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The first time I saw him walk on water was when we were both five years old. We were splashing about as little boys do in a simple water tank his grandfather used to water his cattle. The tank was maybe ten feet in diameter with small wooden platforms on each side.

He would run across the surface of the water barely wetting his toes.

At first, I thought it silly of him to do so. The purpose of playing in the water tank was to get wet and cool down on the hot summer day. Why would he glide along the surface and stay dry and hot? He seemed to be having fun running back and forth across the surface of the water, so I tried. I leaned forward and charged across only to fall face down into the water. I must have done something wrong, so I tried several more times with the same predictable result.

He laughed at me as he stood on the surface of the water in the center of the tank. I walked to him, with my feet on the floor of the tank, and grabbed his legs to pull him down to my level in the water. I hung onto his legs and lifted mine off the floor of the tank. He didn't sink.

His grandfather put an end to the silliness.

"Hey boy, I told you not to do that when other peoples' around," his grandfather yelled.

That scared him, and he sunk to the bottom like you were supposed to. He hopped out of the water and protested, "But granddad, this isn't peoples, this is a friend."

"Same difference," replied his grandfather. "You stop that, now."

We both giggled and splashed without any more thought that you would expect from five-year-old boys playing in cool water on a hot summer afternoon.

Despite his grandfather's stern voice, he walked on the water every time we played in the tank that summer. Sometimes he would grab my arm and hold me out of the water as he ran in circles on the surface of the water. He would drop me in the water when I least expected it.

"Won't ya' granddad be mad?" I would ask.

"He ain't watchin' now," he would reply. "'Sides, this is fun, ain't it? Why can't you do it, too?"

I wondered about how he could do these things, but I couldn't. I concluded that it was because he lived with his grandfather on a farm. He didn't have a mom and dad like I did and like all the other boys and girls did. He didn't even have a grandma to live with his granddad. That must have been it. I had both a granddad and and grandma. In fact, I had two sets of them—one called my mother funny names and one that called my father funny names. He was lucky I guess to have a magic grandfather on a magic farm with a magic water tank. All that magic, and the inattentiveness of a small boy, kept me from telling my parents about how he could walk on water and hold me up in the air while he did it.

The summer passed, and we started first grade. The Autumn brought cooler temperatures, and we didn't play in the water tank. The boredom of school and harshness of a teacher telling us what to do all day pushed the pictures of him walking on water into some recess of my mind. School was fun in that it held the promise of play with larger sets of boys and the lure of teasing girls. The months passed.

Winter came with Christmas holiday and a light snow. He and I played in the snow making a man out of the cold, sticky white stuff of dreams.  A game of hide and seek perplexed me because he didn't leave any footprints in the snow once it was my turn to track him. I ran into a wooded area knowing that was where he was hidden as where else would a boy hide. I ran about in circles never finding him. He ended the game when he called to me from a perch on a tiny branch in a pine tree.

"Up here," he called.

I strained my neck to look up and find him. "How'd you get up there?" I asked.

"Walked up, how else?" was his answer. "Come on up."

I jumped repeatedly in vain for the lowest branch. "Can't make it," I cried.

He became bored with my hops from the snow and decided to come down to start a new game of sorts. He slid off the branch and, and then I couldn't describe what happened next. He came down to the ground, but he descended slowly, slower than you are supposed to descend. He came down softly, so soft that his shoes didn't sink into the snow. Instead, he stopped when the bottom of his shoes touched the top of the snow.

"Why don't ya' get in the snow?" I asked.

"Don't want to," he said. "Too wet and cold on my feet. I'll just stay on top of it."

"How'd ya' climb that tree?" I asked.

"Like this," he said. He then ran up the side of the tree and sat on a thin branch. The branch didn't bend with his weight. He didn't have any weight as he sat there. He then hopped down or glided down or flew down just like he did before.

I didn't understand. He wasn't on his grandfather's magic farm or in the magic water tank. He still had a magic grandfather, and I concluded with as much conclusion as  first grader could muster that having a magic grandfather was enough for a boy.

I didn't tell anyone about his magic.

He hid his magic from all the other boys and girls and teachers and other adults.

Sometimes, however, he would forget. His forgetfulness usually came when we were competing with other boys. He could run faster than everyone else. I knew it was because his feet weren't touching the ground when he ran. At least they weren't touching it as hard as everyone else's feet. And he was clever in how he ran faster than everyone else. He always ran just a little bit faster. He was the fastest runner in first grade, but just half a step. He was the fastest runner in second grade, but just half a step. We hit third grade and were moved to a bigger school with more boys. He was still the fastest runner by just half a step.

In the fifth grade, we went to a county-wide field day in which the schools competed against one another in dodge ball, softball, and running. He was the fastest runner in the county, but by just half a step. In softball, he would hit the ball to the shortstop but beat the throw to first base by just half a step. He would hit the ball to the left fielder but stretch a hit into a double by just half a step.

I warned him about showing too much to too many people.

"Watch next time," he whispered to me. "I’m gonna' hit it to right field and run all the way to third base."

"No, you won't," I said. "If you do, everyone will know."

"So what?" he spit at me. "I'm gonna' show these guys that we're better than them."

"I know we're better than them," I said. "But if you go too fast, these adults'll call your granddad and all that. Then what's he gonna do?"

That warning stopped him, at least for that day.

The next year brought more competition and more temptation to magic his way through it. We were allowed to play baseball, with a real hardball and uniforms and batting helmets on a real baseball field with a real outfield fence and everything. He ran faster than everyone else, but always beating a throw by just half a step.

One day he forgot himself as he stole second base after the catcher had the ball in his hands. I was "coaching" first base that inning. He beat the throw to the base by just half a step, but he didn't leave any footprints in the base path. I was the only one to notice the lack of prints in the dirt, but I was afraid that others would notice. To cover his non-existent tracks, I signaled time out and ran to second base. I set a world record for the number of steps required to trot between bases to ensure that there were plenty of footprints in the dirt.

"Touch the ground when you run, stupid," I whispered in his ear.

I was summarily ejected from the game for violating every rule of baseball both written and unwritten. "You can't go on the field like that," yelled the umpire. "What's the
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