
Chapter 5

On the dock of the Happy Hibiscus Hideaway, a matronly hostess in a hibiscus-print 

smock greeted Cy and Anne with a hearty “Bula!” She ushered them along a sandy, lantern-lit 

pathway to their private bure, with its living room, kitchenette, two bedrooms and a bath. It 

smelled of furniture polish and salt sea, aromatic candle and disinfectant. 

Two burly porters in flip-flops entered smiling and stacked luggage where the hostess 

directed. Cy tipped them all generously and bid them goodnight. A wilderness hush descended, 

broken only by the lapping of waves and a distant motorboat. Anne stood in the center of the 

tiled living room floor and regarded him silently as if waiting for instructions.

Just her and me, alone, what now? Cy gulped, overwhelmed by his love for her and 

complete cluelessness. “Are you hungry?”

“You rest.” She pointed to the cushion-on-bamboo divan. “I’ll toss something together.”

He lowered his fatigued body onto the divan and fought off slumber as he listened to her 

humming in the kitchen. Drowsiness crept in from all sides—blurred senses and irrational 

thoughts lulling him to a mindless stupor.

A scream jolted him awake. He leapt up and rushed to the kitchen to save Anne, ready to 

battle serpent or scorpion, tarantula or komodo dragon.

Anne flung herself trembling into his arms. “H-how horrible.”

“What…where? Did you kill it?” He peered over her shoulder in an attempt to spot the 

intruder.

“Cannibals.” Her shoulders shook. “They ate their enemies.”

“Huh?” Who was having a nightmare, him or her? Cy blinked to make sure he was truly 



awake and she in his arms.

“Fijians.” Anne waved the tiki tract she’d picked up from the boat.

“There, there, I’m sure that’s all gone and past.” He pulled it from her grasp:

When missionaries first came to the islands, warriors ate their prisoners of war, 

sometimes chopping off a limb and roasting it in front of the victim. Fifty years later, 

most Fijians were Christians and cannibalism a distant memory.

Cy crumpled the offending paper in disgust, wishing he could throttle the religious nut 

who had ruined Anne’s vacation.

“But their ancestors ate people,” she sobbed. “I thought you said this was a place of 

pilgrimage for artists and poets, not, not…oh, Cyrus, we’ve got to get out of here.”

“Okay, whatever you say.” He led her back to the divan, where she sat clinging to him. 

“But I’m afraid we’ll have to wait until morning before we can catch a boat and flight out.”

Anne glanced left and right and shivered, as if any moment a spear-wielding warrior 

might jump through one of the louvered-glass windows. “Ooh, d-don’t leave me. Let me…let me 

sleep in your bed tonight. Pul-lease.”

“Anne! Snap out of it.” Should he slap her, like people did in the movies to jolt someone 

out of hysteria? He opted for a gentle shake. “You’re in no danger. No one is going to hurt you.”

“I-I know. At least my mind does. But I’d still feel safer if you would...”

Cyrus lifted his eyes to the ceiling and prayed—to no god he knew—for strength. No way 

could he accept her in his bed and keep his hands off. No way could he take advantage of her 

terror and respect himself in the morning. “Okay, I’ll tell you what. After you’ve eaten…”



“I can’t eat. Not now.”

“Of course. Right. So, get ready for bed, tuck yourself in…in your room, it’s bigger…and 

call me. I’ll bring in a chair and keep vigil, okay?”

“But how will you sleep in a chair?”

He chuckled. “After twenty-four hours without, don’t worry, I will.”

“Even with the light on?” Her moist eyes pled with an earnestness that melted his heart.

Cy nodded. “Sure, won’t bother me at all.”

She planted a kiss on his cheek and sprang into action—suitcase, pajamas, toiletries, 

bathroom, multiple progress updates, and finally the call. “Ready.”

He stationed a rattan chair near her bed and watched over her unsteady breathing until 

soft snores assured him she was in slumber land.

 ***

He dreamt of coffee before its irresistible aroma woke him.

Anne held out a cup. “You cheated.”

Cyrus checked the modesty of his coverings, sat up, received her offering, and looked 

around. Yes, he had quit her bedroom and taken refuge in his own. “Sorry.” 

“Such a gentleman. I don’t know whether to be flattered or insulted.”

He focused on the cup and took a sip. How much teasing he could take before losing 

sanity altogether.

Her tone softened. “Forgive me for last night.” 

“No problem.”

“I’d like to change my mind, if you’ll let me, and stay here in Fiji.”

Cyrus lifted his eyes and drank in her eagerness like an elixir, headier than all the 



caffeine in the world.

“I promise not to freak out again.”

He nodded.

“So, can we?”

“Yes.” It came out a bare whisper, so he cleared his throat and spoke louder. “Nothing 

would please me more.”

“Good. Breakfast is served. I’ll wait for you on the patio.” She pivoted barefoot—in tank 

top and jeans—and flounced away.

Cy set the coffee down on the nightstand and found his watch, only vaguely remembering 

tossing it there. It read 10:17 AM, a good five hours past his usual rising. But then, nothing was 

usual. Not vacation. Not a pretty woman waiting at breakfast. Not the South Pacific. Not 

terminal illness. How could this all be happening?

Cy shook off futile questions, took command of his body, and showered. By the time he 

made it onto the patio, he was ready to savor every moment with Anne without looking forward 

or back.

Sunlight highlighted her shiny cheeks—sunblock no doubt—even a trace on her nose. He 

resisted the urge to kiss that spot and sat down.

“What?” She patted her nose with a napkin. “Does it show?”

“Mm.” Cy didn’t want to engage in a discussion of her perfections. “So, what sounds fun 

today—snorkeling? Fishing? Horseback riding?”

She removed the cover from a Spanish omelet and forked half onto his plate. “You 

choose.”

“Basket weaving.” He managed a straight face until her prune-face made him laugh. “Just 



kidding. Let’s begin with snorkeling, okay? I hear it’s some of the best in the world.”

Anne nodded and took a bite of omelet. Her eyes lingered on him all during chewing and 

swallowing. “Cyrus, do you ever think about where your soul will go next?”

“No.” He searched a change of subject, not wanting to offend her beliefs or discuss his 

own.

“Never?”

“I care only for this moment—the one we’ve got, not the one we might or might not have 

in the future.”

“Don’t you believe in an afterlife?”

“Frankly no. But I don’t want to stop you from believing. Not when it adds—what did 

you say—an added dimension to your enjoyment of life. Please, Anne, can’t we talk about 

something else?”

“Okay.” Her puppy eyes drooped.

“Look,” he said when her forlorn expression lasted longer than he could endure. “The 

way I see it, I have three choices. One, suffer six months of hopeless treatments. Two, make the 

most of every day I have left. Or three, search for answers that probably don’t exist, and even if 

they did, would elude my finding them, especially after philosophers have searched for centuries 

in vain.”

“I understand.” Her voice didn’t sound like it.

What to do? Sharing thrills with her would double his own. But sultry moods would spoil 

his enjoyment. Somehow he had to come up with a compromise. “Anne…”

“Yes?” she lifted her head.

“I’ll make you a deal.”



She nodded as if agreeing already.

“You talk of souls and next lives all you want. Anything that will make you happy. My 

sister, June, she does that and it doesn’t bother me a bit. Just don’t press me for beliefs or 

answers, okay? Because I don’t have any and don’t want to spend time trying to come up with 

them. Alright?”

Anne clapped her hands. “Oh, yes, Cyrus, thank you, I knew you would understand. Your 

sister, huh? What’s she like?”


