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From the Chicago Tribune, pg. 6, Section 2, April 30, 2001.

Jamie Forthe

CHICAGO, IL.—Jamie (Jim) Forthe, 25, Chicago, was found dead in his home Tuesday, April 27, 1993.

He was found in his living room, lying face down in a puddle of water.  Where the water came from is unknown, but his lungs proved to have been filled with water also, and coroner's reports stated cause of death as drowning.

. . .

* * *
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WALKING OUTSIDE AFTER the show, the first thing Frank noticed was the sky.  It stretched over him like a great, barren landscape.  The air felt unusually warm for this time of year in Copley, and the sky shone a bright, clear blue.

Fly a faraway voice whispered in Frank's ear or his head, he couldn't tell which.

After a few moments of staring up, he walked to the corner pay phone and called home.  Janice answered.

"It's just me," Frank said.  "I'm going to the store before I come home.  Is there anything you'd like tonight?"

"Nothing special.  Whatever you want.  How was the show?  Anything good happen?"

"Besides me being in the show?"

"Really?  You got to be hypnotized and all that?"

"Yep.  I almost didn't do it," Frank said.  "I couldn't stand the thought of someone besides me controlling my body.  Just the thought gives me a chill.  But then I thought, 'Go ahead.'"

"So, what did he do?  Did you have to act like a dog or get undressed, or what?"

"No," Frank said.  "I don't remember all that much, but I don't think he did anything spectacular.  I think there was something about being a stupid git, whatever a git is."

"It's English.  It’s not a compliment."

"Great," Frank chuckled.

"Don't worry," Janice said.  "I'll make it all better when you get home."

"Deal," Frank said.  "So, I'll just get anything, right?"

"Yeah, whatever looks good."

"Okay.  I was thinking maybe lasagna.  I'll be home in about an hour.  Oh!  Has anyone called about my car, yet?"

"Not yet.  But I'll have a cab meet you at the store, okay?"

"Good.  I'll see you in a bit."

Frank walked the six blocks to the store.  When he got there, he grabbed a cart and began casing the aisles for the things he'd come for: a frozen lasagna for tonight's dinner, toothpaste, bread, and an onion because he was thinking of making tacos tomorrow.

The shortest check-out lane held six people.  Frank hurried into it right before a large woman with large hair and a cart full of frozen desserts could beat him to it.

During the fifteen minutes he stood in line, his thoughts went to the sky again.  How empty and pure it seemed compared to the crowded, dirty streets and sidewalks of the city.  He and Janice lived in a seventh-floor apartment, but Frank had never noticed, until now, how much quieter it seemed up there than it did down here in the middle of everything.  Even out on the balcony it was quiet.  How peaceful it must be, he thought, to always be in the air, away from the noise, the smell, the fighting, the yelling.  The yelling especially.  Yelling.  Someone behind him was yelling.

He turned around.

"Move it, Flyboy!" the fat lady behind him yelled.  He looked at her with vague amusement in his eyes.  Flyboy?  Does she know what I'm thinking, he wondered.

"Flyboy?" he asked.

"C'mon, Jerkoff!" she said.  He looked back round.  He was next and the cashier was waiting for him.

He took his time and put his things on the conveyor, purposely fumbled with his wallet when he saw the total, and clumsily sacked his groceries, ripping the paper bag the first time and having to get another one, smiling the whole time, then he left.

* * *
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FROM THE St. Louis Post-Dispatch, pg. 1B, October 2, 2001.

Body of Local Girl Found in Fast Food Bathroom.

ST. LOUIS, MO—Virginia Grey, 21, St. Louis, was found dead Friday, October 1, 1993 at a fast food restaurant where she was employed.

Police said they found her body in the women's rest room in, what police said was, a most gruesome scene.  Police Chief Ellen said it "looked like she'd just . . . blown up."

Coworkers said Grey was on a break and had gone into the restroom complaining of stomach pains.

. . .

* * *
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THE TAXI WAS WAITING outside just like Janice had promised.  Frank climbed in and set his sack next to him, then gave the driver his address.  Inside the confines of the back seat, Frank's thoughts went again to the sky and the open air.

He thought about how crisp the air seemed today, how clear and serene it was, how bright and warm.  He thought about being stuck on the ground.  He felt trapped in the world and he wanted to get away.  He thought of the movie Barbarella, which he and Janice had just watched a few nights ago, and the blind angel Pygar who lived in the labyrinth.  That's what I feel like, he thought, a blind angel stuck here on the ground, no longer able to fly.  If I could fly I could get away from all this.  Yeah, I wish I could fly.

"Then fly," the cabby said.  The cab had stopped.

Frank's eyes widened.  "What did you say?"

"I said that's five.  Bucks.  C'mon, I ain't got all day."

"Yeah."  He handed the cabby a five and two ones.  "Here you go."

Frank got out, thinking about what he'd said to Janice, about not wanting someone else controlling his body and feeling a bit uneasy about the way this day seemed to be going.  Why was he all of the sudden so interested in the sky and getting away from the world?  He'd never given much thought before to the sky or to how noisy and smelly the city was, so why now?  No sooner had he closed the door than the cab pulled away and Frank got a face full of exhaust fumes.

He rode alone in the elevator to his floor with his sack cradled in one arm.  "Feels like flying," he said aloud to the empty car.  The sudden sound of his voice breaking the silence shocked him, loud compared to the previous quiet.  "Why do I keep thinking about flying?" he asked no one.  "Does it have anything to do with what I did in the show?  And what the hell did I do?"

He tried to remember anything about the show he could, but of course, like in all the movies, he couldn't remember anything.  When you wake up, you will not remember a thing, they always say.  He could remember something, though.  The number seven, and a name.  Tina?  No.  Gina.  And something about a chair, but what exactly, he didn't know.  And what did those things have to do with the idea of flying that seemed to be invading Frank's head?

He opened the door to his apartment, dropped his keys on the table by the door, put his groceries on the counter and saw Janice's note.  "The guy called," he read aloud.  "Your car's ready so I went to get it.  Back in a sec.  —Janice."  Frank put the note back on the counter, put the lasagna next to it, the onion in the refrigerator, and everything else where it went, then went out to the balcony.

"All that open air," he said, admiring the sight of the city below him.  "All that space.  All that . . . freedom.  Like Pygar.  No fat women yelling.  No obnoxious cabbies.  No . . ." he trailed off.  There I go again, he thought.

He turned to go in when he heard that faraway voice again in his ear or his head say fly.  Who did that voice belong to?  The hypnotist?  Gina?  Himself?

"Fly."

Frank shook his head to clear it and went inside.

All that open air.

All that . . . freedom.

Fly, Frank.

Before he could stop the action, his legs turned him around and carried him back outside.  He tried to stop himself from walking, but his legs had somehow managed to take on a life of their own, walking without Frank's command.  He reached and grabbed one of the two small chairs sitting at one side of the balcony, but his feet kept walking and the chair was pulled over.  His fingers slipped from the chair and his arms flailed about for something else to grab, but there was nothing.  He felt like a zombie, back from the dead and under some voodoo priest's control.  It had to be something that hypnotist did to him, he didn't have any doubt about that, but he still couldn't remember anything.  Then he heard the voices.  First his own, then others joined in.

Open air.

. . . freedom.

Fly.

The chair's empty.  Stupid git.  What's the number?  What's your name?  Fly.

Fly.

Fly.

His heart pounded as his fear of losing all control became a tenfold reality.  Although his mind was still his own, his body seemed to belong to someone else, someone who
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