
Chapter 23

Visions of paradise swept over Cy, exotic flowers, fields of clover, apple trees, all 

smelling of Anne. If only this quiet moment in the taxi could last forever.

But it rolled to a stop, and a voice broke into his reverie. “Hotel Styx.”

Or at least, that’s what Cy heard. He shook himself back to sanity and paid. Anne looked 

at him funny but said nothing. He ushered her past the doorman, through the lobby, into the 

elevator, onto the seventh floor—all the while dodging the query in her eyes—and into their 

room.

“Enough, honey, enough.” She nuzzled him, her voice tremulous. “I can’t stand it when 

you close yourself off this way.”

He sighed, the heaviness of his existence no longer possible to bear alone. “Nothing’s 

changed. As much as I hoped it was. My aneurysm’s still there.”

Anne sucked in her breath. “Is that what the technician said?”

“No, but I can feel it by what she didn’t say.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Don’t you? She examined the spot Dr. Harvard pinpointed on his x-rays—the spot 

where the nexus of swollen blood vessels comes together. Don’t you think that, if she found no 

anomaly there, she would have said something?”

“Oh, honey, is that’s what’s worrying you?” She kissed him, hiccupped, kissed him 

again. “You dummy. Even if nothing is there, she couldn’t tell you. It wouldn’t be professional.”

“Yeah, but…”

“You’re healed, hear me? Healed, healed, healed. They’re going to have to prove 



otherwise before I stop believing. Come here, my big man of little faith.” She dragged him 

toward the bed, giggling.

***

After a sleepless night and restless morning, when he couldn’t stand the suspense any 

longer, Cy called the cab company and paced the lush lobby, with Anne looking on and yawning. 

He heaped promises upon promises in his bargaining with God, until he couldn’t remember them 

all, having no assurance God was listening, or even there.

A cab pulled into the portico. He started toward it. Oops. Wrong company. He retreated 

back to his rut.

Life must have meaning. That one shard of hope—Anne’s comment at the beginning of 

their quest—kept coming back to mind.

“Why?” he’d asked. “What convinces you?”

With the wistful smile of a true dreamer, she’d said, “It’s too intense…awesome, 

beautiful, terrible, tragic…don’t you think…not to.”

Yes, after a dozen days and nights with Anne, every logic in his fevered brain told him 

nothing besides an Infinite Intelligence could design such a marvel as her. Or plumb yearnings as 

deep as his.

If God wasn’t there, her beauty made no sense. Nor the passions of his soul. Yes, I have a 

soul. These are not the illusions of a chemical soup. No power but a transcendent self can obsess 

this way over its own existence. Or its connection with another being.

A second cab pulled up, red-and-white. “That’s ours.”

He rushed toward it, then stumbled back to collect Anne. “Sorry, forgetting my 

manners.”



“That’s what I love about you.” She hopped into the back seat.

Cy climbed in beside her and handed the driver the address.

She snuggled close. “You have manners to forget.”

Reykjavik passed in a blur. All the new buildings. All the earnest people hasting about 

their business. All the words streaming from the Middle-Eastern cabby’s mouth. Cy held Anne’s 

hand, conscious only of the tenor of her voice as she conversed with the cabby, and pursued his 

own contemplations.

In the crowded waiting room, Cy found two vacant chairs and sat down beside her. 

Grasped her delicate fingers. Marveled at their engineering—at the awesome artistry of the One 

who crafted them. And prayed with all his might that God was truly there and cared.

An eternity later, a petite woman stepped into the waiting room, clipboard in hand. “See-

roose?”

Anne pulled free from his grip. “That’s you.”

Cy wobbled to his feet, as if to face a judge for the pronouncement of the jury’s verdict.

“Follow me.” The nurse held open the inner door from which she’d emerged.

“May my wife come with me?”

The nurse frowned.

“Please, it’s a matter of life and death.”

“Come with me then, both of you.”

The other patients stared, but he paid them no head. Probably think I’m a wimp, a scared 

little boy squeezing his mommy’s hand, but who cares? Nothing mattered anymore except the joy 

of living. The wonder of loving. The urgency of knowing how many moments with Anne were 

left to him.



The nurse led them into a tiny room decorated with sports illustrations—skiers mostly.

“Wait here.” The nurse indicated an examination table for Cy and a chair for Anne. “Dr. 

Gupta will be with you shortly.”

“You must think me a baby,” Cy said after the nurse left.

Anne quirked a pixie grin. “Not yet.”

“What must I do…bawl?”

She shook her head, a secretive light in her eyes. 

Wait, what am I missing here? I’m not a baby yet, but will be? Before he could solve this 

riddle, the doctor burst in and all rational thought fled.

“Cyrus Reed?” the wiry man asked, looking every inch a skier.

Cyrus gulped and nodded.

“We have a problem.”

I knew it.

“Come look at this.” Dr. Gupta slapped two x-rays side-by-side on a raised, translucent 

surface, then switched on some backlighting.

Cy rose and stumbled forward.

“On the left…” Dr. Gupta unclipped the pen from his pocket and tapped it. “The x-ray 

you submitted from Dr. Harvard, showing serious swelling of blood vessels—here, here, and 

here.”

Cy stared at the familiar image, all too frightening.

“On the right…” The doctor glanced at Cyrus in an accusing manner. “Yesterday’s x-ray 

of the same location, same brain, yet no sign of any swelling.”

“Thank you, God!” Anne squealed.



Dr. Gupta’s brown eyes speared him. “How do you account for this?”

“It...it’s…a…” Cy could hardly breathe. “Miracle.”

“You didn’t doctor the x-ray?” He tapped the first one again, louder.

“N-n-no.” Cy stared, heart leaping out of his chest.

“Jesus did it, Jesus did it!” Anne whirled, clapping.

The doctor’s stern, almost angry look didn’t soften. “I’ve heard of phenomena like this 

before, things medical science cannot explain. But one thing is certain.”

“Wh-what?” Cy gasped for comprehension as well as air.

“Whether the first image was doctored or not, the second clearly shows you have no need 

of treatment.”

“The aneurysm’s gone?” Cy asked in stupefied wonder.

“Without a trace. So, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve serious patients to attend to.” 

“Th-thank…you…Doctor G-gupta…”

By the time he got the words out, the doctor was gone. Soul numb, delirious joy bubbling 

up from his heart, Cy fell on his knees. “Jesus, you are wonderful. Marvelous. I can’t believe 

You did this for me. I give you my life, my money, my everything. Forgive me for doubting your 

existence. Forgive me for everything I’ve ever done to hurt you…”

Anne fell at his side, hugging his neck, mingling her prayers with his, until they were 

sobbing and laughing together. Unable to stop until a nurse came in and, with gentle insistence, 

helped them up off the floor. 


