
Chapter 8

On the boat back trip back to the island, Anne stood close to him at the rail, hand on his 

arm. The wind fluffed her hair and carried many words out to sea. Cy savored the timbre of her 

voice, the warmth of her grasp, and every hue of sky and cloud she exclaimed over. Never had 

he felt more alive. Or vulnerable.

Why was she doing this? Was it motherly instinct—nursing a bird with a broken wing? 

Or did she care for him as a man? Though the answer might crush his soul, he had to know. He 

leaned closer and lowered his voice to not be overheard. “Anne?”

“Yes?”

The softness of her gaze almost undid him, but he pressed on. “I could easily fall in love 

with you, if you gave me any encouragement.”

She pecked his cheek. “First we’ve got to get you healed.”

Healed.

He stared, deflated. If this was her plan for their relationship, he was sunk. He would 

have to control his urges—difficult enough the night before—for days and nights on end until he 

was healed. Which was never. And he would have to hide his disdain for voodoo medicine as she 

dragged him from one fakir to another. All the while knowing that in theory she was willing to 

return his love, but in fact waiting for the impossible.

He must have groaned aloud because she squeezed his arm again and cooed, “Don’t 

worry. It’ll happen. You’ll see.”

Cy forced a smile. “I hope you’re right.”

If ever a crisis demanded him to remain cool, this was it. To all appearances he would go 



along with her plan, while secretly mounting a campaign to win her love and change the terms of 

their relationship.

Selfish, that’s what I am, heartless and cruel. Willing for her to mourn of a broken heart 

after I’m gone, all because I cannot forgo the thrill of her love.

“You’ve just got to believe,” she said. “That’s all. That’s the secret power inside each one 

us to change our destiny.”

That evening, nagged by his conscience, Cy found it easier to keep his distance from 

Anne. She chattered on about books, movies, and anecdotes from her own life—her hands in 

perpetual motion. He listened, interjecting an occasional nod or comment, all the while beating 

himself up for his selfishness. And growing fonder of her every mood and gesture.

At last, she said goodnight and disappeared into her room with a quiet click of the latch. 

He started toward the bathroom to prepare for his own bed, then changed his mind and opted for 

a walk on the beach.

Frangipani perfumed the warm air. Waves slapped the soft sand. Stars pierced his mortal 

soul with reminders of their eternity. He couldn’t pretend to talk to them as Anne did. Nor 

deceive himself that they had any heart.

Such irony. The fires which lasted forever had no consciousness. But humans who 

thought, dreamed, and desired with passions hotter than the sun, perished quickly. He wanted to 

rail at the stars at the injustice of it all—no, at Someone who would hear his cry—but there was 

no one. Mankind suffered alone in an uncaring universe.

One burst of a blood vessel would extinguish his life—quiet all his all longings and 

questionings. Put him out of his misery. 

End it now. Swim out to sea and surrender to the tide.



What—? Cy swung around, adrenalin alerting every sense, and strained to see who had 

whispered in his ear. But no, he shivered, he was quite alone. His mind had played a trick. He 

kicked the sand in frustration and headed home. Bad enough to die of an aneurysm. To go insane 

on top of it, intolerable.

***

Cy woke with one thought uppermost. I won’t go down without a fight. He mouthed it to 

himself in the mirror while shaving. Hummed it while showering. Sock-danced it while looking 

for his shoes. And grinned it on the way to breakfast.

No, he wouldn’t fight to prolong his life—Anne would do enough of that. He would fight 

for her heart. Every ounce of love she had in her. Unlock reservoirs of passion she didn’t know 

she had. When her thirty days of vacation was up, it wouldn’t be him begging her to stay, it 

would be her begging him. Yes, he would mount an all’s-fair-in-love-and-war campaign for her 

total surrender.

Anne looked up from her jam-smeared croissant. “What are you smiling about?”

“You. You are a joy to wake up to. The most captivating creature in the entire universe.”

Her jaw dropped.

“And to think you’ve landed on my planet,” he said. “My tiny island. My insignificant 

little life. I can hardly believe it.”

She giggled. “What have you been drinking?”

“Ah, that is the question.” He leaned over the table, lifted the lid to the coffee pot, and 

peered in. “Nope. Not that. Something far more intoxicating.”

“Cy, you didn’t. Not this early in the day.”

He lifted the glass of pear juice beside his plate, took a sip, discovered it was guava, and 



shook his head. “Nope, not that either. What could it be?”

Anne frowned, beginning to look worried.

“Ah, I’ll tell you.” He set the glass back down. “The ambrosia of being alive…this very 

moment…the beginning of a glorious new day…with no other occupation but to please you.” He 

bowed with a sweeping gesture of his hand. “Where, dear Anne, would you like me to take you? 

Your wish is my command.”

She bit her lip and studied him in silence, not at all the reaction he hoped for. He sighed 

and took his seat in defeat. Thespian I am not.

Her expression remained sober, eyes searching his. “You’re not going to like this.”

“What? Name it. Anything.”

“I want to go to Peru. When you’re ready. After we’re done here.”

“You mean Easter Island off the coast?” He tore off a piece of croissant and chewed with 

pleasure, happy to please her.

“No, the jungle.”

“You’re k—” He gulped down the morsel. “Serious, but why?”

“To find an ayahuasquero.”

“A what?”

“A healer who uses the power of special herbs found in the Amazon.”

Cyrus toyed with the remainder of his croissant. Mud and mosquitoes appeared nowhere 

on his bucket list. But proving his love for Anne did. If that meant enduring the indignities of an 

Amazonian witch doctor, well, why not? It couldn’t do any harm. Unless he died of malaria. Or 

toxic plants. “What do you know about these herbs?”

Anne looked down before meeting his gaze. “They’re…uh…visionary. They help the 



shaman see into the spirit realm.”

“Wait, you mean he’s the one who ingests the magic potion, not me?” What kind of 

medicine is that?

“Yes, so he can look into your body and see the problem.”

Cy scowled. “But we already know what the problem is—an aneurysm in my brain. If I 

had the x-rays with me, I could show you the exact spot.”

“But the ayahuasquero will see the cause and remove it.”

“No! As much as I…” Love you. Cy caught himself. “Want to be healed, I’m not letting 

some bush doctor perform brain surgery on me.”

“He won’t. It’s all spiritual.” She waved fingers in the air as if demonstrating the 

technique. “Removing the evil powers that cause your problem.”

Cy studied her earnest expression, took stock of what he’d have to put up, weighed it 

against his love for her, and sighed. “I see. I mean, I don’t really see, but I’m willing to try.”

“You’ll go?” She sat straighter, an eager light coming into her eyes.  

“Sure.”

“Oh, thank you,” Anne squealed, hugging herself. “Now we’ve…we’ve...”

Cy waited, smiling back at her, ready for the first hint of success in his campaign.

“Hope.”

Okay, Anne guarded secrets, too. That twitch at the corner of her mouth said hope wasn’t 

her first thought. Fine with him. They would both war with hidden agendas. And if fate smiled 

on him just once in his short tragic life, he would win. 

He sipped his coffee—his eyes feasting on her loveliness—and discovered he enjoyed 

this war of wits far more than any in the stock market.




