
Chapter 14

As they ate, Anne regaled her parents with stories of her and Cy’s adventures in Fiji, New 

Zealand, and Peru. Her hands wove magic in the air, as she described the beauty of each land and 

seascape, but even more when she spoke of the exotic boutiques and merchandise. Iris oohed and 

aahed, rarely touching her food, and clapped at Anne’s invitation to inspect her purchases once 

the meal was finished.

At the mention of Iquitos, Vince’s eyes narrowed. “Why the jungle?”

Cy glanced at Anne and held his breath, clueless how she might answer. Obviously one 

did not plunge into the Amazon rainforest seeking billion-dollar malls and the latest Paris 

fashion. Trust her father to detect something suspicious.

She blushed and looked down at her hands. Cy wracked his brain for some way to rescue 

her, if only by diversion. Pirates? Steelers? What was the name of Pittsburgh’s baseball team and 

its standing in the pennant race?

“Oh, Daddy, I thought maybe if I got Cy alone in a scary place and clung to his arm…” 

Anne’s shy glance at Cy had to be pure theatre. “And looked to him for reassurance, he might get 

the idea I…you know…”

“None of our neighborhoods are scary enough?” Vince asked, a twinkle in his eye.

Cy burst out laughing, but Iris scowled. “You want our daughter to get mugged?”

“She knows I’m kidding.” Vince winked at Anne then turned to Cy. “So where are you 

heading next…or is that a secret?”

Cy had wrestled with this question all the time Anne spun her tales. Tired of traveling, he 

wanted to hide somewhere isolated but civilized. Somewhere Anne could find plenty of 



amusements and be convinced to stay for the remainder of their honeymoon. Somewhere none of 

their friends would stumble onto them.

Anne gave him a seductive smile, eyes smoldering. “Yes, where?”

“Iceland.”

“Ooh, how romantic,” Iris trilled. “And halfway to Paris.”

Anne’s eyes probed his, as if looking for confirmation. He dodged their scrutiny and 

attacked the potato salad.

“Well. I guess now is as good a time as any to give you our wedding present.” Vincent 

pulled a folded envelope from his shirt pocket and held it out toward Cy. “Happy travels.”

Cy balked, embarrassed, sure it was money and equally sure he didn’t deserve a penny.

“Take it.” Vince chuckled. “Just a fraction of what we put aside for a grand extravaganza. 

You’ve saved us a bundle.”

“Thank you, sir.” Cy gulped, feeling doubly guilty. The parents who had every reason to 

be angry, cheated out of a wedding, only lavished love and good wishes upon them. 

“Ooh, Daddy!” Anne jumped up from her chair and clung to her father’s neck. “You’ve 

made me so happy. I was afraid you’d be mad. But here you are being the most understanding 

and supportive father in the whole world. I love you bunches and bunches.”

Vincent reddened a bit, half-growled, half-mumbled something to her, and pried her 

fingers loose.

“Okay, I will.” She planted a kiss on his cheek and sat back down.

A lump formed in Cy’s throat, making it difficult to swallow, as he tried picturing his dad 

and June in a loving exchange like that. 

Iris turned her wrist and looked down at the thinnest silver watch Cy had ever seen—



these Vermillion women seemed to have a flare for fashion—and frowned across the table. “I 

wonder what’s keeping Bob.”

Oh, yes, the junk-dealing brother. One more inspection to pass or fail. Cy pictured a 

grizzled, pot-bellied cigar-smoker with a bulging wallet chained to his greasy jeans.

Anne laughed. “He’ll probably arrive in the middle of the night and pound on my 

door…our door…” She flicked an apologetic look Cy’s way. “And wonder why we didn’t wait 

up for him.”

“Not if I have anything to say about it,” Iris hissed, glaring her husband’s direction, as if 

she expected him to stay up half the night guarding the newlyweds’ privacy. Or go out, arrest 

their son, and haul him in.

“That’s okay, Mom. Whenever he shows is fine, as long as I get to see him before we 

leave.”

Leave. That was the operative word. Cy latched onto it with all his might, determined not 

to let go until his ravishing bride named a departure time—like nine o’clock the next morning.

As if on cue, three pings sounded. Vincent unhitched a black-sapphire phone from his 

belt and spoke into it. “Robert, where are you? Scratch that. You have twenty…fine, see you in 

two.”

“Where is he?”

“On his way from Kuhn’s Market. Phoned to ask what we needed.”

Iris rolled her eyes.

“Goodie.” Anne leaped up and headed for the house.

A minute later, she reappeared, her arm around the waist of a taller version of Vincent, 

just as lean and muscular, wearing a pinstripe suit with white shirt and silk tie, collar loosened.



He broke loose of Anne and bore down on Cy with his hand extended. “So, you’re the 

guy my sister chased across the Pacific.”

“Bobbie!” Anne’s gasp ended in a smile. 

“Welcome to the family.” He squeezed Cy’s hand and grinned.

Cy recognized the grip, his hand smarting. “Actually, it was me chasing her and fighting 

off competition left and right. I don’t know what possessed her to say yes.”

Bob released his hand and looked him up and down like a used vehicle. Cy half expected 

him to kick his shins to see if they were solid. I’m fatally flawed alright, but you won’t find 

where.

“You’ll do.” Bob chuckled. “You ought to see the last guy she dragged in.”

“Robert!” This time it was his mother protesting, but without the smile.

“That guy couldn’t tell the difference between a lug nut and a cashew, even if he bit 

down on them.”

Cy frowned. “What is the difference?”

Bob’s gaze narrowed, his jaw paralyzed. Then he slapped his side and roared in laughter. 

“Yeah, you’re alright. Come out front, I’ve something to show you—both of you.”

Iris frowned. “But we’re in the middle of a meal.”

“This won’t take a minute.” He motioned Cy and Anne to follow and strode back through 

the house and out on the front lawn.

Parked at the curb was a coral-pink classic with long tail fins, chrome sparkling.

“1957 Lincoln Premiere.” Bob opened the passenger door. “Hop in for a smoo-o-o-th 

ride.”

Anne frowned. “You told Mom it wouldn’t take a minute.”



“True.” Bob winked. “It’ll take fifteen.”

Cy chuckled and nudged his bride. “Come on, chance of a lifetime. Your mom will 

understand.”

She glanced back, pain in her eyes.

He shook his head and mouthed silently, “That’s not what I meant.”

Seemingly satisfied, she shrugged and slid into the back seat. He wanted to climb in 

beside her and snuggle, but that would deprive Bob of attention to the car. So, at great sacrifice, 

he hopped in front and admired the ivory-and-coral interior.

“Buckle up and we’re off.” 

With a low-throated rumble of dual exhausts, the car eased from the curb and cruised 

down the street, solid as an ocean-liner. 

Cy smiled in appreciation. “Wow, you’re right, this is smooth. How many of these 

beauties do you own?”

“Two restored, one in process. My favorite’s a 1929 Pierce Arrow. But that’s not what 

I’ve got you alone to talk about.”

“Oh? You’re going to offer us marriage advice?” Cy quipped.

Anne snorted. “Fat chance. He hasn’t maintained a relationship with any girl longer than 

two dates.”

“No?” Bob glanced in the rearview mirror. “Julie and I have been seeing each other for 

months.”

“You’re kidding!” Anne squealed, unsnapping her seatbelt and pressing forward, her 

head  nearly even with his. “What’s she like?”

“A beautiful born-again Christian. Jesus got hold of her in Iraq, and she got hold of me, 



praise God, after her medical discharge. It wasn’t long before she had me believing, too. Best 

thing that ever happened to the both of us.”

“Y-you’re…?” Anne choked.

“You ought to try it. You’ve been searching the stars for direction, but Jesus created them 

and calls every one of them by name. He’s greater than all the spiritual powers of the universe 

put together. And He loves us. He doesn’t sit aloof and shining billions of light years away.  No, 

He comes down to earth to eat and drink and hang out with us.”

Blood rushed to Cy’s head in alarm. Not for himself but for Anne. He’d heard nonsense 

like this before and knew how to tune it out. But his wife, she craved the supernatural and lapped 

up anything shamans and gurus dished up. Somehow he had to shut this down—fast—without 

offending her crackpot brother or her love for him.


