
Chapter 6

Cy snorkeled in the crystal-blue shallows, enthralled. Nothing he’d seen at the Los 

Angeles Music Center—ballet, opera, theatre—prepared him for the wonders of undersea 

choreography. Costumes more colorful. Movements more fluid. Troupes in perfect coordination, 

without the benefit of sound. A spectacle so awesome Cy almost forgot to breathe.

How did fish do it? It gave new meaning to “dance school.” No, they didn’t practice their 

moves. They simply followed one another in a search for food, procreation, and survival. But the 

resulting ballet seemed magical.

Maybe he could learn something from them—how to enjoy every moment with no 

thought of tomorrow. Death awaited these delicate creatures, too. Any day. From the jaws of 

sharks or any number of predators. Which one of these tropical beauties could count on six 

months to live? Yet they glided through life with carefree abandon.

Anne pointed toward a high coral outcropping. Weird-looking fish swam up and over it. 

Their outsized heads and gills, silver in color, resembled metal helmets of extraterrestrial 

invaders. But none of the invaded seemed troubled by their appearance. Or by his or Anne’s 

snorkel masks, for that matter.

What gave tropical fish their equanimity?

Alternatively, what gave Cy angst over dying? If he and all higher life forms were 

evolved from fish, he shouldn’t give any more thought to his mortality than they. Yet he did. 

Why?

What possible evolutionary advantage could existential dread provide? Fear of an 

attacking predator, yes. But distress over the inevitable—no.



Bah. It was all Anne’s fault, these philosophical musings. Seeking distraction, he flutter-

kicked up close to her and reached out to grab a fin. But she eluded his grasp and dove deep 

where he couldn’t follow, or wouldn’t.

At the bottom of the shallows, she turned and beckoned with her finger. When he 

declined, she flapped her elbows in an unmistakable message: chicken. That did it. He removed 

his mask, flung it away, took a deep breath, and dove. She flung out her arms and propelled 

herself upward and away, kicking faster than before, but not fast enough. He intercepted her 

halfway up and tickled her side.

Breaking the surface, she pulled the mouthpiece from her lips and laughed. “What’d you 

do that for?”

Cy grinned. “Why, are you ticklish?”

“No, why’d you throw away your mask. It doesn’t float.”

“Don’t worry, if I can’t find it, I’ll pay for another.”

She rolled her eyes. “How are you going to search without goggles? Wait here.”

Before he could stop her, she reinserted her mouthpiece and snorkeled away, 

crisscrossing the area where he’d flung his mask. On her third pass, she dove and reemerged, 

mask in hand, then freed her mouth and called out, “You’re afraid of diving with it on, aren’t 

you?”

He shot her a sheepish look, struck by their reversed roles from the night before. “Water 

in the tube panics me.”

She didn’t gloat but smiled indulgently. “Here, put it back on and I’ll show you how to 

clear the water out.”

***



After an hour of underwater exploration, exhilarated and exhausted, Cy called it quits. 

Anne preceded him to shore, removed her fins, and pirouetted in her sea-green bikini, droplets of 

water bejeweling her flawless skin. “How do I look?”

Luscious. Cy gulped, thinking of Venus on the half-shell. “Like a goddess.”

“Why, thank you, sir.” She slipped off her fins, turned her back toward him, and peered 

over her shoulder. “But am I sunburned?”

“No.”

“Good. First dibs on the shower.” She took off barefoot across the white gypsum sand in 

movements as graceful as any he’d seen underwater.

Pure seductive torture. How will I last the month?

To break the spell, Cy stooped down and picked up a handful of sand. He let a thin 

stream flow through his fingers. A gentle breeze fanned out the grains as they fell back to earth. 

Like micro-measures of time.

How many eons did it take breakers to grind this down so that I might have one glimpse 

of splendor? And how many eons will pass after I’m gone before this whole beach falls into the 

sun and burns up—all human memories with it?

Questions. Questions. It did no good to will them to stop. They kept firing in his brain—

synapse to synapse—out of nowhere. He flung the remaining grains away and plodded toward 

the bure.

The front door clapped behind him. Sounds of singing and showering wafted from the 

interior. To bide the time until his turn, Cy retrieved his smartphone and checked for emails. 

Sister, brother, mother, sister, sister, uh oh, one from Dad. He opened the bad news first:

Dear Cyrus,



Words fail me to express how grieved your mother and I are at your news. You 

mean everything to us. We won’t let go of you without a fight, believe me. We will move 

heaven and earth to see that you get the medical attention you need.

It’s understandable, under the shock and strain, that you ran off with a pretty girl 

to some romantic spot looking for some measure of consolation. I probably would have 

done the same at your age. However, I hope by now the shock has worn off enough to 

think calmly about your future—as cool-headedly and profitably as you have always done 

in handling your clients’ money.

We’re proud of you and we trust you will make us even prouder in the way you 

handle this threat to your life in the coming months and years. That’s right, Son, I said 

years. With the proper course of action—cooperating with medical experts to defeat this 

thing—you can look forward to years of a normal life.

Toward this objective I’m sending Max with some legal documents to sign 

releasing your medical records—

How could he? Presume to take charge, yes, that was Dad. Send Max, yes, Big Brother 

always obeyed. But Fiji had more than three hundred islands. No way could Max find him 

unless—that was it. Dad expected him to meet Max at the airport. Ha. He’d be long gone. 

“Anne!”

“Yes, luv?” Anne startled him, standing only inches away, one towel wrapped over her 

curves—he forced his eyes upward—and the other towel around her head

“We’ve got to get out of here before—” He bit off his brother’s name. “The guy Dad sent 

catches up to us. Where would you like to go next?”

“But we only got here. And it’s so beautiful.”



“I know, I know.”

“Couldn’t we just hide somewhere?”

“Hmm.” Fleeing Fiji before Max arrived was doable, conscience-wise, but not leaving his 

brother standing at the airport while they remained nearby. Cy drew a breath and tried to think. 

But Anne’s coconut scent distracted him. “Uh…could you get dressed while I come up with a 

plan?”

“Sure.” She flashed him a mischievous smile and sashayed away.

Cy re-inspected the email to see how much time they had:

Max will arrive at Nadi International Thursday 3 pm on American…

Good, thirty hours to come up with a plan. 

You’re not obligated to entertain him, only be there to sign the forms. He has 

taken two days off from a busy schedule to do this, so show some consideration.

Yeah, busy schedule doing grunt work as a vice president in Dad’s firm. Cy didn’t owe 

Max anything beyond the common courtesy he’d show any of Dad’s flunkies. Not after Max had 

lorded his favored-son status over Cy for years.

What to do? If he appeased his father by going to the airport and signing papers, that 

would encourage him to make bigger demands—trips to clinics and experimental procedures. 

No, somehow he must meet his brother without granting any concessions. Or.

Cy smiled at the ingeniousness of the new idea that popped into his head. He would hire a 

messenger to wait for Max in the airport with two things. First, news that Little Brother had fled 

to Australia, a lie. Second, money to pay for Big Brother’s wasted trip, a bribe. Because Dad had 

already paid all expenses, which meant Max could pocket thousands of dollars and say nothing. 

Even if he suspected Cy remained in Fiji, he wouldn’t come looking.



Yes, Max would take far more pleasure in accepting the bribe than finding his brother 

and gaining a signature. Face it, Max might take secret pleasure in Cy refusing all medical help 

and dying when predicted.

Now, who can I trust with the message and the money?


