide what she and Jack had been up to, which would have been a little difficult considering Jack’s considerable state of undress. A sheet kept him modest enough for company. “Bring it in. We’re in the cove?”

“Aye. Ye have a well trained crew, Jack Sparrow …”

“Captain …” Jack amended drowsily.

“Captain Jack Sparrow,” Oliver agreed with a half bow. “They’ve already shipped your part of the treasure into the cavern. Won’t let me in there,” he said pointedly.

Jack sent him really cheeky grin. “O’ course not. Me men know what they’re doing, all right and tight. Golden Girl shown up?”

“Yes. About an hour ago. Why did you change the ship’s name? Maid d’Orleans was perfectly good ……..”

“But did not fit her new Captain. And what Captain Ana Marie wants, she gets.”

“The name fits her captain,” Cheri agreed.

Jack slept for a while after he ate, leaving Cheri and Oliver to go up on deck and watch as the last of the treasure was shipped into the cavern. Something about the cleft in the cliff made Cheri feel odd. She knew that cleft, knew the cliff … for just a moment, she saw it in early morning light, a single ship at anchor in the cove. The world tilted then righted itself. Cheri put a hand on the railing to steady … herself? Or the World, depending on which actually needed it.

“Ugly island,” Oliver commented.

