
Chapter 20

By the end of the preacher’s message, Cy had worked out a solution. He would call his 

doctor, tell him he was seeking a second opinion, ask him to send a copy of his x-ray to 

Reykjavik, consult a doctor there, and remain on honeymoon until learning the truth. 

If the incredible happened—no trace of any aneurysm—he would curtail his lavish 

spending and go home to launch Cyrus Brain Trust Investments. Pun intended. No way could he 

run through precious capital, spending as if there were no tomorrow, if tomorrow did indeed 

exist. Nor could he get the most out of his last few days on earth—if that’s what these were—

wondering if he were healed.

Before he could whisk Anne away and divulge his plan, she laid a hand on his knee and 

whispered, “Excuse me.”

Thinking it was a restroom emergency, he stood and moved into the aisle to let her pass. 

But she turned toward to the platform. Stopped in front of the preacher. And bowed her head. 

Huh? Had the preacher asked people to come forward? Cy looked around to see if others 

followed suit. No, most packed up purses, wraps, or Bibles, and headed for the exits. 

Alarmed, he sidled over to Evita—deep in conversation with young Lochinvar—and 

tapped her on the shoulder. “Pardon, miss.”

She frowned. “Yes?”

He pointed. “Do you have any idea what my wife is doing or how long it will take?”

“Not long. She is giving her life to Jesus.” 

“She’s what?”

“You know…” Evita gave a dismissive wave. “Praying God will forgive her sins and 



make her a new person.”

No, no, no. Cy bolted forward, knocking one chair out of alignment, in a mad dash to stop 

her. The last thing he wanted was for Anne to change. Certainly not into a religious nut. She was 

perfect as is.

“Anne!” he gasped, arriving winded.

“Oh, darling, you’ve come, too.”

Too late. Her face glowed with a fanatic light he’d seen before. Didn’t matter what 

religion. Hare Krishna. Moonies. Guru Groupies. They all smiled vacantly into space as if seeing 

another world invisible to anyone else.

He wanted to drag her outside and talk sense into her. But that wouldn’t work. It would 

only hurt her feelings and drive a wedge between them. 

Anne, Anne, what have you done? Disappointment swallowed him like a dark cloud.

“Pastor, this is my husband, Cyrus.” Anne clasped his arm and turned him the pastor’s 

direction, a balding man of swarthy complexion. “After you pray with him, I’ll tell you about the 

miracle—”

“No, I don’t want prayer.” Cy backed away, Anne attached. “I’m only here to collect my 

wife.”

The pastor nodded. “Another time then.”

Cy ushered her up the aisle with all deliberate speed. She complied with no protest, only 

backward glances, smiles, and waves goodbye. 

Once outside the building, she stopped, stretched her arms skyward, and inhaled deeply. 

“What a wonderful day. You got healed and I—”

“We don’t know that yet.”



“I do. Right here.” She laid her right hand over her heart. “As surely as I’ve ever known 

anything in my whole life.”

“Yes, well, you’re not going to convince me until I check it out with a doctor.”

“What a good idea!” She clasped her hands together, eyes aglow. “Let’s go right now.”

He chuckled in spite of himself. “This is Sunday. And we’re three hundred miles from 

Reykavik.”

“Tomorrow then. By helicopter.” She positively sparkled. “I’m so glad you’re willing to 

get checked out.”

“Uh…” He hated to rain on her parade, but someone had to exercise common sense. “I’d 

rather wait until I have an x-ray in my hand to show him what he’s looking for.”

“Even better.” She kissed his cheek. “We can shop in Reykjavik while waiting.”

Cy groaned, mentally tallying the expense. Third helicopter pilot hired, second hotel 

booked, dozens of boutiques pillaged—this wasn’t his idea of conserving capital. But, what the 

hey, if he was still dying, a whirlwind adventure to thrill Anne ranked top on his bucket list. He 

pulled her into a bear hug, and smothered her with kisses.

Someone coughed. 

Cy pulled away and saw Freyja standing a discreet distance off. “Hi…”

“Sorry, perhaps this is a bad time,” Freyja said.

“Not at all.” Anne rushed over and gave her a hug. “I’m glad to have the chance to thank 

you. If it weren’t for you, my husband wouldn’t be healed. And I wouldn’t know Jesus. We owe 

you everything.”

“Not me. The Savior. Give Him all the thanks. I’m just a bumbling servant He sends to 

deliver messages. But He wouldn’t let me go without saying something more.”



Cy steeled himself for another assault. He couldn’t refuse, because for all he knew, her 

first prayer had healed him. And he certainly didn’t want to appear ungrateful. But he also didn’t 

want an escalation of the damage done to his wife—changing her more than the pastor’s message 

had. Although—he smiled—if Anne’s gushing demonstrations of affection kept coming, maybe 

she’d hadn’t changed insufferably much.

Freyja brought him back to earth with a piercing gaze. “It’s what you said about a 

shaman.”

“Oh?”

“God wants me to tell you…”

Here we go again.

“That shamans work by the power of deceiving spirits, but Jesus by the power of God’s 

Spirit of truth.”

Cy frowned. He wouldn’t let that pass without a challenge. “Couldn’t they say the same 

thing about you? That your powers are lies, but theirs are the truth.”

“Sweetie, please,” Anne tugged on his arm. It seemed to be a habit of hers.

“I’m just being honest,” Cy said. “How do we know that Freyja’s powers are any more 

genuine than Doctor Soncco’s? We won’t until we get the medical report.”

“Good. You’re taking steps to confirm God’s healing. Very sensible.” Freyja scanned 

their faces. “Could you do me a favor?”

“Anything,” Anne chirped.

“Could you get word to me when you find out the news? Good or bad, I want to hear it. It 

keeps me on track with discerning God’s voice.”

Cy looked at her with fresh respect. “Ma’am, if your prayer healed me, I will make a 



special trip just to thank you face to face. It’s the least I can do.”

“Thank you.” She shook his hand as if to sealing business deal.

“And,” Cy said, “I will name my first daughter Freyja.”

Freyja laughed and winked at Anne. “I’m sure your bride will have something to say 

about that.”

Anne beamed. “You bet I will. I will insist we give her your name. After all, if it weren’t 

for what you did, I wouldn’t know Jesus. What an eye-opener. You revealed things only God 

could show you. Then the pastor spoke on Jesus doing the same with the woman at the well. All 

my life I’ve been searching for answers, and now I’ve got them.”

“May I pray for you?” Freyja asked.

Anne closed her eyes. Freyja looked at Cyrus, as if to ask his permission. 

He nodded and stepped back out of the way. “Yes, for my wife.”

“Lord, bless this child of Yours…”

As Frejya prayed, Cy thoughts wandered far away—to his grandfather’s cottage by the 

lake—to the only time he’d asked God for anything. Keely, his sister’s friend that summer, had 

instigated it. Kept filling June’s head with stories of God doing this, God doing that, in answer to 

her prayers.

Maybe it was Keely’s cornflower blue eyes. Or freckly grin. Or the rhapsodic tones of 

her voice as she recounted her adventures. Whatever it was, without speaking to Cy directly—

only to his sister—she convinced him to give prayer a try.

That summer nothing mattered more to Cy than outshining his brother and proving 

himself to his father. Dad loved fishing, at least the competition of it. When they visited 

Grandfather, they had to consult the almanac, choose a day, rise before sunup, row out onto the 



lake while the bass and bluegills were still biting, and cast out baited hooks. 

 Based on previous summers’ experience, Max swaggered around like Napoleon 

Bonaparte. Maybe he couldn’t beat Dad every time, but he sure could out-catch Cy. So, Cy ran 

his sole experiment in prayer. God, if you’re there, hook me the biggest fish in the lake.

 Morning dawned, cool and crisp. Only one other boat invaded their target area, a mere 

shadow, silent and gray, disturbing nothing. Cy cast out his hook again and again, with hardly a 

nibble. Dad caught three, Max two. Cy’s sole catch that day was a small perch, under the legal 

limit and thrown back in.

Then wham. A Northern Pike grabbed Max’s hook and took it for a ride. With Dad 

shouting encouragement, Max wore down its resistance and reeled it close to the boat, where 

Dad netted it. Cy never forgot Max’s taunting look or Dad’s exclamations. It was as if Fate were 

mocking him, “Take a look at your God, ha, and how much He cares for you.”


