
Chapter 17

After a tender morning, Cy and Anne made their way downstairs to the pine-floored 

dining room for smorgasbord. They entered holding hands, which made Cy self-conscious, but 

he didn’t pull free for her sake. Or maybe for his. He was beginning to appreciate her flair for 

uninhibited affection.

All the window tables were occupied—an elderly couple, a family of five, a solitary man, 

and the honeymooners they’d seen earlier. Anne headed in the latter’s direction.

“Perhaps they don’t want to be disturbed,” Cy muttered.

Ignoring him or not hearing, Anne strode up to the freckled blonde bride, who was 

feeding a piece of fish to her swarthy, bedroom-eyed groom. “Mind if we join you?”

The bride turned, empty fork in air. “Entschuldigung..?”

“Sorry.” Anne blushed and backed away.

“No, do not go. Please.” The groom pushed back his chair and rose. “Be our…how do 

you say it…friends. We happy to try our very bad English. You Amerikaner, correct?”

Cy nodded and shook the stranger’s hand. “I’m Cy and this is my wife, Anne.”

“Honored to meet you. I am Tarak. And this my wife—Gunda.” After grinning at her the 

longest while, he seemed to remember his manners and gestured toward two empty chair. “Sit, 

please.”

For Anne, Cy pulled out the one next to Gunda. “Dear…”

Anne glanced at her. “If you’re sure we’re not intruding.”

“Intruding?” Gunda frowned at Tarak.

He spoke something in German.



“Ja, ja.” Gunda nodded at Anne. “Sit and talk. We make happinesses.”

Anne sat and smiled at her. “How long have you been married?”

Gunda regarded her jeweled timepiece, fingered its crystal, and laughed. “Two days… 

twenty-one hours…und…five minutes. You?”

Anne pursed her lips and began counting on her fingers.

“Eight marvelous days,” Cy said. “Which passed all too quickly.”

They laughed.

Tarak pointed to Cy’s empty plate and then toward the long tables loaded with food at the 

center of the room. “You must go and get for yourself.”

“Right. See you in a moment.”

***

Forty minutes later, after their newfound friends had left, Cy pushed back his chair from 

the table and gave Anne a lingering look of contentment. “Well, I’m ready to tackle the trail up 

the mountain. How about you?”

Her face clouded. “Oh, honey, I don’t think you should do that.”

“You think we should wait for our meal to settle?”

Anne shook her head, pain evident in her expression. “No, you might have another 

attack.”

Cy shrugged. “True, but physical exertion won’t bring it on. The same thing could 

happen asleep in bed.”

“But if you suffer a seizure up the mountain, what will I do?”

He forced a chuckle to lighten the mood. “Bury me if I’m dead, call an ambulance if I’m 

not.”



“That’s not funny,” Anne huffed. “Don’t you know that I love you and would die if you 

left me all alone? How can you treat your health so lightly, as if it didn’t matter?”

 “Hold it.” Cy regarded her soberly and softened his voice. “I will do everything possible 

to preserve my health—”

“Except see a doctor.”

Her critical tone struck a nerve. “I will see a doctor, as soon as we get back to Los 

Angeles. My dad will make sure I do. But it won’t cure me or make me live one minute longer.”

“Don’t you want to live longer?”

“Yes, blast it, I do. I would give everything in the world just to live long enough to see a 

child of mine born.” A sudden thought stopped him. Maybe Anne was pregnant. Hormones 

messing with her emotions, bringing on this sudden unreasonableness. He grinned, hope flooding 

his heart. “Are you…?”

“Am I what?” She glared.

“You know, suffering a bit of morning sickness?”

“What?” She stared at him as if he were plumb loco. “It’s too early for that—way, way 

too early. Even if I were pregnant, I wouldn’t know it this soon.”

“Oh.”

“Listen, Cy.” She pushed her plate aside and leaned toward him with a pleading look. 

“Maybe we should shorten our trip.”

“No. I refuse to be treated like an invalid.”

“I’m not—”

“Yes you are. But I won’t become one. It won’t happen that way. A vessel in my brain 

will explode, and I’ll be gone.” He snapped his fingers. “Like that.”



Anne burst into tears and buried her head in her arms, knocking a spoon off the table. It 

clattered to the floor.

Cy rushed to her side, aware of people’s looks but trying not to let it affect him. He laid 

his hand on her shoulder. “Anne, darling, don’t cry. I’m sorry I spoke so…bluntly…so 

unfeelingly. Could we…uh…continue this conversation upstairs?”

She nodded, sniffling. He helped her up, fished in his wallet for enough króna to cover 

the bill, laid it on the table, and escorted her out.

When they reached the privacy of their room, Anne turned, pink suffusing her face. “I 

don’t think of you as an invalid, Cy. And I won’t treat you that way, ever. I promise.”

“Thank you.” He embraced and tried to kiss her.

She pulled back. “But won’t you just meet me half way?”

The moistness of her eyes nearly undid him, but he determined to stay strong. “Meaning 

what?”

“Seek healing.”

“No. Not until the month is up—the month of vacation you promised me.”

“I don’t mean medical doctors. That can wait. I mean…” She hesitated, eyes searching 

his face. “Supernatural powers.”

Cy sighed, regretting the need to speak of this again. “We tried that already and it didn’t 

work. You admitted as much. Whatever the shaman did or didn’t do in the spirit world—” Cy 

couldn’t believe he was conceding the existence of such. “It didn’t heal me.”

“But maybe Jesus can. Bob says—”

“Bob! You told your brother about my condition?”

Anne broke from his arms and glared. “Of course not. Give me more credit than that. I 



didn’t say one word to anybody. Not even to Mom when she pressed me for details…why we 

suddenly got serious after not seeing each other so long.”

Cy’s shoulders slumped in defeat at his mishandling the whole situation. “I do trust you, 

honey. Please forgive my…paranoia.” He reached for her hand to pull her back into his arms. 

“I’m proud of the stories you told your father to throw him off the trail.”

Though she resisted his tug, she accepted his hand, and a hint of a smile worked at the 

corners of her mouth. “He won’t be fooled for long.”

“No, you have a wonderful dad. And mom, too.”

She stopped resisting. “Glad you realize—”

His kiss smothered her words, their second argument dissolved in the sweetness of 

reconciliation.

After a long minute, when he came up for air, Anne murmured, “Cy, could you give me a 

few minutes alone?”

“Sure.” Visions of lingerie danced through his mind.

“I want to talk to Bjork at the desk.”

“Oh.” The door clicked before he could recover from disappointment and wonder what 

she was up to this time.


