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Thirteen thousand feet in the air, her instructor wakes up from behind her. “Ready kid?”  Maybe her 
instructor said that, or maybe is simply scuttling them toward the door with Audrey attached to his chest 
like a sock monkey. The other jumper, the scarecrow looking one, winks at her as the plane hovers. On 
their ascent he’d unbuckled his seatbelt as her instructor’s head leaned against the cream-colored side-
paneling behind her.  

“Hi,” the scarecrow had said.  

“Hello,” Audrey said, looking out the window. 

“You scared?” 
 
“No.” 
 
“Not even a little?” 
 
“No.” 
 
“There’s nothing to be afraid of, I do this a hundred times a week. Mike there’s got your back.” As if on 
cue, Mike adjusted his head with a snore. 
 
“You don’t gotta’ worry,” the scarecrow said.   
 
“Thanks.” Audrey smiled to disarm him.  
 
Then the scarecrow cocked his head. “You’re pretty.” 
 
She shook her head.  
 
“You don’t even know it do you. Know what I wanna do?” 
 
“No, thank you.” 
 
“I’m gonna kiss you. In the air!” He slapped his knee. 
 
“I don’t think that’s a good idea, wow, we’re really high up.” Audrey stayed focused on the blue of the 
sky and how it looked less blue so high up, more like a nothingness of air. 
 
“I’m gonna fucking kiss you. Yeehaw! A good ol’ kiss on the lips,” he tapped her forehead with his index 
finger before shuffling back to his seat to strap himself back in. Audrey, still strapped to Mike, stayed 
buckled to her seat.  
 
Now they are all kneeling at the door. Mike holds a nearby hanging strap for balance. The day had looked 
overcast below but not up here in the sky. The breeze doesn’t feel soft up here like it feels down on the 
ground, she thinks, it’s hard and the sunlight is big. The glow presses on Audrey’s suit through the 
plane's open door. 



Mike yells, “Now” and they leap, or she is pushed because it feels like the same thing, and Audrey tries 
making sense of the situation as they fall together, bodies and faces flattening out. No summersault. No 
countdown. No talking into her ear to ask if she's ready. She screams a scream with no bottom. Free 
falling, her brain wraps around itself as the sensation of dropping rolls through her gut. That’s when the 
blonde one, the scarecrow looking jumper, appears.  

“Yeeehaw!”   

His suits catches air. The flapping of fabric is loud but she can still hear him “yeehaw-’ing” his way 
closer. His arms are stretched out like wings, he is flying. Mike yells behind Audrey’s ear, but she 
is watching some crazy movie in front of her where people fly and talk at the same time. Where people 
look like human beings but really, they are not, because they have arm-wings and their hair floats around 
their faces. Maybe gravity is gone. No longer a thing. Maybe this is what life has always been like, 
they’ve all been birds.   

Then, he is in front of her. Audrey realizes the scarecrow is gripping her suit. She looks into his wild 
blue eyes, his skin pulled back into a Joker’s smile. He yanks on her shoulders which invariably tugs at 
Mike's chest who then yells from behind her again and slaps her thigh as the scarecrow pulls her in. "I’m 
going to kiss you," the scarecrow says. Mike hits her again on her right thigh. 

She thinks about how her face has a nose and a mouth and eyes but maybe now that she can fly, maybe 
she has no face. Just wings. The three of them are spinning in circles and there is more yelling then a 
snap, jerk and poof around her ears. Her crotch seizes in pain.  Her shoot opens and a swell of air collects 
beneath them. Like paper over a Manhattan subway grate, the scarecrow flies away in the draft...... 


