
Chapter 12

Cy sat, glanced at his watch, looked behind him, and tapped his fingers on the armrest. 

Where had Anne gone? Had she abandoned him and taken a seat in economy? Too embarrassed 

to ask the flight attendant to look, he toyed with the idea of going himself. But what would he 

say if he found her there? And in front of so many people. Like the paisley-bandana lady across 

the aisle who stared at him and looked away with a smirk when their eyes met.

Fine, he decided after fidgeting another minute, I’ll just have to make a spectacle of 

myself. He composed his face, checked his clothes, and stood up. But when he’d taken a couple 

steps down the aisle, the plane lurched. A wave of dizziness swamped him. He clawed his way 

back to his seat.

The flight attendant rushed to his side and gripped an elbow until he was safely in. “Are 

you alright, sir?”

“Fine, fine.” He fought to fasten his seat belt as his whole world pitched and turned. 

Announcements came over the speakers instructing passengers to return to their seats.

“Do you want me to get you something?” she asked.

“No.” He shook his head, wishing she’d go away. Someone paged, which did the trick.

The plane leveled out. He waited for nausea to hit or migraine or both—like in other 

aneurismal attacks—but neither did. His dizziness began to subside. Maybe it was only 

turbulence. But the deep dread in his gut told him different.

Anne slipped into her seat, Kleenex in hand. “Cy, please forgive me. I was wrong to 

question your judgment.”

“No, you were right. I won’t take chances with my family’s money, I promise.” He 



looked into her moist eyes and debated telling her everything.

“Oh, you dear.” She pecked his cheek. 

That did it. He couldn’t live with himself if he didn’t confess his symptom. “Anne, 

darling…”

“Yes?”

“A moment ago…while you were gone…I…I…had a bout of dizziness.”

She laughed. “We all did. Quite a roller-coaster ride for a minute there.”

Cy shook his head. “This was like my early attacks before I went to the doctor. Only 

without nausea or pain.”

“See? You’re just imagining things.” She sat straight. “Honestly, Cy, you have to start 

exercising faith. I know you say you don’t believe in the supernatural. But that doesn’t mean it 

doesn’t exist. If you will just start believing, you’ll see the power of faith.”

Cy explored the depths of her earnest eyes, so eager for him to believe, and wondered 

how far his conscience obligated him to argue. “You still believe the doctor healed me? Even 

after this attack?”

“Yes I do. And I want you to.”

“Anne, Anne,” he sighed. “With all my heart I want to go on loving you and act as if 

nothing were stopping us from getting married.”

“Then, please do.” She clasped both sides of his head and kissed him thoroughly, 

obliterating all remnants of conscience.

*** 

The marriage parlor resembled a country church in the middle of a city parking lot—

white clapboard cottage, pink roses climbing up trellises, stained glass windows, and a bell 



tower. People of all ages, clothing styles, and body art stood in the queue leading up to the 

entrance.

Ahead of Cy and Anne, a fortyish groom sported a Hawaiian shirt and potbelly. His bride 

to be, of indeterminate age, vamped a platinum Pompadour and toreador pants. He chewed a 

cigar, she bubble gum. Both chattered so non-stop that Cy wondered if either had listened long 

enough to learn the other’s name.

Anne didn’t say anything. She simply clung to Cy’s arm, sending chills down to his toes 

in the desert heat. The wait seemed interminable, though his watch told him the parlor cranked 

out newlyweds every ten to fifteen minutes.

At last their turn came and a rush of air-conditioning. White paper wedding bells hung 

from a white ceiling. White carnations burst from white urns on a white floor. Two white-suited 

witnesses stood blank-faced beside the white-robed preacher, who held a white leather book. It 

reminded Cy of the joke about “a polar bear in a snow storm.”

“Dearly Beloved, we are gathered…”

Who? Where? Did the preacher imagine angels sitting in the vacant pews?

Yet, in spite of the tacky unreality, Cy had never experienced a moment more sacred. 

Anne’s divine loveliness. Her awed look of reverence. Her prayer-like responses. 

With my body I thee worship. No, the preacher didn’t ask him to repeat these words, but 

Cy would have gladly. The ancient credo reverberated through every nerve of his body, exciting 

every neuron of his brain.

Unlike his dream, no red lizard interrupted. Anne lifted her rented veil before he realized 

the ceremony was over and kissed him with breathtaking sweetness. “Come, my dear husband, 

we’ve some phone calls to make.”



He followed her in a daze, accepting the marriage certificate thrust in his hands, brushing 

birdseed from his hair, and blinking in the blinding sunshine that hit them as soon as they 

emerged outdoors.

Gaining his bearings, he caught Anne by the hand, tugged her to himself, and did a better 

job of kissing her, coming up for air to bursts of applause from the onlookers. “We’re 

married…we’re actually married…I can hardly believe it.”

“Yes…we are…my pet. But let’s tell Mom and Dad…” She glanced at the cheering 

queue. “Before they hear it from someone else.”

He spirited her away in their rented sedan and up the elevator to the bridal suite. She 

giggled when he carried her across the threshold but sobered the moment he deposited her on the 

giant bed. Her eyes locked on his and she made no move, not to sit up, not to reach for the 

phone, nothing but regard him—her chest rising and falling with quiet breaths—as if waiting for 

him to claim her.

“Don’t you want to call home?” Cy asked, to break the intensity of the moment.

“You don’t mind?”

He shook his head, throat dry.

“I’ll only be a minute.”

Cy escaped to the bathroom, where he splashed cold water on his face and pondered the 

etiquette that neither father or mother had taught him. This Mount Everest moment of his dreams 

scared him witless. 

What do I say? What do I do? “Slip into something more comfortable” sounds so banal. 

Un-cool. Maybe a glass of champagne would ease things along. Anne may not need it, but—

“Daddy’s been shot!”



Anne’s screech brought Cy racing back into the bedroom. 

His bride clutched the phone with trembling fingers, her face pale. “Where…how…is he 

okay?”

Cy sat down beside her and laid an arm on her shoulder. 

“You should have called me…” Anne said into the phone. “No, we’re here in 

Vegas…yes, married…” She shot him a rueful smile.

“No, Mom….it wasn’t like that…I’ll explain when we get there...” She gave Cy a 

pleading look.

Cy nodded, heart sinking. The last place on earth he wanted to spend any of his twenty-

two day honeymoon was Pittsburgh with in-laws. 

“Of course, we’re coming…yes, I know, Mom…you don’t know Cy…he’s not like 

that…yes, yes, tell Dad I love him and will see him tomorrow…bye.”

Anne hung up the phone, turned teary eyes toward Cyrus, buried her face in his arms, and 

began stroking his back and the nape of his neck. Comforting murmurs turned to something else.


