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 You fly by diving, speeding, getting to free-fall, anything that generates enough velocity to get the wings lifting, from there it’s the angle that provides upward momentum, but you have to manage the angle and the speed or you fall, and if you don’t have enough air under you, maybe you never stop falling. What’s the last thought someone has when they hit the ground, does the impact count? What’s that like?  
    


 It’s one of those questions I don’t want to answer.
  
 

 The air is freezing, it’s good, I’m hot from the climb, sweaty, I smell of fear and I know the air will whip that smell away, wind chill is quite the factor when you are going thirty eight meters per second.
  
 

 When I’m on the edge of a drop, sometimes I freeze, I don’t want to go closer.
  I’m scared of when I have to cooperate unconditionally with gravity, when if I stop agreeing to flow I’m fighting gravity and gravity is deadly.
  Fear is good, when it has purpose, but sometimes it just obstructs, you have to shove it aside.
  I can’t always.
  I put out the stall brakes, try to stop half way, anyone would think I want to die.
  The ground plummets straight up towards me and I’m falling and freaking and I don’t know what to do but I have to roll with it and I’m angling downwards, facing the fear, scooping velocity to save myself, it’s just enough to pull it together, enough that I won’t hit.
  I’m shaky, but the ground is close, all I have to do is a perfect stall, drop my horizontal speed to nil in exchange for vertical ascent, and I have to do it just meters above the ground, it’s not hard, I should be sweet.
  The grounds approaching fast, how much time can I think... not much...
  I’m back in control, there’s nothing terrifying here, I don’t know why I was scared, as I pull my arms and the wings lift, acting like a giant sail, pulling me up.
  Touch down, survived it!
  I have a good friendship with gravity, not everyone gets along with her, but she likes me. Maybe because I had a pretty decent go at defying her.
  
 

 I swear this is the last time, I really do.
  
 

 Terminal velocity. Terminal. What does that mean? Terminal means maximum. You’ve hit your maximum velocity in a given substance. Maxed out. Terminal’s connect. You log in at a terminal. Connect to adrenalin.
  
 

 She's flying downwards; literally flying, lost contact with friction and all that pulls her is gravity, extending towards terminal velocity.
  It frightens me watching her. I know the feelings; the total loss of control, trusting the wind, but this time it’s serene, silent, no noise but wind, no alarm, no fear; fear is irrational.
  Time dilates, a second takes an hour, it's all relative to survival and the brain stretches time, enhances response; everything slows and gives her time to react, to lean into the wind.
  
 

 The drops over fast, stall speed approaches, you have to stall when you are just a few feet off the ground, too high and you plummet, too low and you hit fast, like flaring a 'chute.
  It's a hard skill to learn; one mistake and you are dead or in hospital, but once you know, it's like riding a bike.
  Juxtaposition; going slowly at the fastest ever.
  She’s perfect, perfect flight and perfect landing and she’s smiling and I can feel the adrenalin coursing through her veins, she’s high, high as I’ve ever been when the heart is pumping, high like exploring and running and panicking and laughing about it later and the moment all the energy flows from your body and you just want sleep.
  The rides over, like it never even happened.
  
 


  Drudge Work

  
 

The safest launches are from dirigibles, dropping 5k’s down. Delta winged, helium filled, solar powered freight movers used for extreme sports. They can’t handle much wind, they only work in daytime, but they are cheap to run, and safe.
  An extreme sport freak with too much money invested in a bunch a few years back, created a new tourist industry. I got work with him, he needed good pilots.
 The media was ranting about the angel wing fatalities; more dangerous than base-jumping and heroin put together. In fact, you could base jump, inject heroin while in free fall, pull your chute, and you’d be safer; every week someones kid jumped off a building and turned into a meat flavour pancake.
  This was safer, more altitude means more learning time, more recovery time.
  All the same, it never got me as high... Well it did, 5k’s is a long way down, higher than any building. But without as much need for lightning reflexes, more time to cope, my adrenalin levels didn’t peak.
  I missed the days of scaling high rises in rainy dark, and the sensation of almost panic all the way down.
  I’m looking at our latest client. Her first jump but we ran her through the sim, a floating hover bed, and she seemed confident, capable.
  Some can handle it on the ground but lose it in the sky, when its so high that individual trees fade into blurs. She’s shivering, rosy cold cheeks – I hope it’s temperature, and not the nerves, but its always nerves the first time. I think she’ll make it.
  Panic is still fatal.
  I try to psychologically screen the clients, look for signs of breakdown under stress. I’ve seen good people die and I don’t want to see more. My supervisor, however, is more interested in ensuring the clients money hits the til, happy once the waiver is signed. Sometimes I refuse to fly, would have lost my job over that – if it weren’t for the pancakes, I have the lowest rate of pancakes in the job; like I have a sixth sense, I can tell who will break.
  
 

 There’s a new email. It’s from her. She always was the best, but not at getting along.
  The email doesn’t say much
  
 

“I found new work, you’ll love it. Going to need a wing-man, meet in capital, Chestnut Cafe.”
  
 

 Capitals a long way south, a full days flight. She knows my taste, knows I hunger for adrenalin, knows I never fell out of love with her but she never quite had me. That was a problem, she wanted more than I could give, when she couldn’t get it she tried to break me open to check inside.
  I’m not sure, I’ll sleep it over.
  
 

 Wake up panting, her body on mine, plummeting towards the cool dark earth; body heat warm, freezing air, totally wired, pupils the size of pancakes, amazing dream. I don’t have a choice, my body is thinking for me.
  I email back, “Sunday afternoon,” and then I email my supervisor, “I’m sick of seeing kids die.”
  This job better be worth it. No-one flies like that at night now, nothing flies at night, no petrol left to fuel anything that could.
  
 


  Illegally on Premises

  
 

 I left after I saw my first pancake. I should have stayed home, I knew something bad would happen. When I feel that, something bad happens.
  4 in the morning, his first flight. We didn’t have simulations then, just hand woven spiderweb wings and the only way to learn was to do.

















