


“What if you forget, huh? Like when sometimes you forget your PIN code. Like, you don’t know
how you forgot it all of a sudden, but it doesn’t come. What if that happened during flying? You
don’t know how to do it anymore. And you fall...”

“Ah, got you now. Nah, that wouldn’t happen. Imagine walking or running. You can’t forget those
because your body doesn’t let you. Muscle memory. After lots of practice, flying would be the
same.”

“This is silly,” I said and picked up my glass of wine, still staring into his eyes.

“Look up,” he said then, and | did. “Can you see how beautiful it is? The sky, the clouds,
everything up there. Imagine if you could go up on your own, touch it, inhale the freedom,
looking down at the world as God.”

“Are you drunk?”

“Never mind,” he said and kissed me passionately, which made me ignore the whole
conversation.

However, he kept mentioning this, even after we had gotten married. I still ignored it, but clearly,
something was wrong. Now, it all made sense. The nights when | woke up, and he wasn’t next to
me, telling me later that he hadn’t been able to sleep and had gone for a walk. The evenings |
found him on the balcony, glaring at the sky in utter silence. It was a cry for help; a thought eating
him alive. How could | not see? Did this craziness take over his mind? Does he really believe that
he can fly?

“Honey,” | say again in the softest voice | can manage, “please, come in. Humans can’t fly.”
Hearing this, he turns his head, and the mixture of doubt and anger shows up on his face.
“You know nothing, babe.”

“Honey, please...” | can’t suppress crying anymore. “Please, come in and let’s talk. | can’t live
without you.”

| hear sirens. Someone must have spotted him from the street and called the police.
“You don’t have to live without me. I’ll come back soon.”
“Please, don’t do this to me... I love you.”

He turns towards me, showing his back to the open world, then his mouth widens into a
mysterious grin. “I love you too.”

| scream so loudly that | think my throat will shoot out through my mouth like a cannon ball, as |
watch his body disappear. | want to take a step, but the pain in my heart overwhelms me,
paralysing my muscles. Everything becomes blurry, then black.

“Mrs Horner...”
“Mrs Horner?”

| hear a distant voice like it’s talking to me from the end of a long corridor. | glimpse at the face of
a stranger in a police uniform. Next to him stands a woman, holding a red box. She’s a paramedic.






