
Chapter 18

After a crisis-free hike that afternoon, while Anne lazed in the shower, Cy slipped down 

to the registration desk and signed up for a helicopter tour. She has her secrets, I have mine. That 

evening, she caught him grinning and tried to tickle the truth out of him, but for once he didn’t 

give in to her pleas or pouts. Too delicious to keep it a surprise.

Cy rose before 6:00 am, parted the curtains, and peered out. Voila, the arctic sun had 

already risen blazing and glorious into a pink-and-blue buttermilk sky, perfect for sight-seeing. 

He shook his bride gently. “Rise and shine, sugarplum, we’ve got a big day ahead of us.”

Again she tried to worm it out of him, but he simply smiled and sang, “‘We’re late, we’re 

late, to a very important date.’ Or we will be, if you don’t hurry up.”

At 7:48 am, only minutes to spare, he led her out to the helicopter pad, where a slender 

woman with military bearing surprised him—Captain Unnur Sigurdsdottir—their pilot. You 

can’t be old enough.

He covered his amazement by introducing himself and Anne. The pilot checked their IDs 

and ushered them into the back of her iridescent-green four-seater, which resembled the head and 

thorax of a giant dragonfly.

“Where are we going?” Anne whispered, as he helped her buckle in.

“Hold still—” It snapped it into place. “A grand tour of Iceland.”

“Can we—?”

“Yes.” He raised his voice above the whirr engines. “With thousands to spare.”

After a brief warm-up, the copter lifted off. It buzzed the steeple of a village church, then 

circled over the harbor dotted with boats. 



Captain Sigurdsdottir spoke into the headset and pointed. “My ancestors made their 

living fishing in boats like those. But now tourism has taken over. Most are heading out for 

whale-watching, not cod.”

Within minutes they swung around and roared inland, rushing over tundra and barren 

rock toward Iceland’s interior.

“Look, sheep,” Anne cried. “Aren’t they cute?”

Cy nodded, remembering the succulent rack of lamb he’d enjoyed the evening before and 

doing his best to keep the two realities disconnected. Why must death crowd into his 

consciousness at every turn? Couldn’t he enjoy his remaining days in peace?

They snaked along a river gorge, a smaller version of the Colorado cutting its way to the 

Grand Canyon. Every fifteen minutes or so, Cy spotted a safari vehicle creeping along a desolate 

road or parked on a bluff overlooking the river. People looked like tiny lengths of pipe cleaner—

negligible in the vastness of the primeval wilderness, whose barrenness surprised him. Nothing 

like the Iceland he’d imagined.

Whoosh. The copter rose above billowing mists, up the face of a massive waterfall, to a 

vast world of water rushing toward its precipice.

“Ooh.” Anne clasped the window with both hands and put her nose to the pane. 

“Dettifoss—Falling Falls,” Captain Sigurdsdottir said. “You may have seen it in the 

movie Prometheus.”

“Yes, I remember. The beginning of the world and the seeding of mankind.”

Cy looked at her with mixed emotions—fondness, fear, and fatalistic acceptance of her 

spiritual hunger. She craved answers, the whys and wherefores of human origins, of which there 

were none. She would never resign to the meaninglessness he knew. No, only angels and 



intergalactic aliens would satisfy her thirst for significance.

And that’s what he feared most—her coming to the end of her search totally 

disillusioned—losing the childlike awe and wonder that made her sparkle so. 

Face it, the realization astounded him, you crave answers, too. Only you’ve sublimated 

your hopes into hers. You want her to find something.

She squeezed his hand. “Thank you, darling, for this wonderful honeymoon—”

He glanced at Captain Sigurdsdottir, knowing she heard every word in her headset. But 

strangely it no longer bothered him: Anne’s public show of affection.

“Way beyond my dreams,” Anne said.

“You’re welcome.” Cy squeezed back. “You are way beyond mine.”

Silence reigned, the roar of the blades merely a backdrop. No one spoke, not even the 

pilot, perhaps deferring to their privacy. Such consideration touched his heart. In a rush of 

gratitude, he hoped the pilot, too, experienced love like this. He wished every person in the world 

did. If only the whole universe could light up with happiness. Tears pooled in his eyes.

What’s the matter with me?

Afraid his tears would start spilling, he tried to release Anne’s hand, but she clung all the 

tighter. That did it. He dabbed his eyes with the knuckles of his free hand.

“Oh, honey,” she whispered. “We’re going to find something to make it all right.”

He nodded again, glad she understood without him having to speak. They were in this 

search together.

As the morning wore on, they crossed deserts of red, brown, ochre, and every color of 

dust and stone one could imagine, looking more like the surface of Mars than anywhere he’d 

known on earth. Next they whirled over glaciers, the copter’s shadow a tiny speck of gray 



passing over an infinite field of white. 

“The melting of this ice produces our rivers,” Captain Sigurdsdottir said. “More water 

flows over Dettifoss than any other waterfall in Europe. And that’s just one of two dozen falls 

these glaciers feed.”

“Are you concerned about global warming melting it all at once?” Cy asked.

“Yes and no. We’re more afraid of volcanic eruptions filling the atmosphere with ash and 

cooling the planet down—the way it did in 1783—killing one fifth of Iceland’s population and 

millions worldwide.”

“What?”

“Your own Mississippi froze clear to New Orleans.”

Why have I never heard of this?

“Every Icelander grows up learning of Lakagigar. It poisoned the atmosphere with sulfur 

dioxide, killing cattle, sheep, and poultry, as well as people. It blighted crops. Farm families 

starved. Fishing families less so, but even they suffered from noxious fumes.” Captain 

Sigurdsdottir glanced back at them. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t spoil your beautiful days with tragic 

histories.”

“No, no, continue.” Cy leaned forward. “You say this could happen again?”

She nodded. “Many volcanologists come here to study our hot spots and map out possible 

outcomes. Hekla for example. Three thousand years ago, it exploded like your Mount St. Helens. 

It left layers of volcanic ash an incredible fifteen feet deep. If Hekla were to explode again, no 

telling what the atmospheric cooling might be or its affect upon our planet.”

“Can you take us to Lakagigar?”

“I was planning to, but without the scary stories.”



“You’re not a volcanologist, are you?” Cy asked.

“No, but I’ve a scientific curiosity and pestered experts with questions.”

“You’ve piloted them to the research sites?”

“One team, yes. Most prefer to lodge in Reykjavik, but the Norwegian team came to us. 

They wanted to ski the slopes as well as study.”

“Sounds exciting.” But nothing I want to put on my bucket list.

“Do you ski?” Anne asked.

“Me?” Captain Sigurdsdottir glanced back again. “Yes, but not while transporting clients. 

Someone has to pick them up at the base of the mountain. How about you?”

As Anne chatted with the pilot, Cy’s mind sped miles ahead to Lakagigar, where the 

surface of the earth had ruptured and tons of red lava spewed out. Like a global aneurysm. 

Killing millions.

Was it coincidence? Or had some strange force compelled him to come to Iceland to be 

confounded by this astounding parallel? Seven billion people lived in peril of losing their lives 

same as he, by a freak burst of a vital vessel—hot lava spilling out from beneath the earth’s 

cranium and shutting lives down.

Cy’s mind swirled in confusion, trying to wrap around the shock. Each time Anne asked 

him a question, he mumbled one and two syllables, distracted. Not until the helicopter swooped 

over the line of volcanic vents marking Lakagigar—looking like a staggered row of kiln 

chimneys—did he rejoin the conversation. “Could you set the copter down so we could take a 

closer look?”

“Sure. This is where it happened. The earth split open along that jagged crack, right 

where the Mid-Atlantic Ridge runs through Iceland.”



Within minutes Cy stood beside a vent and stared at its ugly scar. 

Anne squeezed his hand. “What’s the matter, honey? You seem troubled, ever since the 

pilot mentioned the ancient tragedy.”

“Can’t you see? We’re all part of a cosmic joke. The whole earth has an aneurysm, ready 

to burst any moment.”

“Don’t say that.” Anne gasped. “Think of our child. Think of my brother and his future 

wife and their children. Think of the future of humanity.”

“That’s just it,” Cy moaned. “I’m not sure I want to bring a child into this world.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“What’s the point? To bring another me into this world. Another you. Only to face the 

same fate I’m facing right now. Sudden death without warning. Without meaning.”

“No, I refuse to believe it.” Anne took his other hand and pulled him to face her. “Listen 

to me, husband that I love. We’re in this together, for better or for worse, in sickness and in 

health. Remember? Right now you’re feeling down, but we’re going to find some answers, I 

swear it.”


