
Chapter 16

Seated on the balcony, Cy sipped his mocha, gazed at the morning sun, and cursed its 

orbit—its inexorable gobbling of time. Only sixteen days before he had to return to Los Angeles, 

work, and family members who would insist on his seeing a doctor. Dad would call it reality. Cy 

called it the end of paradise—end of the time alone with Anne and her illusion of his health.

Wispy clouds glided peacefully above. Mauve shadows played lazily across the meadow 

below. Out of nowhere, a hawk swooped down and carried off some hapless creature, too tiny 

for Cy to identify. Poor thing. Ever since hearing the doctor’s prognosis, Cy’s heart went out to 

any living thing whose time on earth drew to a close.

Warm fingers stole upon his shoulders from behind. “Beautiful, isn’t it?”

Cy turned and looked up at Anne’s long, drooping lashes. “Sorry, did I wake you?”

“Hun-unh.” She leaned down, her cheek touching his. “Dreams of chocolate rivers 

flowing down fudge mountains.”

“Not that good, I assure you, but help yourself.” He lifted the cup and watched her 

fingers wrap around it, her lips move to the rim, and lashes land upon her cheeks. 

Mm-m-m-m.

Their sighs intermingled, then laughter. Goodness, how wondrous such moments seemed. 

Almost enough to last an eternity.

“Sweetheart…?” She returned the cup, emptied only a fraction.

“Yes, my love, my precious, my playful pet.”

Her eyes twinkled as they always did, no matter how corny his praise. “I need exercise.”

He smiled, ready to oblige.



“No, silly, the outdoor kind—jogging or hiking or horseback riding—like the flight 

magazine advertised. I’m sure we can find a trail around here somewhere.”

Cy stood to attention but didn’t salute. “Right now?”

“You can have breakfast first, if you like.” She made it sound like indulging a wimp.

“Let me get some shoes on.” He slipped through the sliding door, donned jeans and 

joggers, and turned to admire his wife—the same trim athlete, same angelic vision, that had 

hailed him in Ayers Park. Wowsies, how he thanked every galactic particle—every dark and 

light force in the universe—for bringing her to him that day.

“Did I forget something?” She looked down at her person.

“Not a thing.” He hugged her tight and inhaled deep. “You’re perfect. Any more perfect 

and I would die on the spot from the radiance of your loveliness.”

Anne giggled and pushed him away. “Let’s go find a trail.”

“I’ll ask at the desk.”

“Good idea.” She clasped his arm. “Why didn’t I think of that?”

Ironic, a man who asked directions and a lady who would just as soon venture into the 

unknown without a map. Someday he’d let her do it and see where they landed. Might be fun.

People lazed in and out of the continental breakfast room, including—from the looks of 

it—another honeymooning couple. But Cy made straight for the reception counter, where a 

French-braided blonde in red-and-white uniform stood chatting with a guest. 

He waited his turn and read her nametag. “Good morning, Bjork. Could you direct us to a 

hiking trail?”

“Beach or mountains?”

“Mountains.” Oops. He turned to Anne. They weren’t dressed for the beach, but he 



should have consulted her first.

She nodded.

The receptionist pulled a brochure from below and flattened it on the counter top. “We’re 

here, facing west.” She pointed out the front entrance. “Exit, circle the building on this path, 

head east until it forks. Don’t take the right fork. That goes to the helicopter pad.”

Anne leaned close. “Yes, we came in that way.”

“Take the left fork,” Bjork said. “It continues east toward the mountains. You’ll come to 

a foot bridge crossing a creek. On the other side is a wide path, clearly marked—3.2 kilometers 

to the summit.”

“Thank you.” He lifted the brochure. “May I keep this?”

“Certainly.”

“Takk fyrir,” Anne said.

He gaped at her. Trust Anne to start learning a new language the first day. If only he’d 

discovered her talents sooner. If only he had a lifetime to explore every amazing thing about her.

They scampered out the front door, down the circular drive, to a black-sand path that 

skirted the hotel’s lawn. It forked east of the heliport and headed through tundra-looking 

vegetation toward the hills.

Anne raced ahead and twirled, hands flying high. “Don’t you just love the heather?” 

“Never seen any before, but yeah.”

She halted and stooped down. “Look at the tiny blossoms and smell. Mmm, so outdoorsy 

and fresh. Nothing like it in the whole world.”

He caught up with her and knelt down—or intended to—but dizziness crashed upon him 

and sent his feet flying like a surfer lost in a monster wave. Visuals and voices swirled together. 



Vertigo dominated all his senses. Taste of bile in his mouth. Prickles on his arms and scalp. No, 

not now, just when…

***

Something shook his shoulders. And a voice broke into his fog. “Cy, Cy, can you hear 

me? Oh, God, what do I do?”

The shaking of his shoulders stopped.

“H-e-l-p!”

Her scream brought him fully awake. He blinked up at her—two faces merging together 

and apart, together and apart. “I…I…I’m okay...”

“Oh, Darling,” she sobbed before burying him in wet kisses and soft curls. “I thought I’d 

lost you forever. So glad you’re back. Don’t ever leave me again. Promise? Promise you won’t 

die.”

Dear, dear Anne. A laugh welled up he couldn’t hold back. A delight in her precious 

innocence. As if he had any control over living or dying. Between chuckles he managed to say, 

“I’ll…do…my…best.”

 A tear landed on his cheek. If ever he doubted Anne’s love, never again. Wonder of 

wonders, her every murmur and gesture proved her ardor, as he lay soaking it all in.

Finally, to relieve her anguish, he made every effort to rise to his feet. But it wasn’t as 

easy as he imagined. Disequilibrium still hampered his coordination. Or was it a partial loss of 

feeling in his right leg? His right arm also. Finally, with her help, and full determination, he 

struggled up and stood—or wobbled—erect. 

“I so wanted you to be healed,” Anne sobbed.

“Me, too.” He forced himself to speak matter-of-factly, tears threatening if he didn’t.



Worry lines etched her forehead. “Can you walk? Or shall I call for an ambulance?”

“No!” It came out harsher than he intended. Ambulances, doctors, emergency rooms, 

they all marked the end of everything he held dear in life. He would sooner sacrifice five months 

of life than one day of free, unencumbered vacation time with Anne. “I…we’ll…make it back to 

the hotel…one way or another.”

“You sure?”

Cy couldn’t promise more without testing his limbs. He flexed his arm and took the first 

step, then another. Yes, both arm and leg seemed restored to normal function. And no more 

wobble. He smiled at her in relief.

Dewy eyed, she smiled back. Did he imagine it, or was there a rainbow? No, impossible. 

No rain, no mist even, and therefore no rainbow. Boy, was he getting sappy. Next he’d be joining 

her in mystic la-la-land. Snap out of it, Cy. Stay sane. Your future and your son’s future depend 

on it.

When he got where he could walk without assistance, Cy pulled free and noticed her 

stricken face. Never in all the years they’d worked together at Franck’s had he seen such a 

profound look of sadness. “What’s the matter, darling?”

“That shaman was a fake. And the red lizard he sucked out of your head. And all those 

spirits he blew in the air. Fakes, fakes, and more fakes,” she spat. “Nothing is real, nothing I 

believed. Nothing I hoped. What are we going to do?”

Cy held her, stroked her head, her arms, her back, and wept with her. Nothing in life had 

hurt him worse, not even his own impending death, than see his darling suffer without hope. 

He’d give anything to find one word of comfort to rescue her from distress. But he had 

nothing—nothing but a yawning chasm before him—which would drive her deeper in despair if 



he spoke of it.

“There, there, sweetheart, don’t cry.”

She sobbed harder, shaking in his arms.

He grasped at the first straw that surfaced in his mind. “I’m sure some of it must have 

been real, Anne. After all, the shaman didn’t know my problem was in my brain, yet sucked 

there.”

Her shoulders grew calmer.

Cy pressed on. “He didn’t know I had an aneurysm that could burst red with blood, yet 

saw a red animal, didn’t he?”

Anne sniffled and gave him a curious look.

He shrugged. “I don’t know how to explain it, but something happened we can’t 

explain.”

“You’re right.” Sunlight burst through the tears. “We’ve got to search to find out what. 

Go to the library. Surf the net.”

Cy nodded.

“Check out a church.”

He shook his head, then remembered his earlier acquiescence. “Search, yes, that’s the 

ticket. We’ll go everywhere in the world…”

“No.” Anne glared. “Nice try, Cy. This is our last stop before home. No Paris. No India 

or Tibet either. I don’t care how many answers anyone says might be found there. We’re not 

going to add a single country or day to this trip. You promised to return to L.A. when my month 

is up. And you’re not going to wiggle out of it. A promise is a promise.”

The walls of time seemed to close in on him, like in Poe’s Pit and the Pendulum.  “What 



about your Easter Island? Wouldn’t you like—?”

“No.” She punched his arm with more than a love pat, storm clouds forming in her eyes. 

“And don’t try to change my mind either.”


