Futures Untold

Chapter 16

James and Kit were staring at him, expectantly, waiting. Jack was thinking, but it wasn’t doing a lot of good. All he could remember was the flight from Rivera and the final confrontation between Rivera’s crew and his own, including Cheri and Oliver. After two days, Rivera was still trailing them. Cheri and Oliver cooked up a plan between them to let Rivera’s crew board the Black Pearl, never firing a shot, in deference to Jack’s desire not to have more holes poked in his ship. 

“How do we make sure that Rivera doesn’t fire on us?” Cheri asked curiously. Logically, even seeing the Black Pearl sliding into safe harbor, Rivera’s crew would be likely to send a couple of shots into the other ship to make their desire to board clear.

“We know she be back there. There’s not maneuvering space in the cove, but ‘tis deep enough that to scuttle the Black Pearl with her treasure would send her straight to the bottom with no way to get the gold, savvy?”

“Mmm.” Cheri looked thoughtful. “So, can you swim?” she turned her gaze on Oliver.

“Why?”

“Well, two options. We can swim to Rivera’s ship as it follows Jack into the cove or we can try sneaking across once Rivera’s crew is fighting the Black Pearl’s.”

“To what purpose?” Jack asked.

“Sink her.”

Jack and Oliver both looked thoughtful. They agreed that it would be better to sink Rivera’s ship as it came through the straits. Too close to the Black Pearl and getting back out of the cove could become dangerous.

“And sinking it in the ….. oh. Yes. Steer her slightly off course and there’s nothing to worry about.  So, it still comes down to, can you swim?”

“No.”

“And you’re wandering around in a ship on the open sea? How smart is that?”

Jack threw back his head and laughed. It was a question he’d asked himself from time to time. Although he knew a part of the answer where the world’s official navies were concerned, pressed men were less likely to jump ship in a port if they couldn’t swim away. “I can swim.”

“Then we leave Oliver and your second in command of the ship and we swim back to Rivera’s and do what we can.”

He considered the plan. It wasn’t bad. Not that he cared for swimming with the sharks that swarmed the straits, but the ships would be moving slowly to avoid damage from the drowned ships that lined the passage. It was a plan and a workable one. It could still leave Rivera alive, but not for long. He nodded his agreement.

Rivera stared at the prize she wanted through her telescope and worried about the other ship’s slowing as they neared a rocky and inhospitable looking island with nothing to recommend it. The rock was wreathed with steam or fog, jagged peaks of stone reaching out of the water to make passage difficult. She slowed her ship, taking note of the Black Pearl’s slower speed and wondering just what the blasted captain of the Black Pearl was up to.

Her second pointed out that the fabled Isle de Muerte, if this was indeed that island, was difficult to make a safe harbor on if one did not know the way. Obviously, Captain Sparrow knew the way in, thus following his lead would be reasonable. Rivera ground her teeth and nodded. She wanted her hands on Sparrow’s throat and could taste her revenge now. Neither of them noticed the ropes being carefully lowered down the side of the Pearl to let two figures gently into the water as the ship continued on its way.

Jack and Cheri moved quietly through the surprisingly clear waters, Cheri forcibly sitting on a desperate desire to submerge and get a better look at the wrecks beneath them. She focused on the ship coming up on them, readying the grappling hook she carried and tossing it accurately at the side of the ship. The hook caught in the wood and secured with a tug, pulling her along with the ship as it moved forward. She caught Jack and helped him secure a grip, then held the rope end so he’d have a taut line to climb up the side of the ship. 

Wear and tear on the hull provided handholds. The two quickly scaled the hull, stopping for a moment just below the rail to assess the situation. A quick peek over the edge showed that most of Rivera’s crew was target fixated on the Black Pearl. Quietly, Jack and Cheri crept over the rail and hid in the shadows of the stairway leading to the upper deck. The helmsman was keeping a weather eye on the ship in front of him, duplicating the shifts of course as closely as possible.

There wasn’t any other way to get to the helm than to rush it.

“On three?” Jack nodded. “One … two ….. “ they were both in motion as she took a breath and said “Three!! “

Outnumbered, the man on the wheel went after Jack, perceiving him as more of a threat. The crack of a belaying pin on the back of his head told him he did not choose wisely. Jack grabbed the wheel and spun Rivera’s ship to port. The ship responded and changed heading into the stabbing upward remains of masts and then onto rocks.

“What the ………..” Rivera’s eyes flamed as she saw strangers at her helm. She ran forward only to be thrown to the deck as her ship hit resistance. Spines of rock formed as ocean water cooled lava ripped into the hull of the ship, then broke off allowing the water to rush into the lower decks.

“Captain, we’re holed!” 

Black anger seized Rivera. She scrambled to her feet even as her ship began to list to one side with the taking on of seawater, pulling a pistol from the sash around her trim waist, she cocked the hammer and fired. “I never liked you,” she ground out, throwing the pistol and drawing her sword. 

“Sparrow!!!!!!!!!!!!” she screamed and lunged for the stairs.

“Uhm, Jack. I think now would be a good time to … oh shit!” Cheri ducked a slash aimed at her head and kicked out at the man wielding the sword. 

The two were engulfed in a fight as Rivera hit the top step and the upper deck. The ship shuddered, swiftly settling lower in the water.  It occurred to Cheri that fighting on a sinking ship was almost as stupid as fighting on a burning one. That wasn’t stopping the men around her. 

“Sparrow!” Rivera growled and the men between them fell away leaving Jack and the captain standing at opposite ends of a narrow walkway. “You ………. Bastard! Again.”

Taking in Rivera’s shaking with rage, Jack relaxed into a pose. “Hello, luv. Been a while.” He ducked as she threw a dagger at him and pulled his sword to the ready. 

“You ………. I have wanted this moment for a long time …..”

“Ah. Trying to salve your hurt by killing me on a sinking ship in shark infested waters …. Aye, that sounds like a plan. Not a good one, but what can ye expect.” Something glimmered in his dark eyes.

“You  …. “

“Bit redundant, isn’t she?” Cheri called as she heaved another man over the side into the rapidly rising water level. 

“Tell your doxy to shut up.”

“Or what, darlin’? Ye’ll be cuttin’ her throat the way you did Chun’s?”

Cheri’s attention snapped to Jack as she decked another pirate. That soft tone was not a good sign. She wondered who Chun was as she sought to catch her breath and figure out how many more pirates there were in this crew. The onslaught on her stopped abruptly as one last, stout colorful figure hit the deck hard.

Rivera smiled at the memory. “It would have been better had she begged. Hell, if she’d begged, I might have left her alive. But she wouldn’t. She loved you, Jack. She died for you. Her and the kid she carried. Well, I guess you proved you weren’t a eunuch. Shall we?” She flourished her sword as she got near enough to stab at the target of her hatred. 

“Chun was a proud woman from a proud family,” Jack came back with a soft smile. “Pity you killed her. Bet her husband wasn’t happy. But ye’d not know about that sort of thing, would you. Rivera has no heart and not much in the way of smarts.” The smile turned into the bared teeth of a growl as he lunged forward.

The fight was on, ringed by what was left of Rivera’s crew. Pistols at the ready in case he tried to escape, the pirates watched the fight as the ship continued to sink. Cheri didn’t dare take out any of the men watching the fight for fear of the rest turning on Jack immediately.

Rivera was a fine swordsman, a supple wrist and years of practice had given her all the edge she normally needed. Most pirates were not trained swordsmen. On the other hand, Jack was nimble footed, strong and supple of wrist and fighting for the two things about which he cared most; the Black Pearl and his life. He knew there was a card up his sleeve with Cheri lurking around the background. The uncertain footing of the settling wreck under them was a liability to both fighters, as was the close circumstances of the fight.

Both combatants were breathing hard when Rivera’s sword hit and ripped a long gouge up Jack’s arm. A back swing of Jack’s sword broke Rivera’s blade leaving her with about a foot and a half of steel instead of the three feet. Jack’s  sword flashed to rest at her throat.

“Kill him!”

“How many of you can swim?” Cheri asked curiously as the water began to lap over the deck below them.

The men looked as one. There was a long boat approaching from the Black Pearl. With luck, there was enough room for the men remaining, Jack and Cheri. As one, they dropped their weapons, some of them discharging randomly and making people flinch.

“No!” Rivera howled and dove for a pistol that had not discharged. She grabbed it up, turned and looked very surprised as she heard the report of a pistol when she had not fired. A hole blossomed in the front of her vest, blood rapidly staining the fabric around it. Rivera dropped to her knees, then fell on her face. Behind her, lying on the stairs, lay her second in command, his eyes now open and unfocused as death claimed him.

Jack also looked surprised. Then he shrugged his shoulders and sheathed his sword before looking around. Cheri’s laugh brought a surprised look to his face. 

“Shall we go? Or we’ll be swimming to the Black Pearl.”

The men in the long boat plied their oars with a will. The suction as Rivera and her ship went to their grave was enough to take a smaller boat down with them and none on board wanted to accompany her. Only Jack observed her passing, standing at the aft end of the little boat, his hat held over his heart.

“You’re honoring her?” Cheri asked curiously.

“Death is important,” he said seriously. 

