
Treasure On Crooked Island

Dennis Moore



    
        
          Treasure On Crooked Island

        

        
        
          Dennis Moore

        

        
          Published by WBW Productions LLC, 2020.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      TREASURE ON CROOKED ISLAND

    

    
      First edition. January 1, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Dennis Moore.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393538004

    

    
    
      Written by Dennis Moore.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Sign up for Dennis Moore's Mailing List



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This adventure is dedicated to all those financial services specialists making things easier for the students at Western Governor's University!

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


In the uncharted backwaters of the Caribbean, southeast of the Bahamas by many miles, sat a small island resting on the fringe of the cruise ship routes. This island was far enough away to be mostly ignored by the cruise ships, but close enough to keep Clifton in business, running a charter boat service between all the small uncharted islands in the surrounding backwater.

So, it was no surprise that Clifton and his girlfriend, Shauna, along with their everyman Nate, found an excited young man, Josh Forkner, in their offices along the beach at Rum Cay. He had been animatedly explaining what he needed their services for, for the last couple of hours.

Arms flailing in a descriptive style, he paced back and forth in the small office of the reedy palm‐roofed hut, holding his audience captive. 

“Look, we’ve got work to do. If you don’t mind, I’d like to get on with it. We’ve been sitting here for three hours talking about it. All I’d like to do is say yes or no.” he was saying.

Behind the counter used to greet guests and future charter boat clients, Clifton leaned. He was scruffy in a rugged sort of way, lean and built like a steel girder. Beside him stood the love of his life, Shauna. If Clifton was lean and scruffy, Shauna was the image of an porcelain doll, right down to the heart‐shaped red lipstick. His world revolved around her. He never made any decisions without her. In front of Josh Forkner, this was no different.

“What’ll I say Shauna, yes or no?” he drawled, laid back to a fault.

“Well, I like it. It’s a thing I’ve always wanted to do.” She batted long black eyelashes at her beau.

Their man Nate, sweeping up the wood floor in front of the entranceway, stopped and leaned on his broom, his old and grizzled face pinched in concern. “If you want my opinion, Mr. Clifton...?” he rasped.

Clifton looked lazily over at Nate. “Sure.”

“I’ve heard stories like this before. Spanish gold. Nothing ever happens. Down in the barrio, secret treasure maps get sold all day long. I know the man who draws them.” Nate shook his head and went back to his broom, dust clouds forming swirling eddies of powdered dirt in the air.

Clifton turned just as lazily back to Josh. “The man just made a point, Josh.”

Josh stopped, on the verge of exasperation. “I beg your pardon, then, and yours too, because I’m not making myself clear. Look, I have nothing so tangible as a map. All I have is this knowledge that on the Island in Buccaneer’s Cay, there is Spanish gold.” He brought out an off‐white handkerchief embroidered with the letter Q and wiped it across his brow.

There was a breeze blowing, and clouds darkening across the eastern horizon, but inside Clifton’s boat charter shack, the air was stifling. The summer heat tended to strangle the air inside the place. And air conditioning meant opening the doors and windows and letting all the flies in.

“And this you learned in college?” Clifton asked.

“That’s right.” Josh looked from Clifton to Shauna, then began pacing once more, stuffing the handkerchief into his pants pocket again. “You people don’t have to smile about it. Mr. Baker and I are serious. That’s why he sent me to you.

You don’t have to smile.”

Shauna winked at Josh. “I wasn’t smiling.”

Josh could have been blushing, but it was hard to tell under the sheen of sweat cascading from his white‐brimmed hat. He bowed slightly as he came to a stop yet again. “Thank you, Miss Shauna.”

Clifton straightened up. “Let’s see the charts again.” he asked briskly.

Josh reached swiftly for folded papers protruding from a back pocket. “Sure, sure, Mr. Clifton.” Bringing them to the counter, he unfolded and spread the map out before Clifton and Shauna. “Now look. See? Your boat could make it easily right along the banks, see? Here.” A bony finger jabbed at a place on the map very close to Rum Cay, traveling northwest. “Here’s Crooked Cay, about 30 small islands. Now this one. Here’s one. Due south at Ximous Sound.”

Clifton spent a few minutes scanning the contour lines of the map, the details of the ocean currents. He looked over at a long calendar drooping on a wall next to the counter. He looked outside, watching for a few minutes the clouds gathering and darkening along the eastern horizon. The sun refused to make an appearance as the cool of the evening teased and taunted them in the heat‐baked shack.

Shauna reached into her pocket and leaned over to Clifton. The sound of something small and metallic clicked on the counter.

“Here’s a nickel, Clifton.” she said.

Clifton looked over at her, understanding in his eyes. “Yeah. Heads we go. Tails we don’t.” He picked up the small coin and tossed it lightly into the air, letting it flip several times before landing with a clatter upon the wooded counter. It spun for several seconds before dropping flat.

“Tails. Tails, we don’t.” He glanced over at Josh, whose shoulders

dropped like a jilted lover, then over at Shauna, who wore a mischievous grin as form fitting as a slinky evening gown.

“I said two out of three.” Shauna reminded Clifton.

Clifton reached again for the nickel. “That’s right, you did.” He repeated the flip. It landed more heavily the second time around. “Heads.

One more.” Up again the nickel went, landing with a ringing clap, then stopping flat more quickly than the last two flips. He looked at the coin, then up at Shauna. “Heads.”

Shauna’s grin split open wide. “Heads, we go.” Her grin pointed itself at Josh, followed by the rest of her glowing face.

Clifton leaned indifferently against the counter. “We’ll start in the morning, about six.”

Josh nearly leapt from his skin. “That’s great. I’ll see you then, huh?” He scooped up the map and tried cramming it back into his rear pants pocket as he headed for the door. He stopped next to Nate, who continued to sweep while his head shook slowly in foreboding. Josh turned to face Clifton and Shauna.

“I don’t think I’ll be able to sleep. You won’t be sorry.”

Clifton nodded slightly. “Take it easy, boy.”

Josh vanished in the dusty haze littering the doorway.
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