
Chapter 3

With a sigh, Cyrus logged into his internet mail account and composed the hardest 

message he’d ever written:

Dear Mom,

I’m writing to you because, of all the members of the family, you will understand 

my decision the most and try the least to change my mind.   

By the time you read this I will be over the Pacific on my way to Fiji. That’s the 

good news. Before reading further, please prepare yourself for some bad news.

There’s no way I can soften the blow except to come right out and say it. I have a 

brain aneurysm—inaccessible, inoperable. No third or fourth opinion is going to change 

that. Doctors do not expect me to live more than six months.

In the remaining days allotted to me, I’ve decided to see the world and cram in as 

many adventures as possible. No doubt Dad would schedule countless medical exams in a 

futile attempt to save my life. Selfishly I’m not sticking around to deal with such demands. 

It would take too much out of me.

He paused to consider the reactions of his brother and sister, to explain why he couldn’t 

see them either.

June would drop out of college to join me, ruining her career in music. You know 

we can’t let her do that.

Max would lecture me on family responsibility, how cruel I am to abandon the 

people who love me and go off on this quest alone.

Actually, I won’t be alone, not for the first month. Don’t read any great romance 



into this, but—

The phone blared. Fearing Mom had divined his plans—by premonition or the kind of 

gut instinct that often saved Cyrus from investing in an impending disaster—he braced himself to 

deny everything. “Good evening.”

“Cyrus, glad I caught you.” Anne sounded breathless.

“Hi. Are you all packed—passport, sunscreen, bikini?”

“I can’t go with you tomorrow.”

“Wh-what?” His heart plummeted. This woman could send him up to the stratosphere 

and down a mine shaft faster than any other. How much more could he take?

“We’ve got to wait two days before we can take off.”

“Sweetheart—” Where did that come from, a Humphrey Bogart movie? “I don’t have two 

days to fritter away like that. I’m dying. Every minute, every second is precious.” 

“I know, I know, but my horoscope says that April twenty-ninth and thirtieth aren’t 

auspicious days for displacement. Can’t we do something else? Just until May first. It’s a very 

advantageous day.”

“Your horoscope?” Cy had to control his frustration, permit no hint of anger scare her 

off. “Are we talking stars here, their effect on our lives?”

“Yes, you don’t know how much benefit I’ve gained by timing my job interviews, my 

holidays, even my stock purchases according to the celestial forces.”

Cy rolled his eyes. If Franck Investments could hear her now, she’d be out of a job. 

Imagine her spooking clients with economic hoodoo like this. No, somehow he had to speak 

reason and appeal to her college education. “Aren’t all the stars in the…uh…what do you call 

it?”



“Zodiac.”

“Yeah, aren’t they all inanimate objects in our galaxy, pure hydrogen and helium?”

Silence.

Hmm. Treading on thin ice, but he had to try. “The only force they exert on us is 

gravitational, keeping us spiraling around the Milky Way’s center.”

“You’re making fun of me.”

“No, please, I would never do that.”

“You don’t take me seriously. My beliefs. I just want to be in tune with the divine 

rhythms of the universe.”

Sweat beaded on Cy’s forehead. Never would he find another companion like this, not in 

one hundred and eight days, not in a thousand, no more than he had in the last decade of trying. 

On the verge of capitulating, he remembered a detail of their itinerary. “Anne, wait, when did 

you say was the next good day for us?”

“May first.”

“Favorable for displacement, right—to arrive in some faraway place?”

“That’s right. The stars never lie.”

“Well, we have to take off tomorrow to arrive in Fiji May first.”

Again silence, but this time sweeter, he could feel it—through some sixth sense that made 

him wonder if there were, indeed, some unseen forces at work.

“Are you saying the plane will take two whole days to get there?” Anne asked.

“No, my little good luck charm, we will soar first class over the international date line. 

That means that April thirtieth will change to May first just before we land. Isn’t that the most 

beautiful omen you’ve ever heard of?”



“Oh, Cyrus, that’s super. I didn’t want to waste your time, really I didn’t. And I didn’t 

want you to fly off without me. I’m glad you understand all that technical stuff—”

Or the airline did. Cyrus smiled.

“What a cluck I am, I almost messed up our luck. Think of it, without even consulting the 

charts, you picked the perfect day for our trip. That’s surely a good sign.”

Back in the stratosphere.

“I’m so excited I won’t be able to sleep,” Anne chirped.

“Don’t worry.” Cyrus pictured her snuggled asleep beside him, fingers curled into a fist 

like a child’s, raven curls draped on his shoulder, smelling of shampoo. “There’ll be plenty of 

chance to do that during our fifteen hour flight.”

“But that’s the problem.”

“Can’t you sleep on a plane?”

“My roommate says I snore.”

“Ah.” He chuckled. “Most prettily I’m sure.”

“No, it’s horrible. I would be mortified to have a cabin full of people hear me. Promise 

me you’ll wake me if I start.”

The vulnerability of her plea touched him deeply. He would fight to stay awake for as 

long as it took to save her from such humiliation. “I promise.”

***

Mom, I’m counting on you to explain these things to Dad and everyone. Don’t let 

them try to track me down. I won’t stay in one place long enough for that to be possible. 

I’ll keep you posted stop by stop, but never announce where I’m heading next. Or even 

know.



As for the end, I’ve made arrangements for my body to be cremated and the ashes 

shipped home. You can sprinkle them wherever, it won’t make any difference. Once 

consciousness is gone, my matter won’t matter.

Love,

Cyrus

He read it over and saved the final draft, to be sent from the airport prior to boarding. He 

winced at the pain he was inflicting on his family but could see no way out of it. Neither mother 

nor father, brother or sister, could grant him epic moments, not the kind he sought. Nor any 

answers.

Strange, now that he thought about it, in all the years they had known each other, not 

once had his father hinted at any meaning to life beyond of the accumulation of wealth, power, 

and influence. Nor had his mother—beyond love, family, and cultivation of relationships. His 

brother called himself an agnostic, claiming ignorance of any ultimate reality and doubting it 

existed. Only June dabbled in philosophical musings, Baha’i being her religion of the month. 

Such pursuits appealed to her aesthetic bent, he supposed, her right-brain orientation.

And me?

Like his dad, a heady sense of power thrilled him, winning in the scrimmage of money 

butting against money. Yet, aesthetics wowed him too. Especially in form of a beautiful woman. 

There was something godlike in a woman’s shape, scent, tone, touch, motion. Nothing captured 

his awe—religious even—as much as a beguiling female.

Like Anne.

Whereas she was intrigued by the possibility of invisible spirits controlling her destiny in 

unseen ways, for him it was the very visible, touchable Anne herself that awoke a worshipful 



wonder.

Even before hormones clobbered him at puberty, he sensed it. Greek goddesses in 

marble. Botticelli’s Birth of Venus. Pre-Raphaelite paintings of women trailing fingers in water 

from the side of a boat—or staring into space with a book in their lap—or dancing with serene 

faces focused upward. They all evoked transcendent feelings beyond his comprehension.

Cy clenched his fists at the injustice of it all. Although he knew the impersonal universe 

had nothing against him, this latest blow felt deeply personal. It had been excruciating enough to 

suffer unrequited love, one hopeless infatuation after another. But to have all hope torn from his 

grasp without ever experiencing a fulfilling romance, that was cruelty beyond measure.

Yet, fate did offer him one month with a delightful woman. But he’d better watch out, or 

the desperation for something more would twist and destroy even that small measure of comfort. 

He could see himself begging, when the month was up, for a second month. Bribing her to 

extend her vacation. Or, worse, stooping to tourist immoralities to compensate for her absence. 

Oh, what shaming pain awaited him.


