Futures Untold
Chapter Four

Cheri tested the new software on animal skulls to get a feel for the way the information was handled. She took a week of working on other objects before she opened the crate to work on the remaining skull. Under the bright lights of the laboratory, the skeleton looked more substantial, heavier than it had in the last time she looked at it. Her assistants lifted the remains onto the lab table for examination.

As she examined the bones again, there now looked to be remains of ligaments attaching them together. That was not possible. She frowned at the skeleton. The gold inlaid teeth of the skull leered up at her. The hair felt thicker, more alive than when they inventoried the skeleton in the cave. There was something different here, but she couldn’t quite put her finger on it. Or, perhaps, she didn’t want to consider the answer that occurred to her.

She took micrometer measurements across the fascia and mandibles, then turned the skull slightly to take depth measurements to the back of the skull. She took a full series of photographs of the skull to scan into the program as well. Moving the skull back to rest she caught an after image of someone looking at her from the empty sockets. She shrugged it off as the tired imagination working overtime on the basis of an odd skeleton.

Cheri took her time feeding the information into the computer program, double-checking every measurement and scan to make certain they were all correct and nothing was missed. She broke for dinner and returned to the task after everyone else had gone home. The program roughed in eyes, muscles and ligaments, then overlaid those with skin and finally the hair and headband. 

There, staring at her from the monitor was a man from the past. She suspected the skin coloring was off; he was pale and sheltered looking rather than sun roughened and dark, as a sailor should look. She shifted the skin and eye color based on the hair. The face was surprisingly good looking to modern eyes. High cheekbones and a high forehead framed dark eyes. She wondered if he had facial hair and gave him a full beard. Somehow, that did not look right. Not that he couldn’t have worn a full beard, many men did, but she felt this face might have inspired a hint of vanity that hiding behind all that hair would not have suited. She took away the beard and left a moustache. She wondered at the hair, but given his time frame, long hair was normal, especially among those who could not afford wigs.

She saved the face to file and stretched; easing back muscles she had not realized were tense. Glancing at the clock she discovered it was two in the morning. No wonder she was tired. She ran the backup and pulled the CD for safe keeping before turning off the machine, stretching again and heading out of the building. Just as she turned out the lights in the lab, she had a feeling of being watched. 

She flipped the lights back on and whirled to face an empty room. Nothing. No one was there, not even a shadow. Still watching the room, she flipped the switch off. In the sudden darkness, she knew there was someone in the room, close to her.

“Who’s there?” She had a sense of the other looking around for someone else before she heard a whisper of an answer.

“Captain .. “

She flicked the lights on. No surprises. Great. Somehow, she now had the ghost of a ghost to deal with? Too tired to work out the ramifications, she turned the lights off a final time and left.

In the storeroom, Captain Jack Sparrow sat on the lid of the crate holding his earthly remains and pondered the peculiarities of Aztec curses. Something had gone wrong somewhere. Removing the coin from the chest should have saved him. Only it hadn’t. Or he hadn’t. There was a haze around what exactly had happened to leave him disassociated from his moldering corpse in the cave on the island. 

There was also something about the black haired woman that touched a chord within him. He knew her, yet he didn’t know her. Sometimes he felt her name just on the tip of his tongue, something like the time he lost the word parlay while fighting to get his ship back. Then there were times when she was a stranger with wonderful eyes and hair like silk that made his fingers ache to bury them in it. It was all very confusing. And where was the Black Pearl?

Kit, having gone to New York to visit her mother, returned to see what progress Cheri was making. She’d sat through discussions about the restoration of the Black Pearl, the ship in the cove, and been alternately fascinated and bored with the details. Now she wanted to see the faces of the ship’s crew.

She walked into the lab about noon with an offer of pizza for lunch. She arrived, pizza in hand. Her aunt was busy with something on a computer monitor. The face surprised her. “That’s him,” she said without thinking.

Cheri, hearing the startled tone wondered just where her niece might have met a dead pirate. She raised an eyebrow in inquiry. Kit considered lying and decided against it. Given her Aunt Cheri’s background, what was a hallucination? Or a ghost?

“Could we discuss that over pizza in your office?”

“I think we could manage that.”

Eating took precedence for a few minutes while Kit tried to find a way to explain her hallucination as a perfectly normal experience given the situation. The only problem was, she didn’t feel that it was as much a hallucination as she had. 

“You’ve seen our pirate before?”

“Yeah. Uh … well ..  I thought I was imagining things. I saw him on the island. He was sitting on the chest ……. Well, the edge of it anyway. And that was what he looked like.”

“Say anything?”


“Lots. I think. Lemme think for a minute.” What had he said exactly? She closed her eyes and thought back. “He said he didn’t have any need for my rope, yet.” She opened her eyes. “Come to think of it, I never did figure out who took my rope.”

“I think that may have been me. You know, waste not, want not.” She smiled. “Go on.”

“He said he was Captain Jack Sparrow. That he was a pirate. He wanted to know what I was going to do with the treasure and didn’t seem to believe me when I said I didn’t need it. Then you and mom turned up and he --- wasn’t there when you went into the cavern. I figured I’d hallucinated him. Given what the program is showing, maybe I didn’t?”

“Shy?”

“Didn’t seem very shy when he was talking to me. Although he wasn’t too happy with the skeleton, I think.”

“Given his time period, he’s probably very superstitious. As far as I’m aware, no one else has seen him.”

“Given his time period, he was a very sexy man.”

Cheri chuckled. “He’s striking looking. No scars?”

“Not that I recall. No sign of things like acne or the pox or anything else. Very graceful in an odd way.”

“Odd? How so?”

“Sort of – swaying. Not quite drunk, but not the usual stride?”

“Sailor’s walk.”

“What?”

“Sailor’s walk. They adapt to the swaying of the deck the way a cowboy adapts to the walk of his horse after long periods on board. The walk is distinctive for pre-engine era sailors.”

“Hadn’t thought of that. Yeah, that could explain it. Colorful, too.”

“Beads in the hair, red headband …….”

“Yeah. Sash of some kind seemed like it was colorful as well.”

“Sounds quite period. Men were not confined to the sober colors we’re used to seeing them in. Quite peacocks, really, if they had the money. Otherwise we’re talking drab and homespun.”

Kit chuckled. “I suspect this Captain would have been colorful regardless.”

Cheri regarded the face on the computer fondly. “Glad to know the program is working well and the coloring is right.”

“No one else has seen him?”

“No.”

“Maybe we’ve laid the ghost by taking the treasure?”

“Could be. Maybe he’s just waiting for the opportune moment to reappear.”

‘And maybe he’s just awaiting the opportune moment to get back to his ship,’ the listening shade of the pirate captain thought. He was uncertain how he had arrived in this place, did not care for the only answer he’d thought out and was waiting for more information. He passed his hand through a wall and pulled it back. There might be some positive things about being a ghost, but most of them seemed to be negative and he was ready to be undead for as long as it took to get back to himself and out from under the curse. Unfortunately, there didn’t seem to be much hurry on the part of the universe to allow him to get back to where he belonged. He missed his ship.

Cheri saved the stone chest and its contents for the last inventory.  The chest was plain; the sides were smooth and solid. The walls were cool to the touch. There was a frisson of visceral recognition of the chest and its contents that she did not understand. She made a careful count of all 882 pieces, noting that the pieces were identical, and put them back into the chest. 

This item was causing headaches. The Mexican government was making noises about the treasure belonging to Mexico, the chest and contents having been looted by the conquistadors in the 1500’s. Kim was arguing that the chest and coins were linked to a legendary tribute paid to the conquistador Cortez and his men. Thus the coins and chest were not loot, but a gift to the Spaniard. As such, the Spanish might lay claim to the gold, but not the country of Mexico. 

The Spanish government agreed with Kim’s argument and laid their own claim in international courts. Kim pointed out that while the gift had gone to Cortez, it was not a gift to the Crown or to the country, but to the conquistador and his men in an attempt to buy him off. As Cortez had no recorded descendents, it was difficult to see that the country deserved to benefit by the conquistador’s good fortune.  

Kimberly hid a yawn before responding to further inquiries. “Gentlemen. Ladies. This is a treasure the world should share. There are artifacts from multiple civilizations in the treasure we have found. The Aztec chest and its contents are not just something given to Cortez to stop his bloodthirsty rampage across Mesoamerica. There is more history attached to those coins than that. There are the legends of Captain Barbosa and Captain Sparrow of the Black Pearl. There are the stories of William Turner and his family. As such, I believe the chest and the coins should be on display, along with all the information on the pirates and the Turner family, as well as information on Cortez and the Aztec empire. I have proposed a traveling display as well as a permanent one to be housed on the Isle de Muerte itself.”

“And how is this to be secured?”

“As some of you are aware, I am both a reasonable security expert in my own right and have access to other experts of several nationalities and political backgrounds. KEI, Inc. is quite capable of providing both security and defense against …  well, piracy,” she ended with a smile.

After further discussion, Kim finally got her way. She now had a museum quality traveling display to put together, and a tourist attraction. She hoped Cheri was almost through with getting things catalogued and set up for display.

