Futures Untold

Chapter Eighteen

Oliver called it an ugly island, yet the Isle de Muerte looked far from ugly in the eyes of the two crews. Here was the guardian of their treasure, a spiky lava island thrown out of the waters years earlier, water washed and lashed until it provided a safe harbor for their ships and a vault for their gold. Both captains could find this island to stash their hauls and to appropriate what was needed in funding to keep them going. 

Truthfully, neither captain had felt much need for the pirating of other ships lately. That didn’t keep them long in port, however. They sailed as they would, keeping to the ocean for months except to gather supplies. It was a good life. Now and again, as fate brought them plunder and profit, they would sail back to the island that funded their freedom. The cove was a safe harbor, even in storms. Anchored near each other, the crews of the two ships visited back and forth as they worked on needed repairs, although it would take some doing to replace the glass in the windows Cheri had broken out.

Midway through the afternoon, Jack joined his crew on deck. His arm was in a colorful sling torn from a length of velvet. Only that and an occasional twitch of his face revealed that the wound troubled him. Cheri looked up from the rope she was splicing and smiled, then blinked. For just a moment, she’d had two Jack Sparrows looking at her. She knew there was something here to explain her presence, to find her memory, but she hadn’t a clue what.

“How’s the arm?”

“I’ll live.” She gave him a “well, duh” look that made him smile at her. He offered his hand to help her to her feet.  “Let’s go see my treasure.”

“I thought we were standing on her deck.”

“My ‘other’ treasure.”

They took one of the long boats and rowed into the cleft in the cliff. The water beneath them wasn’t just tidal, as they moved further in, Cheri could see that the flow was from inside the island, that meant a fresh water source .. or the water moved completely through the island, which she doubted. The prow of the boat slid up onto a sandy area, not quite a beach, but safe enough to leave the boat without worry of it getting holed by rocky outcroppings. They stepped out onto the wet sand, pulled the boat up further to keep it from sliding back into the water and walked into Sparrow’s “vault”. 

The sprinkling of dropped treasure, coins and jewelry scattered here and there as though dropped in transit, was interesting, but nothing prepared Cheri for the magnitude of what lay inside. Sunlight streamed through holes in the roof of the cavern, gleam off a dragon’s hoard of treasure. Gold, silver, gems, chests and piles of loot lay on every dry spot in the place. And in the center of it all, on a slight rise covered in gold, stood a stone chest. 

Jack watched her as she took it in. The sheer magnitude of the treasure was almost unimaginable, yet it was the chest that drew her eye. She looked away from it, stepping forward carefully on the slippery rocks and slides of coins strewn across them. She stopped to look at an Incan figure, pre-Columbian, solid gold and heavy. She moved on, her slender fingers twitched occasionally, but she reached out for none of it. It wasn’t the gold that attracted her, or the jewels, her steps carried her to the chest. Jack tensed as she neared it. He couldn’t help calling out to her.

“Don’t …” he said as her hand fell on the lid. He pulled his pistol and took aim as ran her hand over the lid. He knew that look, the dreamy, drunk look of a pull too strong to resist. He’d felt it reflected on his own face when he stood on the Black Pearl’s deck. He shoved the pistol back in his sash and ran forward as she went limp and started to fall away from the chest, slithering back down the incline.  He stopped beside her, looking down at the twitching and upturned eyes. A frisson of fear shot up his spine, yet he knew there was nothing here that could hut him. He knelt and pulled her into his arms.

“Darlin’ … “

A long shuddering breath and she pulled out of whatever state she’d gone into. She looked up at him and blinked. He was had to pull into focus. Then she smiled. “Jack. Captain Jack Sparrow …… Shit.” She grabbed and held on as a convulsive shudder ran through her. She remembered this cavern, the treasure, the ship in the cove, all of it. She didn’t belong here. Time was pulling her apart as she strove to find one existence or the other to hold on to.

“What is it?”

“I don’t ……… I don’t belong here, Jack,” she gasped. “Something ……… “ She convulsed again and all Jack could do was hold on and hope it didn’t last long.

Captain Jack Sparrow stood staring at the Aztec chest. It was hot and airless in the storeroom where it stood, and Jack shivered with cold. He knew the answer to who the black haired wench was and where she’d come from. He knew the answer to how to stop what was happening to Kim’s favorite aunt. What he didn’t know was if he had the courage to do what needed doing.

He pulled the grinning death’s head coin from his pocket and stared into the skull’s empty eye sockets. He’d been as close to in love with the black haired wench on his ship as he’d ever been, and he’d had to lose her. He wasn’t in love now. Hell, he’d been dead two centuries and more, a ghost trapped in a cavern alone. 

He ran his thumb over the raised carving of the medallion. He grinned suddenly. Well, his name was still known, even if for the wrong reasons. That young whelp with his pale imitation of a pirate’s face was proof he’d made his mark on the world a permanent one. Elaine’s whelp might not have been his, but there had been a child and he knew that John’s ancestors carried the true line onward.

He strode forward and shoved the lid off the chest. Inside, wickedly gleaming up at him, were 881 copies of the golden circle he held in his hand. He pulled the dagger Cheri had used to cut her hand from his boot and made a swift cut along his own palm, folding the stinging cut around the medallion for a long moment before opening his hand and dropping the medallion into the midst of the others that grinned up at him.

He took a long breath and decided this wasn’t so bad as Kit and John found him. Then it felt decidedly odd, as though something were draining out of him. Just in case it was blood, he decided to fix his dark, worried gaze on Kim instead of looking down.

Kit’s first thought was that Jack had filled his clothes with sand. Under his boots, she could see pale granules filtering down and piling on the floor. It wasn’t until the clothing collapsed in an empty pile on top of the sand that she realized what she was seeing. Jack, clad in his pirate days outfit stood there, slightly transparent, looking just a little sad. 

“Oh, Jack …. “ 

It lifted his heart a little to see the regret on her face. He gave her a lopsided smile and prepared for the end, which, somewhat anti-climactically, did not arrive. After a long couple of minutes, he gave up waiting for whatever it was everyone else experienced when they died and accepted that for whatever reason, he was a ghost. He gave his audience his best insousient grin. 

“Well, looks like I’m t’ be about fer a bit. Best we go look in on yer auntie?”

Kit’s cell phone, ever alert for the opportune moment, rang. She answered it, a look of joy lit her face at what she heard.

On the Isle de Muerte, Jack Sparrow felt Cheri relax in his arms. She was breathing hard, but the convulsive stiffening was over for now. Her eyelids fluttered up and he looked down into the incredibly green eyes that were so reminiscent of Oliver Green’s and knew that something momentous was about to happen. He opened his mouth to tell her how much he cared about her and closed it again as she faded completely from his sight and his arms leaving him holding empty air. His mouth worked a couple of times before he settled on a puzzled, mournful look and just sitting there in the midst of the accumulated treasure.

Oliver found him there as darkness fell. In the light of the torch he could see that Jack was alone. “Where ….”

“Gone, mate. Back to where she came from.” He stood, turned and glared at the chest. For just a moment, he wondered if it would be worth it, would he find her again if ……..

No. Not now. One day he would feel the oddness of the curse that lay on those coins, but not today. He turned away, straightened and settled his coat and baldric comfortably on his shoulders and went out of the cavern followed by Oliver. 

At the entrance, Oliver took one last look around the treasure room and shook his head. If he’d known Jack had this much treasure … he shook his head and warded off the thoughts. After all, he wasn’t a pirate, was he?

As Kit and John were watching Jack’s interesting transformation from undead to ghost, Cheri jerked awake and sat up, or tried to do so, choking on the ventilator tube in her throat as she called Jack’s name. Kim yelled for a nurse and for help getting the tube out of Cheri’s throat ASAP.

Half an hour later, her throat raw but cleared of plastic and having put up with all the tests the doctors could think of to put her through, except the CATscan they wanted to schedule her for the next day, Cheri looked at Kim who was looking back at her. “Where’s Jack,” she rasped.

“Aunt Cheri!” Kit bolted into the room.

“Jack?” she repeated as John Sparrow limped in behind Kit. She looked him over with her eyebrows rising slightly. 

“He’s back at the lab. He’s … uh … stuck.”

For a moment Cheri’s eyes brightened with unshed tears for the man she’d known and the ghost he was again. “Dammit, he didn’t have to ……….”

“You were dying,” Kim cut in harshly. “Really dying.”

“Was I? Or was I just accumulating someplace … somewhen else?” she held a hand up to forestall Kim’s response. “I’m not arguing. I just ……… It’s not …”

“Fair?” John supplied wryly. 

She nodded with a small sad smile of her own. “Yeah. Who said life was fair, I know. Who’re you?”

“That, my favorite aunt, is John Sparrow, possibly not the lineal descendent of your pirate but a definite look alike. How are you?”

“Alive.”

“And?”

She lay back wearily. “I‘ll tell you what it’s like to be a weirdness magnet in the 17th century, some time.”

“Ok. Get some rest, we’re taking care of things. Jack’ll be there when you get back. We’re just glad we’re getting you back.”

“Thanks, brat.”

Kit rolled her eyes and went out of the room. 
