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The Flight Jacket 

 

PREFACE 

 

“No, I’m only in your mind. That’s why I’m wearing 

this leather jacket you saw at Banana Republic.” 

–David Carradine 





For Rich Hocket, because my sanity matters to me. 
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Chapter One 

So Yeah, I Took It 

 

Have you ever had one of those dreams? 

No. Wait. Let me start this again. 

Because—actually—it was just lying there at the 

side of the commuter tracks a little off to the side of 

the pavement where Regents Road crosses. Maybe 

someone had stuck it on top of their car as they were 

getting in, and it had stayed on almost all the way to 

school. After all, Regents goes straight across and up 

the hill to the main part of Central College’s campus. 

Or, maybe somebody dropped it when they were 

getting on the train. 

I’d never had a leather jacket. This was a nice, 

brown ‘bomber’—like the flight jacket my dad had in 

the Navy. The ribbing around the sleeves was a little 

frayed, and who knows where it had been. But it was 

a great jacket, and I know that you know that I was 

not about to leave it there, right? 



Daniel John Wilcken 

8 

I didn’t notice anything special or supernatural 

about it. I mean, I might have felt a little dizzy when 

I put it on, but I get a little dizzy sometimes anyway. 

Right? 

Sorry. 

So, I put the jacket on and hopped up onto the 

platform, and realized what a treat it was to not be 

wishing the day was a little warmer because—you 

know?—I had a jacket! 

And then it was like: Hey, wait, what day is this? 

And then I realized that, yeah, it was Monday, and 

I’d lost a day—again!—and I was not going to be able 

to see her today because it wasn’t Sunday. Right? 

Sorry. 

Sometimes I get stuck thinking a day is a certain 

day, and then I keep making wrong decisions all day 

long because in my head it’s Sunday, instead of, like, 

being Monday. Right? 

And there? On the platform, looking around? I’m 

thinking; you know, a little cloudy, a little windy, but 
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not too bad, or at least not with a jacket on. Not bad 

for a Monday. 

Anyway, and then I’m thinking—wait, why am I 

on the platform waiting for a train when it’s Monday? 

And the whole day got this fuzzy, kind of happy glow 

around the edges and I looked up-line at the tracks 

disappearing over the rise and thought how even if a 

train were to come just then it would be kind of silly 

for me to get aboard with nowhere to go. Right? 

And then, looking down-line to where the tracks 

go around the curve—you know?—I took a moment 

to just kind of appreciate the picture of green leaves 

and downtown in the valley with all the red brick, 

and the clouds all pale lavender-silver making fun at 

the sunshine, all cold and wishing it was as warm as 

it looked. Right? 

Sorry. 

And I had a jacket on! I could just—you know?—

chill. I mean, I could not chill! 

Being comfortable is its own kind of buzz, you 
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know? I watched the traffic lights on Sherman cycle 

a couple of times, and then got a kind of odd thought 

in my head. The thought was odd enough, but, like, 

the way it presented itself to me—like that it was the 

most natural thing in the world that I should have 

that thought—was maybe what was really odd about 

it. I was looking at the rails, and I wondered how it 

would be to just slide along them in my shoes. 

Isn’t that odd? But it was suddenly like it was 

just the most natural thing in the world to do that. 

Like it was to be expected. 

Yeah, I have dreams like that. Sliding dreams. 

Shoe skiing dreams. My tennis shoes don’t have a lot 

of tread left on the bottom and they’re really smooth 

and slippery. I sometimes jump and slide on things. 

In fact, on my way to the platform there I slid down 

the handrail on the park stairs like I would have if I’d 

been on my skateboard. I do that. 

Anyway, looking at the tracks, they looked like 

they wanted to be slid on. You know? 
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And I was thinking what an odd thought it was, 

and let myself tip over backward to smack against 

the wall of the platform. That’s when I felt the shove. 

It was like someone had pushed me hard, right 

between the shoulders. I spun around ready to—you 

know?—smack some idiot, but the only thing that 

was behind me—a couple of steps—was the wall I 

was going to lean against. Right? 

And I figured it was odd, but I let it go, and then, 

when I leaned back again, I got the same shove thing 

right between my shoulders and it made me stumble 

toward the edge of the platform. So, of course I spun 

around and there was nothing there except the wall 

again, and I looked around behind to see who was 

hiding and doing the fool-io on me. I saw a mouse 

hustle off into the weeds, but… that was it. Right? 

Nobody! No-bod-y! Nobody was there! 

And then the train was coming over the rise, and 

I figured I wouldn’t make it stop for me since I wasn’t 

getting on, so I left the platform looking toward the 
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sandwich bar on the corner. But soon as the train 

had gone, I just had to go back and figure out what 

the hell. You know? What was it that was giving me 

the shove when I leaned back against the wall? 

Okay, I’m not the sharpest tooth in the head, but 

I’m also not exactly the dullest bulb in the planter 

box, either. Right? 

But it took me about three or four times leaning 

back toward the wall to prove to my satisfaction that 

it wasn’t somebody, and that it wasn’t the wall, and 

by the same, it wasn’t the power pole on the corner 

when I tried leaning against that, either! See? 

And when I took the jacket off—don’t laugh—and 

tried to lean back and fell smack on my interface—I 

figured (Scientific Method, right?)… Well, it had to be 

the jacket. Right? 

Sorry. 

So, in my slippery-bottomed sneakers, I stood on 

the rail and leaned back and—bam!—just like that I 

was sliding down the rail. And then I turned around 
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and slid back to where the Regents Road crosses. 

And then… Okay, after that, I slid on asphalt all 

the way up to the college, and in through to top floor 

of the residence hall, and down the stairwell, and out 

through the bottom door and across the bricks of the 

square, me all the while with my arms out in front of 

me looking goofy like I was riding some invisible hog. 

Chopper. Motorcycle. That kind of hog. Right? 

Sorry. 

Don’t fart in the jacket. 

It gets offended, maybe. I don’t know. It stops 

working. I cut one and the shove started sputtering. 

Yeah, choking on my fart. No, it was probably the 

celery sticks and peanut butter I’d had last night. 

Yeah, no—no sooner had I let one rip than I was 

bouncing along Broad on my bum-bum. 

No, see? It doesn’t do that when you sit down, it 

only gives you the shove when you tilt backward, like 

if you were losing your balance, like when you let 

yourself tip backward against a wall. Right? 
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Sorry. 

And yeah, I had to question myself as to whether 

I was dreaming, or had taken a sharp turn around a 

shallow bend, or what. 

Well, it is like when you are dreaming! 

You don’t question it too aggressively, because 

you’re doing it. You don’t normally question reality. 

I’ve had dreams where I was skiing on my feet, 

and this would have been about like those except for 

the wear and tear on my old sneakers… You can see 

what it did. See? That’s about as real as it gets. But 

this whole day has had the whole dream-vibe going 

for it. 

The solution for my poor shoes is probably to get 

myself some skates, except that I’ve never been able 

to stay up on in-lines, and box skates look kind of 

sissy for a guy (unless you’re really good). 

And it can’t be my skateboard. You ride a board 

sideways, and the thrust from the jacket is squarely 

from your six, you know? But I might try a board. I’d 
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have to stand goofy, but… 

And yes, I can remember not to fart. 

So. 

So, that’s why I’m here. Crazy? 

Here, you try it. You put it on. 

What kind of shoes… Uh… 

Look; stand in front of your couch—you know?—

just in case it doesn’t work for you. 

The shag carpet—sorry… the “deep pile” carpet—

isn’t very slippery. I about tripped on it sliding in to 

see you. 

Anyway, you might need to catch yourself. Also, 

the new asphalt in the parking lot is kind of sticky. 


