
Chapter 21

Anne slipped out of the fitting room and pivoted barefoot in front of Cy, her Mona Lisa 

smile a sure giveaway she knew how well the silk evening dress suited her. “Like it?”

He had half a notion to find some flaw just to bring her ego down a notch. But he 

couldn’t keep his drooling eyes off or his slack jaw closed. “It’s…it’s…breathtaking beyond 

words.”

She padded closer, expression timid. He glanced around, afraid she would whisper 

something suitable only for the bedroom and be overheard.

“So is the price.” Her hand opened, revealing the tag—180,000 krona. Roughly one 

thousand five hundred dollars.

He wobbled, fear slicing through him. Not of bankruptcy—he would spend every dollar 

he had, and go into debt for more, to bring Anne moments of joy like these—but of a 

nightmarish vision that flashed before him.

“Oh, no,” she gasped. “It can’t be…not after…oh, sweetheart, tell me you’re not having 

another attack.” Her arms came around him.

Cy shook his head. “No, not physically.”

“Then what? I don’t understand.” She released him, worry written in every line of her 

forehead.

“Jealousy.” Cy saw a trim, muscular man standing over his casket as it was being 

lowered into the ground. The interloper’s arm held Anne about the waist, his lips murmuring 

seductive consolations.

Cy rubbed his eyes in an attempt to vanish the scene. But it wouldn’t go away. This 



stranger would grab his wife and, through her, all his financial holdings. 

“I’m okay now,” he lied. No way could he explain his fear to Anne. She would only 

lecture him on faith—faith for the miracle she believed had taken place.

“You knucklehead.” She laughed. “Don’t you know I wouldn’t trade you for any man on 

earth? Even if he were twice as rich and three times as handsome.”

“I know.” He feigned an assurance he didn’t feel. “Go change, and we’ll pay for this 

treasure.”

“You dear.” She pecked him on the check and scampered off.

While waiting, he tallied the damage for the week’s shopping, and smiled. What a 

woman. She modeled daywear by day and nightwear by night, the latter driving him crazy with 

desire. If only he could live a thousand years.

Jesus… The prayer slipped out in desperation before he realized what he was doing. If 

you’ll let me live another five years…I’ll…I’ll serve you for the rest of my life.

No... That sounded cheaty. To serve one year, on that basis, God would have to give him 

six. To serve him two, God would have to grant him seven. He wasn’t offering the Almighty a 

very good bargain.

 Sorry, I mean…if any scan comes back negative…my aneurysm gone…I will give you my 

whole life starting then…the moment I know.

“What’s the matter?” Anne asked.

Cy woke to her presence and realized he’d been standing eyes closed, moving his lips. 

“I…uh…was trying to…to…”

“You prayed!” She squealed and threw her arms around him. “How wonderful.”

“No, yes, well, don’t get all excited. It was only a tiny, experimental—” Oops, lying 



again. This time to God, if He was there and listening. Cy glanced up apologetically. Sorry, you 

know it was the biggest, most serious prayer I ever prayed.

“Oh, sweetie.” Her hug tightened. “You’ve made me so happy. Let’s go somewhere to 

celebrate. Indian, Italian, Icelandic, I don’t care. You choose.”

Cy tried to conjure up a restaurant, but drew a blank. Living one more year, or two or 

three, that’s all he could think about. He would do anything, even serve as a missionary in the 

jungles of Peru, if God would only grant him more time with Anne.

“Don’t you want to?” Upturned face, pleading eyes, the quintessential Anne impossible 

to say no to.

“I do, I do. But I’m fresh out of ideas. So you lead the way. Money’s no object.”

Anne grinned and thrust the shopping bag into his hands. “You asked for it.”

He followed her without a clue—down a cobbled street, in and out of pedestrian traffic, 

to a sidewalk café smelling of frying oil and vinegar. Ah, fish and chips. She plunked down at a 

small, round table and pointed to the chair on her left.

“Aren’t you afraid of getting grease spots on your beautiful silk?” he asked.

“Men.” She rolled her eyes, snatched the shopping bag from him, placed it on the chair to 

her right, and slid it forward until the bag was covered.

He grinned. “Perhaps I’m not as smart as you think.”

“Mm. You do need taking care of.”

A waiter strode up, pad and pencil in hand. “Velkomnir. Can I get you something to 

drink?”

Cy shrugged. “Something from the fountain of youth.”

The clearly un-amused waiter turned to Anne. “Ma’am?”



“We’ll both have Cokes.”

“Right. I will be back to take your orders.” He slapped paper menus down before them 

and disappeared.

Anne leveled her gaze, her smile gone. “Cy, what’s the matter?”

He averted his eyes, searching for a dodge.

“You haven’t been the same ever since…” She stopped. “Your prayer, that’s it. You’re 

worried about something.”

Anne scooted her chair closer, her radar-green eyes probing his. “Is it money? Are we 

spending too much?”

“No.”

“We don’t have to finish the month, you know, we can go home right away. Yes, why 

don’t we? I’ll go back to work and you’ll launch your new business and we’ll—”

Cy shook his head. “It’s not money, not now anyway.”

“Then what?” The green melted into pools of empathy. “Please, Cy, let’s not have secrets 

between us.”

“I…” He glanced left and right, desiring privacy, then blurted, “I don’t want to lose you.”

“You won’t.” She took both of his hands in hers and gave them a little squeeze. 

“Whatever it is, you can tell me. Don’t you know how much I love you?”

“I do.” Tears threatened, making it hard to speak. “That’s what makes my life 

so…precious right now…more precious than I ever dreamed possible. Of all the times to die,” he 

groaned, “why must it be now?”

“But you’re not going to die.” She brought his hands up to her lips and kissed them. 

“Tomorrow’s scan will prove it.”



But the familiar red lizard loomed up, hissing like a volcano, blinding him to all else. 

“You don’t know that.”

“I do, I do,” she cried. “Even if you don’t. I have enough faith for both of us.”

Two cokes thudded on the table, startling and embarrassing him.

Anne released his hands and smiled at the waiter. “We’ll have order number five. Two 

baskets. And plenty of napkins.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He eyed Cy as if at a mental case, hesitated, but moved off without calling 

for help.

Cy sighed. “I thought that if I packed enough enjoyment into the remaining weeks of my 

life, it wouldn’t be so hard to let go.”

“But you’re not—”

“Please, dearest, hear me out, even if you think my fears are unfounded.”

“Sorry.” She rested her hands on her knees and faced him. “Go on.”

“But the plain truth is, the more time I spend with you, the more desperately I love you 

and can’t possibly imagine saying goodbye.”

“Oh, honey. You don’t have to. Ever.”

As sweet and adorable as her sentiment was, he couldn’t let it pass without modification. 

“We all have to die sometime, even you.”

A beatific smile spread across her face. “Yes, but eternity awaits.”

No. He pulled back stung—angered by her blind complacency. By the religion that 

wouldn’t allow her to face the reality everyone else had to face. Bitter words sprang to mind, but 

he held them back, not wanting a quarrel—not that night or any night they had left.

 “I know,” she whispered. “You’re not ready to hear of Heaven.”



Heaven, what a seductive notion. No wonder people bought into religions. But he 

wouldn’t lie, not even to satisfy her desire to convert him. “You’re my heaven.”

She shook her lovely locks, a shadow falling over her face. “You say that now. But what 

happens when I disappoint you, frustrate you, anger you, so much that I become your hell?”

“Never.”

“Will you love me then?”

He placed his hands on hers and answered with all his heart. “For better and for worse.”

“I hope so, Cy, I truly hope so.” But her eyes seemed downcast, her voice tragic, as if 

foreseeing a sadder day.


