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“I
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am so getting laid tonight.” Pidge adjusted herself in the little
black dress she had miraculously squeezed around her petite

body. I doubted the structural integrity of the thing. Parts of her threat-
ened to pop out. “Ten groomsmen, eight ushers. Fucking fish in a
barrel.”

“Half of them are married, Pidge,” Andy warned.
“Good. Maybe they’ll know what they’re doing. I’m going to the

bar!” She charged off toward one of eight bars on the perimeter of the
wedding tent, a determined twenty-two-year-old blonde pixie in
high heels.

“God help them, they don’t stand a chance,” I said. I looked at my
wife. “What about me? Do I stand a chance?”

“Of what?” Andy asked, fluttering her lashes at me. I made a show
of examining her dress, a nearly black purple delight that shimmered
on her curves and set off the warmth in her flowing auburn hair. Her
structural integrity cried out for closer inspection.

“Of hooking up with a very hot woman tonight,” I said.
“Depends,” she said, moving close and fidgeting with my tie as she

pressed her hips against mine. “If I see one I’ll ask if she’s interested.”
“Oh, please, would you two get on with hating each other like a

decent married couple!” Earl Jackson growled. He reached for a
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water glass from the round table beside us. The table seated eight.
Folded place cards with our names printed in gold script sat beside
expensive looking china, all under a lavish centerpiece of sculpted
white flowers. “How long have you been married, anyway?
A week?”

Earl signs my paycheck, as well as Pidge’s. That, and his prize
fighter stature topped with a permanent scowl make him hard to
ignore, but I tried.

I put my hands around Andy’s waist and pulled her tighter. “Has it
been a week? Already?”

“Lipstick,” she warned me. I kissed her anyway. She kissed back.
When she pulled away she looked at Earl with green and gold-flecked
eyes and said, “Three years, two months, and one day. But, you’re
right. Hardly seems like a week.” She smiled, and it showed off her
alluring underbite. Andy’s smile and magazine model looks should
carry a warning. More than a few men in the tent around us stole long
looks at my wife.

“Get a room,” Earl muttered. He twisted and pulled at his suit. It
looked like it came off a rack in 1956 and did little to soften his
muscular physique. Andy threw him a smile, which caused a fissure in
his scowl. I feared she might get him to smile back, and his face would
crack.

“I’m going to fix my lipstick,” Andy said. She gave me another
sweet kiss. “Again.”

“I’ll stay here and count billionaires,” I said. I shamelessly watched
her maneuver between the tables. Her combination of high heels, short
dress, and inexplicable locomotion made me forget there were five
hundred other people milling around under the gigantic tent.

Earl watched her, too. Earl Jackson loves my wife like a daughter,
but also appreciates her architecture. When she slipped out of sight, he
put one of his calloused claws on my shoulder. “You don’t deserve
her.”

“Nobody does,” I said. “I just try to keep up.”
“So, whaddya figure? Half a million? Million?”
“What?”
He waved an arm in a semicircle. “All this. Senator Mealy-Mouth

marrying off his little girl.”
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“I couldn’t begin to guess,” I said. “But I have to ask—how’s he
taking it that Sandy’s marrying one of the governor’s A-Team boys?”

“She would have been better off bringing home a crack addict!”
Earl laughed. “Bob hates our pinhead governor. Speak of the devil.”

Earl pointed at a cluster of guests. A short man held court at the
center, his prominent bald spot reflecting dots from the thousands of
tiny white lights strung above our heads.

“If you want to count billionaires, go over by pinhead and swing a
dead cat. There’s half a dozen. Lester Brodling. Ira Waters. Bargo
Litton, the energy guy. Couple of hedge fund guys. Fifty percent of the
cash flowing into the Republican coffers in our happy ‘swing state’ is
standing right over there eating bacon-wrapped water chestnuts.”

“Your pal runs in quite the circle,” I said.
Earl snorted. “Bob? Bob may be a brainwashed elephant worshiper,

but he doesn’t give those kingmakers the time of day. In fact, he goes
out of his way to be a pain in their collective asses. Oh, no. They’re all
here for the kid.”

Earl might call State Senator Bob Stone names, but they had been
friends since the first grade. Earl Jackson proclaims himself a life-long
Democrat and keeps a framed picture of FDR on his office wall. Bob
Stone waves the Republican banner, although in the last year Stone
bucked his own party twice on high profile votes. Earl said it gave him
endless fodder for his frequent Saturday morning breakfast debates
with his friend at the Silver Spoon Diner.

I didn’t care one way or the other. Politics is the filler I mute on
television while I’m waiting for the weather report. I had no stake in
this extravagant wedding, either. I rode in as Andy’s Plus One. She
belonged to a book club with the bride, Sandra Stone, and the two had
formed a friendship. I had met Sandy before, but never the groom.
Sandy teaches kindergarten at James Madison Elementary School in
Essex. To hear Andy describe it, Sandy loves education only slightly
more than her adoring children love her.

Andy’s invitation to the Essex County Wedding of the Century
promised two free nights at the Cinnamon Hills Golf Resort, a lavish
dinner, dancing and other delights. I had no complaints. This was as
close to a vacation as Andy and I expected to get for a while. We
were broke.
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In June, working as an air charter pilot for Earl Jackson, I crashed
one of the company’s Piper Navajo twin-engine airplanes. I have no
memory of the event.

Three things emerged in the aftermath.
First, I became a minor celebrity. My fifteen minutes of fame came

from the fact that I fell out of a disintegrating airplane at a hundred and
forty miles per hour and dropped five hundred feet into a marsh. I
wound up on soft earth, sitting in the pilot’s seat with a broken pelvis.

Second, I spent a week in the hospital which ran up a huge bill. As
a police officer, Andy has health insurance through her employer, the
City of Essex, but the major medical policy carries a five-thousand-
dollar deductible, which wiped out our savings and put us on a
payment plan. The broken pelvis still hurts, though they tell me it is
healing nicely. I spent most of the last sixty days using crutches. I
ditched the crutches a little over two weeks ago but don’t have a lot of
stamina for standing. Or sitting, for that matter. On the plus side, I can
now tell when it’s going to rain, and I don’t have to drag myself out of
bed and go running with my wife.

Third, I came away from the crash with something I can’t explain.
The other thing.
I vanish. When I vanish, I defy gravity and no longer obey the

physical laws governing mass and inertia. The other thing, I am now
convinced, accounts for me surviving the in-flight breakup of an
airplane. Because nobody falls that far at that speed and lives.

As of the wedding weekend, two months after the crash, I still had
no idea what it was or how it became a part of me. I do, however,
know how to control it.

Only two other people know about the other thing. Lane Franklin,
the fourteen-year-old daughter of Essex County Air Service’s office
manager, learned about the other thing when it saved us both from a
burning building. The second person who knows about the other thing
is Sergeant Andrea Katherine Taylor Stewart of the City of Essex
Police Department—my wife Andy, or Dee as I sometimes call her.
She learned of it after she killed the man who put Lane in the burning
building in the first place.

Andy being Andy, she had questions.

HOWARD SEABORNE

4



“H

2

ow do you know you’ll come back? That you’ll be visible
again?” Andy demanded. “How do you know you won’t get

stuck that way?”
Leave it to my wife to find The Worry.
The night I demonstrated it to Andy—with Lane waiting in the

wings for her turn—we disappeared and floated through angled
sunbeams in the barn. Andy gasped at the impossibility of it.

Afterward, after driving Lane home, we took up station on the
farmhouse front porch and watched the setting summer sunshine kiss
the corn tassels across the road.

“Well? How do you know?”
“I don’t,” I said. “I just have faith that if I can turn it on in my

head, I can turn it off.”
“And you do that with the levers—the ones you imagine?”
“Yup.” Push the levers up, disappear. Pull the levers back, reappear.

“It seems to, I don’t know, wrap me up. You felt it, didn’t you?”
“That cool sensation!” Andy nodded. “Weird! Of course, what am I

saying, this whole thing is weird! Will, my God! How is this
possible?!”

My wife, the cop, has a strong need to connect dots. I had a theory.
“I know you don’t want to see Six Nine Tango.” The wreckage of
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the airplane that had broken apart all around me at a hundred and forty
miles per hour lay in a hangar at Essex County Airport. “But you heard
Connie Walsh. She thinks I hit something. I think she’s right. And I
think whatever I hit—I think that’s what did this to me. And I also
think it saved me.”

Andy’s lower lip gained prominence, a sign of deep thought—or a
signal to run for your life. I took it as the former.

I said, “You and I just floated around the barn like astronauts. I
didn’t want to scare you, so I kept us just above the floor. But I did
some testing with this when you weren’t here. I flew all over the barn,
all the way up to the top, and then floated back down again. There’s no
way I survived that aircraft breakup and the fall—I don’t care how soft
the ground it—unless I floated down.”

“The same way you got in and out of Andre’s penthouse,” Andy
mused. The man who kidnapped Lane, the man she killed. She chased
away the memory with a slug from her Corona.

“Yeah. Twenty stories up,” I said. “Freaked me out.”
“What did you hit?”
“Million-dollar question. Get out your science fiction catalog and

pick a page. Wrinkle in time-space. Wormhole. Alien space ship.
Secret government test vehicle. Wizards flying on their brooms.”

“This is insane,” she said, not for the first time that evening.
We talked into the night. I flipped back and forth a few times,

vanishing and reappearing, just to show her how easy it was. In retro-
spect, I think it scared her more than eased her mind.

Since that night, as summer slipped into fall, we talked about it
often. We played with it a few more times, although Andy didn’t like it
when I took her along for the ride. Most of my practice sessions were
conducted while she worked her patrol shift. At one point she asked if I
thought it might be radioactive and might give me cancer. She
wondered if we should have a test done—at which point we both
agreed we didn’t want to share this with anyone. She didn’t ask me to
stop doing it, but I think she wanted to.

Lane often came to visit because the secret between us would have
burst her open otherwise. When she visited, Andy and I took her to the
barn and I let her throw her arms around me, and we would vanish and
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fly between the rafters and beams with Andy smiling on the sidelines,
tracking us by the sound of Lane giggling and laughing.

After one such session, Andy posed another burning question.
“What are you going to do with this?”
I teased that I planned to go to Las Vegas to see how much cash I

can carry out of a vault. She was not amused.
I wasn’t entirely teasing.
During the episode that found me flying out of a burning building

with Lane in my arms, I stole sixty-three thousand dollars in cash from
a gang of drug dealers. I kept the money for Lane. Andy, heart and soul
the professional police officer, frowned on my thievery, but I reminded
her the money came from the people who kidnapped and nearly killed
Lane, and they owed it to her. Call it reparations. Lane and her mother
are not well off, so I convinced my wife we could slip the money into
an education investment account for Lane, a little at a time.

Neither of us considered, even for a moment, using a dime of the
money to deal with our health insurance deductible problem. I, on the
other hand, wanted to go back to the hospital and have a heart-to-heart
talk with a certain public relations executive who had hounded us
during my stay, because of my celebrity survival status. One of the
hospital’s nursing assistants—later arrested for dealing drugs—
swapped my pain killers with counterfeits. I figured a story like that
might persuade the hospital to reduce the bill.

Andy would have none of it.
“The only reason we know any of that is because I was the investi-

gating officer, and I’m not about to use my badge to leverage freebies
—not from anyone!” she declared.

Well, when you put it that way.
I couldn’t answer her question. I had no idea what I was going to

do with the other thing.
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