Author's note:  This is simply a first iteration.  It is designed to lay out storyline and sequence, and it is not in any way the finished item.  Each paragraph will be rewritten many times to get the impact and flow needed.

The design of this story is intended to be in 3 parts, to be converted to screenplay and made into movie format.  Each part becomes a 3-hour movie which is shown in theaters for one week, and then the second part is released, so that viewers see it in 3 episodes.  After the movie run, the sequence is sold to premium cable TV to be shown in the same format, and then to DVD.  After the DVD sales have subsided, then the book is released with considerably more semantic detail.  Of course the final episode is left open so that more episodes can be added later and a weekly TV series can be added if deemed feasible.

DREAMS OF FLYING

Part One

First Segment - Discovery

Prologue

The Texas Badlands are still there.  There are no wild Indians, no stage coaches, no cattle rustlers, no outlaw gangs or renegades. But the land is still there.  Miles and miles of it.  Tough land, mostly inhabited by people who like that kind of place:  people who hate the cities, love their relatives and don’t mind helping one another.

The land is thankless.  Rocks, caliche, scrub and thorn bushes, sparse rabbits and deer and squirrels… occasional raccoons and porcupines.  Lots of cactus and mesquite and mountain cedar, but also clear streams and huge oaks and pecans.  You won’t find many people trying to grow commercial crops here.  A few, yes, but not many.  Most simply get by on anything they can grow to eat, earn money any way they can and hunt for their meat.  It’s a great place if you want to stay far from the mainstream but have enough money saved or can earn it as needed.  There aren’t many jobs, and huge cattle ranches don’t really exist like they do in the movies.

But that lure, the lure to simplify and to remain independent, becomes stronger the longer you stay in this area.  You’re lonely at first, but soon you find that loneliness certainly beats being pushed and pulled in every direction in cities where everyone is going a different way.  It beats living in a place where you are of no importance to faceless others.  

Loneliness is not the real description though.  Independence fits more closely.  Living in this area means you have to solve the problems yourself usually, but there are always people around who will help if they can and if you ask.  If you don’t ask, they’ll leave you alone.  And that’s good.  Nobody wants a ‘friend’ hanging around to criticize or tease or suggest alternatives without really understanding the problems.  It’s better this way because sitting down and reasoning a solution to each problem helps you grow, makes you strong and proud.

People in Utopia, Texas understand all of this.  They’re proud of their families, don’t show off by wearing furs and diamonds or fancy hats, even if they can easily afford them.  They help each other without trying to run their lives for them.  Above all they know that every other person in the area thinks and reacts very much the same way they do. 
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Allen Fisher lay on the big oak log with his feet propped on an upturned stump of a branch.  He wasn't tired, just bored.  He and Jake Fannin, his best and only good friend, were out in the wilds, exploring.  Exploring around here meant looking for new things: arrowheads, antlers, dead snakes …or live, deer sightings, porcupines to tease... but mainly it meant getting away from families and chores and boring TV programs... or church or school obligations.  And always it meant exchanging ideas and stories.

Their families didn't worry much about them because there wasn't much danger out there other than rattlesnakes or their own stupidity that might result in a fall or a cut or at worst a broken bone.  The Southwest Texas Badlands were once tough if you were traveling through, but these days there weren't many dangerous animals, no wild Indians, no getting lost.  As long as they stayed on the property, nobody cared where they were or what they were doing.

Jake swung his leg over the log to straddle it as though he was going to ride it away.  “We could get started on that fort you know… won’t be anymore hot days now”.  October in Southwest Texas is a beautiful time, cool and with changing colors, but not yet this year.  2004 had been a mild year so far, but with much more rain than usual, so things were still pretty green.

“We could.  Maybe up in that tree.”  Allen closed his eyes to the blinding sun as he pointed at the big oak.  “We could see a long way from up there”.

“Yeah but people could see us for a long way off too… might invite company.”  Jake didn’t like the idea of hauling all the wood up into a tree anyway.

Conversation with these boys was seldom hurried.  Slow talk and long pauses.  Jake swung his leg back over and sat with his elbows on his knees and his chin in both palms.

“Well if we don’t put it in the tree, we’ll need a lot more heavy wood for support… and we’ll need to probably dig holes for corner poles.”  Digging was not Allen’s favorite activity.

Jake twisted his body a little, causing one elbow to slip, his shoulder going down rapidly before he caught himself.  “OK, I’ll dig the holes”.  The rocks and caliche that made up the ground in this area were a pain to dig… you had to pull the rocks out by hand pretty much… loosen them with a shovel or a posthole digger, then pull them out by hand.

Allen opened his eyes and turned his head toward Jake.  “I’ll get my dad’s chainsaw and we can cut cedar posts for the corners.  We can probably get the posts in this afternoon if we start now.”

“Well we gotta go back to the shed to get the sharpshooter and the chainsaw…”  Jake wasn’t really in the mood for this and wished he hadn’t pressed the start button on the whole idea.  “Where we gonna put it anyway?”

“Doesn’t matter,” said Allen, “one’s as good as another.  How ‘bout right there?”  

He pointed right in front of them in the middle of the small clearing.  It was totally invisible from outside the thicket, surrounded by ash junipers of all sizes, oaks, pecan trees and lots of scrub persimmon trees.  “Nobody will ever find it unless they know it’s here.  We’ll need the tape measure too… how big do ya want it?”

Jake slipped himself off the log and stood up.  “Don’t matter, big enough for a couple of chairs and a table I guess… good roof though, don’t wanna get wet”

“Yeah,” agreed Allen, and got up to start walking through the brush back toward the house.  “Hey… Six Flags is still open in San Antonio, isn’t it?”

“Dunno.  Why?”

“Dunno… just trying to think of something more fun.”

“Dunno.”

It took the boys about ten minutes each way to tote the tools back to get started.  They sat on the log again to catch a breather.

“If I hear one more newslady yelling Kerry this or Kerry that I’m gonna smash the TV with a hammer!  What’s wrong with the way things are now?”  Allen didn’t have much to talk about.

“Yeah I’m with ya there.  Shit.”  Thirteen year-old boys like that word.  Jake pronounced it “she-it”.

Jake got up and grabbed the shovel to get busy digging.  “Help me mark the holes.”

Allen brought the measuring tape and they marked off a 10-foot square, placing a rock at each corner.  Then each set about his own task, Allen with the chainsaw on the ash juniper branches that looked about three inches diameter and long enough for a support pole, Jake working the holes.

Soon Allen was back with two nice straight poles, but Jake was still only about six inches deep into the hard Texas crust.

“I think it’s hollow under here, listen.”

Allen wrinkled his brow a little and listened as Jake whomped the top of the dirt with his shovel.  A deep thud echoed underground.  “Cavern,”  he remarked indignantly.  The entire area is pocketed with limestone caverns and caves, most containing water since the location is at the southwestern edge of the huge Edwards Aquifer area of Central Texas.

“Wonder how far down it is…”  Jake came back.

“Would NOT be good to have the thing built and fall plunk through into a damn hole.”  Allen the pessimist.  “Dad says it’s happened before.”

“Well we better figure out where NOT to put it… can you tell where it might be close to the top?”  Jake began thumping in all directions to see if there was a change in the sound.  There was not.

Then suddenly the thumps changed to solid sounding whacks.  “Here’s the edge!”  Jake squeaked in his preteen voice change.  He brought the shovel back until he could tell fairly well where the sound changed and marked it by scraping the shovel in the caliche dirt to make an X.  He then moved along a little and tried again, marking the place the sound changed.  And again and again until he’d made a complete circle… actually an ellipse measuring about 18 feet long and 10 feet wide at the widest points.  

Jake was exhausted.  The two boys sat heavily on the log and looked at each other.  “What the FUCK,”  they said together in their best illegal prose.

They sat silently and looked at the marks for a time, then Allen said, “We’ll need to dig at the center probably or we might miss it or something”.

“Dig at the center?  Thought we were going to avoid it, not open it.”

Allen was excited:  “Think what it would mean to find a really big one though… our own bat cave or something.”

Jake was still breathing a little hard, but agreed out of lack of energy for argument.  He gave a sharp smile and handed the shovel to Allen.

Allen saw the shovel but didn’t reach for it.  “BUT, if we dig at the center and it’s really deep, we won’t be able to reach the sides maybe…”

“We can bring a ladder if we need it… just don’t want it to cave in,” Jake countered.

Allen frowned.  “So where would it be more likely to give way?  In the center or at the edge?”  

Allen paused, then added, “Or we could dig halfway between I guess.”

Jake gladly agreed.

By the time the hole was only knee deep, the boys were exhausted.  With each crunch of the shovel they could hear the hollow echo and that spurred them on, but exhaustion was more powerful.  They climbed out and sat on the log for a breather.  

“Where’s the water jug?”  Allen said under his heavy breathing.

“Didn’t bring it I guess” Jake groaned.  “Let’s quit till morning… It’ll be cooler.”

Neither boy replied but both knew the other agreed.  They were both in good shape for running laps or loading hay, but digging caliche was a whole different set of muscles. 

Allen lay on his back and let his arms fall crucifix style to each side.  “A cave … I always wanted to go into a cave… suppose there’s bats?”

Jake smiled a little at his not so bright friend.  “How can there be bats if there’s no opening?”

“It might open a mile from here, you never know.  Dad says they’re all connected pretty much.”  Allen wasn’t really so dumb.

“Yeah that’s possible, sure.”  Then after hesitating, “But I’m sure it’s just a cavern that gets filled when it floods… aquifer, ya know.”

Allen sat up.  “But let’s don’t tell anybody till we’re sure what’s what, OK?

“Why not?”  said Jake.

“Man cuz it’s ours!  I don’t want Patrick or Owen down here messing with our cave… even if it’s just a hole in the ground.”

Then he added “They’ll just make fun of us anyway… they always do.”

“No problem,” agreed Jake.  “I won’t tell anyone if you don’t.  Oh but how about Mom and Pop and your Mom and Dad?”

“Just us for now, OK?”

Jake shrugged.

By this time the sun was getting low in the west and both boys felt their stomachs calling them.  They slid through the brush and started walking home.
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October mornings get off to a late start on farms thanks to ‘daylight savings time’.  By the time the boys had finished their normal Saturday chores – carefully staying clear of anyone who might add on more jobs – it was already nearly 10a.m.  They met at Jake’s tool shed and then if anyone had been watching, they would have seen them head straight out their path to the woods.

When they got to the little clearing, they were fully hyped and ready to dig.  Each boy now had a small pickaxe to break away the rocks and caliche a little more effectively, but the hole was only big enough for one of them to dig at a time.  Jake jumped in and started swinging the pick.  

This time they knew they were already close… the sound was like a huge kettle drum… sort of a deep, echoing boooinnng.  They both laughed and worked even faster.

Almost immediately they began to uncover a large black object… it looked like a big plastic oil drum.  They didn’t have to say anything because both knew immediately what they needed to do to get the thing out… make the hole wider.  So now each of them worked on opposite sides of the hole to make it bigger, and soon they had uncovered about 6 feet in diameter of the drum.  But there was no edge.

“Man what the hell?”  said Allen.

“Who’d bury something like this?”  Jake was totally mystified.

They continued to widen the hole.  More and more black plastic, or something similar.  At last the object began to curve downward and they knew they were at the edge.  They continued working throughout the day, stopping only for a sandwich and a coke, then back at it.  It was like a huge oval suitcase, with no door, no hatch, no hinges, just a smooth black surface.

They dug deeper around the edges after they’d uncovered the full perimeter and finally found a seam about 18 inches down.  They continued a trench all the way around the object, revealing what seemed like a lid covering the entire surface.  They were too exhausted but too exuberant to notice the sun was getting low over Seco Ridge.

“There’s no way this just opens,” Allen was looking closely at the seam.  “We’ll have to bust it open along here and pry it with the pick.”  They both sat on the edge of the trench with their feet on top of the object.  Allen climbed down and put his face close to the seam, then took out his large pocket knife and ran it along the bottom of the seam, trying to get an edge to open.  It did not.

Jake jumped up with an unexpected burst of energy and began swinging the flat edge of the pick at the seam.  He couldn’t get a full swing because of the angle and the edge of the trench.  The pick just bounced off each time he hammered on it, with no apparent damage to the object.

“It’s not metal, more like plastic… soft even.  Maybe we can drill it and cut it with a saw?”  Jake’s voice was tired again and impatiently disappointed.  He backed up to the center and brought the point of the pick down as hard as he could, trying to puncture it.  The pick bounced without even denting the surface.  They sat again on the edge of the trench, deep in thought.

A whippoorwill squeeked in the brush nearby and they looked up.  It was almost dark.  Picking up the tools, they slung the pick and the shovel over their shoulders and began to walk home.

“Maybe a couple of bottle jacks pushing on the seam… we could put a lot of pressure on it and bend it to make the seal break.”

Jake was doubtful.  “It’s like a big case.  Maybe if we put the jacks at the bottom we could just angle them against the seam.  Or drill and saw it.”  He said that with emphasis because he’d just said it and got no reply.

“Well we can bring both in the morning.”

“Nope, school!”

“Ah… yeah.”
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School the next day was a pretty distracting affair.  Nothing was going on inside either boy’s head other than that big black box.  Was it some sort of treasure chest?  Did the Spanish conquistadors put it there?  Plastic?  Visions of golden coins and old swords and armor rattled around in their thoughts instead of 7th grade American history and English grammar.  There were the usual jokes with the other boys and gazes at the local girls, but 7th grade boys are full of hope but not much courage as far as girls are concerned.  The new adventure was the only thing worth thinking about;  the only thing ever in their lives of any significance to them.  

Both boys wanted to boast of the find.  Both were about to burst to tell anyone at all.  Jake was already looking forward to walking up to one of the hottest girls in school and telling her he was a millionaire.

At lunch they met in the hall and went to the school’s front steps instead of to the cafeteria.  They didn’t have time to think about eating when so much was going on for them.

“What if it’s just … empty?”  Allen looked at Jake with a worried curl to his eyebrows.  “What if it’s nothing?”

“Why would something like that be buried and there be nothing inside?”  I don’t think there’s any chance in hell it’s empty.”  Jake wouldn’t let himself think negatively.

“Well maybe it’s some sort of propane storage tank or something.  Maybe it’s going to blow up in our faces.”

“You sound like my mom, Allen.  C’mon, man… there’s no fucking reason for that to be where it is.  It’s made of plastic or something, only strong… I hit that thing hard with that pick!”

“Yeah, it’s like it’s flexible but doesn’t dent.  It could be a propane tank… I bet it is.”

Jake thought for a while and there was one of the long ponderous pauses that were common for these boys.  “There’s no reason, Allen.  If it was, there’da been a marker… a sign… man nobody’s dug in that place for a hundred years… the ground was HARD.”

“Did you really think about it?” Said Allen, “it could be anything… something from outer space maybe.  Like the tripods in ‘War of the Worlds’.”

Jake spun around on the corner of the porch, arms out like he was about to take off.  “Yeah,” he joked dramatically, “Monsters, man.”  They both laughed.

Jake leaned over and looked as serious as he could.  “It’s just petrified mesquite or something.  I’ll bet it’s from the Spanish explorers or something or maybe early pioneers.  It’s gonna be something cool.”

Another long pause.  Allen leaned against the brick wall of the building and Jake stretched out on the top step.  Then Jake turned his head to look at Allen.  “Let’s get out there now.  Nobody will miss us… nobody at home.  Let’s go now.”

“Naw man I’ve got a quiz in math… can’t miss it cuz I’m not doing so well.”

“You didn’t study.  I know you didn’t.  You’ll blow it.”

Allen tilted his face up to the sky and put his hands on his forehead, elbows extended.  “Fuck!”

Another long pause.  “No man, my dad will kill me.  Can’t cut.” He shook his head slowly, mouth slanting downward on one side.

Jake raised up and spun on his butt at the same time, springing to his feet on the steps.  “He’ll kill you anyway, you’ll flunk the test.  I’m going.  See ya later, man.  Have fun blowing your test.”

Allen looked back toward the doors to the front of the school.  A worried look sort of slid down from his peaked eyebrows and made a frown.  Then one side of his mouth slowly curled up and his eyebrows lifted.  Thoughts of math and dads and school and trouble melted as he thought about a Spanish treasure.  He was on his feet and caught Jake before he got past the last school building.
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This time Jake and Allen arrived at their dig in the Fisher’s Kawasaki Mule.  They’d filled it with bottle Jacks, a sledge hammer, pry bars, a large cordless drill and a small reciprocating saw, also battery operated. 

Drilling and sawing a small observation hole was obviously the first thing to try.  If it was indeed empty there’d be no reason to work on opening the entire top.  They grabbed the drill and the saw and climbed to the top of the curved surface of the object.  Jake kneeled and put his weight on the large drill and bit, then turned it on.  The bit spun at full speed, never grabbing the surface to start a hole.  He whacked the back of the drill hard, trying to make it penetrate.  

“Fuck, man.”  Jake looked up at Allen.  He couldn’t get the bit to grab.  Allen tried.  No go.  Allen put every ounce of his weight on the drill.  Still no bite.  

Jake put on a wry smile.  “Maybe not mesquite wood then.”  

Allen laughed.  “Shit!”  He dropped the drill and it slid down the curved surface into the trench.  Jake kicked the saw and it followed the drill.  Then he jumped up and down as if on a trampoline.  The sound was still a hollow bass drum reverb, but the surface didn’t bend or flex in any way.  

“What now?  It’s thin but won’t cut.”  Allen jumped across the trench and pulled a 6-pound sledge hammer out of the Mule.  Climbing back to the very center of the object’s surface he raised the hammer as far back as he could hold it and swung it forward with all his might.  The hammer bounced back so hard it almost got away and came back at him.  He let go and jumped out of the way… the hammer also sliding off into the trench.

Hearts beating hard and fast, Allen and Jake sat on the outer side of the trench again and put the soles of their shoes on the curved outer edge of the object.  Frustration consumed them both and they looked angrily at each other and back at the box.  Allen stomped on the side viciously and looked back at Jake.  “FUCK!” he said.  “Fuck, Fuck, FUCK!”

Jake kept his eyes on the bottom of the trench, trying to think of an idea.  He didn’t want to dig deeper, and the rim was apparent all the way around to top of the object.  It simply HAD to open there.  It was just logical.  But then, how much logic had they found so far anyway?

“Let’s try the bottle jacks.”  Jake tried to keep his cool.  “Right here in the middle of the seam.”

Neither moved, disheartened with the negative results so far.  There was about a foot of cleared trench on the outside of the seam and no more than six inches depth below it.  The seam was about a quarter of an inch thick and two inches wide around the entire circumference of the elliptical box.  Allen pulled out his pocket knife again and ran it along under the seam to try and find the overlap opening.  He found none.

Jake picked up a short fat bottle jack and wedged it against the corner of the trench and put the top against the bottom of the seam, then began working the handle.  He put more and more pressure on it and the base dug into the hard caliche.   He continued to lever the handle again and again and watched as the concrete-like caliche cracked and crumbled under the stress.  The big black object never moved and the base of the jack slowly buried itself in the crumbled rock.

Using two hands, Jake worked the handle until he just couldn’t move it anymore… then pulled the handle rod out and threw it at the box.  It bounced off and flew into the brush at the edge of the clearing.

Allen, watching from a few feet away, flinched his face and stepped back, dodging the flying rod.  “Man, that thing never moved an inch!  It must weigh a thousand tons!”

“It’s hollow.  How can it weigh that much?”

Allen sat down again and thought.  “All I can say is let’s dig the trench deeper.”  That wasn’t a welcome plan.  Jake sat down on the edge of the black ellipse.

“Hey! Maybe a torch!”  The flash of insight brought a big smile to Jake's face.

“You mean burn a hole in it?  It's not plastic you know... just looks like it.”

“I'll go get one.  Better than beating our brains out pounding on the damned thing.”  Jake headed toward the Mule.  Allen just sprawled out in the shade of the nearest tree and relaxed.

After only a few minutes, Allen pulled himself up and went back over to the black box, walking around the perimeter of the hole.  There was no latch, no hinge, no indication of which edge opened and which would hold the lid.  

He let go with a long sigh and sat on the edge of the box, his feet in the surrounding trench.  His hand slid unconsciously into his pocket and pulled out his Ipod... punched the button a few times and plugged the earbuds into his head.  He was still in a hunched-over sitting position when Jake rolled back up in the Mule, radio blasting as loud as it would go: some old 70's rock song.

Allen jumped a little and put both hands on the surface of the box, one on each side of his hips.  “It moved ... dammit it moved ... I felt it move!”

Jake laughed in a scoff, “likes my music!”. 

“I'm not kidding, man ... It jumped up!  I felt it!  Musta moved half an inch.”

Jake turned off the radio and crawled out of the vehicle, sitting beside Allen to see for himself.  “Seems still now.  Maybe you imagined it.”

“No!  It was hard ... like a kick in my butt.  It jumped up!”

They stood in the trench and looked at the seam.  Nothing had changed.  No marks, no obvious size differences.

“Did it go back down afterward?”  

“Don't think so, it just came up... hit me hard and pushed me up with it.”

“I wonder what would make it do that.”  Jake still skeptical.

“Looks like the whole thing jumped.  Not just the lid.  Hey it's getting late, you ready to call it a night?”

The boys jumped into the Mule and started for home, but when the music came on as the engine started, they stopped and stared in amazement.  The buried capsule rose out of the ground, rising like the end of a tub from beneath.  Slowly rising, cleanly, about 8 feet high and then stopped.
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Jake didn't think what he was doing but reached for the key and switched the ignition off.  Neither boy said a word.  They both knew the other saw what had happened.  They just sat in the Mule and looked.  Silent.

“It WAS the music!” Allen in positive certainty.

“What the ffff...” Jake amazed.  The boys sat for a minute pondering what had happened and then got out and walked toward what was now a black eliptical cylindar, sticking up from the ground.  

“This ain't no buried Spanish treasure, my friend” said Jake.  “This is something really weird.”

Slowly the boys approached the cylinder... walking one step and stopping, then another step, very cautiously.

“Shit, no wonder we couldn't get the top to open.  Is there a door or something?”  They walked up to the side of the structure and began feeling the side, strangely free of caliche dust.  The side of the structure was much like the top, a fairly smooth surface, much like plastic or PVC.  There were no obvious openings or seams anywhere.  Allen started moving in one direction around the circle and Jake the other.  

Jake found it.  “Whoa! Here it is.” Allen came around to look.  

In the side of the structure there was a raised portion.  It kind of looked like a door should be there, but there were no obvious cracks or seams.  It just kind of curved out abruptly from the rest of the surface.  

“That's got to be the way in.”  Allen again very positive in attitude.

“Let's figure out how to open it then.  Give it a push.”

Allen leaned against the door and pushed quickly, like he thought it would swing open.  He was right, but had it backward.  The raised portion jumped outward toward him, almost knocking him over, and then went to the side, very, very fast.  The opening was about three by 6 feet in size, much like a normal door, but a little shorter.  It was totally dark inside.  Totally dark and made worse by the falling sun shining from the opposite side (west) of the cylinder.

“Got a flashlight?”  Jake not ready for a real adventure.

“You're going in there?  There could be anything in there... anything!”  The last word sounded more like a girl crying.

“What, you want to go home and leave this sitting like that all night?”  

“Well maybe at least think about things for a minute, ya know.”

“OK, well you think about it while I find a flashlight.  Is there one in the toolbox?”

No answer from Allen.  Jake walked to the Mule and started looking around, finding a dim, long handled flashlight under the seat.

“Batteries aren't much good”  he said as he returned, then walked to the opening and shined the light inside.  The cylinder was empty.

Jake was pretty disappointed.  “What's the concept of having a storage shed that rises out of the ground if you're not gonna put nothin' in it?”

Allen just smiled and walked inside, Jake following close with the dim flashlight.  Instantly a rim of light around the ceiling came on and illuminated the area.

“Dang...” both boys thought the same thing.

In a few seconds, the door closed automatically and the boys didn't even stop to consider how to open it from the inside.  As soon as the door closed, the floor began to lower and down they went, looks of stark terror on their faces.

No telling how far down they went, but it didn't take long.  The floor stopped moving and again the door slid open... but this time they were inside a small warehouse with shelves on all sides.

“Holy Shit” mumbled Jake, and both boys quickly exited the elevator, which obviously was what they had mistaken for a storage shed.  The lights were on, not a bright light, but easily enough to see there was little on the shelves.  The place was completely clean, no dust or mess of any kind.  In fact it even smelled sanitary.  

The room they were in wasn't very large, probably 40 feet square and the ceiling, which was made of the same black material, was about 15 or 20 feet high.  Each wall had rows of shelves going up and the rest of the floor was simply vacant.  And spotless.  The whole thing was a bit strange, the black walls giving it sort of a feeling of endlessness, but the shelves bordering the perimeter so that they didn't worry much about the size of things.  There were no ladders to reach the top shelves and no doors, only shelves.  There were a few plastic looking cases here and there on the shelves, but as mentioned, the rest of the shelves were clear.  Of course they couldn't see if there was anything on the upper shelves from their angle.

But the strangest part of the room was the silence.  There was no sound at all, no air movement from ventilation or distant sounds of machinery.  Just dead quiet.

“What the hell is this?”  Allen not quite so positive now.

“It's like a garage with nobody living here.”

“Hah!  But no garage door!  Who built this?  Why would they?  Man, I don't even know what to think.

Jake wandered over to the nearest shelf and began looking at one of the cases.  It was like a cross between a trunk and a suitcase.  Black plastic, with handles on all sides, obviously for carrying by multiple persons.

“Might be a treasure after all”  Jake always hopeful.

He grabbed one of the handles and lifted, just to see if the case was empty.  He couldn't lift it.

“What do you suppose this place was for?” asked Allen.  “What's in those?”   He pointed at the case Jake was investigating.

“Something heavy.”  Jake tried to slide the case closer to the front of the shelf, which was about three feet deep.  No problem, it slid easily.  He looked around for a clasp to open the lid, but of course there was none.  “Wonder how you open it.”

Allen didn't say anything, but walked over beside Jake and started looking it over.  “Maybe if you....” he gripped the top and lifted the lid “just OPEN it.”

Jake curled his lips at the sides showing a little skeptical embarrassment.  He stood on his toes, as did Allen, to peer inside.

“Flashlights.  Probably a good thing if the lights go out down here.”

“Hah I bet those batteries are shot ... a long time ago!”

There was no telling how long all of that stuff had been there.  They both knew that but didn't think deeply about it.

“Hey, man,” said Jake, “I hope we can get back out of here.”

“Yeah it's probably getting dark out there by now.   I'll need to phone home pretty quick.”

“Give it a try.” Jake mused, “Probably won't work down here... barely works up at the house.”  

Allen pulled out his cellphone and slid it open.  No signal.  He showed a little concern now.

“Maybe we better head out and leave this for in the morning.  Don't want Mom worried about where we are.”

Jake reached into the case and took out one of the flashlights and stuffed it into his jeans pocket, as if he planned to use it when he got outside.

“Lets see how we can make that elevator go back up.”  They walked back into the still open elevator door, which closed automatically and the floor began to rise on its own.  When it stopped, the outer door opened again and they stepped out into the twilight evening of Utopia Texas, which seemed kind of rustic and dirty compared to what they'd just experienced.

They jumped into the Mule and started it, the music blaring again, but this time nothing happened to the cylinder, which stayed in place.  They drove to Jake's house together in silence.

Second Segment – Lessons Learned
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Jake sat on his bed and Allen fell into a not-to-cluttered corner.  Both still silent except the excited but exhausted breathing.  

Allen broke the silence:  “What was all of that?”  

“Don't know, man, don't know...” Jake's mind obviously spinning.

“Where did it come from?”

“Don't know.”

“How long....”

“Don't know.”

Both were in a dream.  Both could imagine any scenario possible.  Both were wild with wonder of their discovery.  

“Aliens, man... that's the only answer.”

Jake just shook his head to show he had no answer.  Allen rolled around to face him and put his chin on his palms.  “What do we do now?”

Jake just kept shaking his head.  “We go back tomorrow and look around more I guess... maybe there's something...”

“Sure.  But we need someone to help, Jake... we're in over our heads already.  I have no idea what to even think.”

“I'll ask my dad.  He'll know what to do.”

Allen thought for a split second and then “No I don't think we should tell anyone yet... nobody.”

“Why?”

“Who knows?  I just think we need to figure all of this out ourselves for a while... it's not like it's an emergency and the world will crash.”

“But Dad will know who to call.”

“Yeah and then we have a thousand scientists and experts here pushing us out of the way.”

No response.  The boys sat and thought, but obviously nothing was bubbling out of their brains.

The closeness and camaraderie of these two was tighter than most boys... each would usually bend his will to satisfy the other's whims.  Both would give up a steak dinner if the other wanted to spend the money on a bag of potato chips.  It wasn't that they didn't disagree sometimes, but when it came right down to the final decision, one always gladly followed the other, and it really didn't always make sense.

Jake reached back and pulled the flashlight they'd found out of his back pocket and began looking it over more carefully.  Obviously it wasn't a flashlight at all, just the same size and shape... probably ten inches long and an inch and a half thick, black... with a pushbutton on the side and some various markings in different places.  He rolled onto his back, holding the object at about his beltline and pushed the button.

Allen didn't see much happen and just smiled.  “Told you, Jake...dead batteries.”

But something strange was happening.  Jake slowly changed expressions on his face as the contents of his stomach began to churn... he knew something had happened.

“No they're not dead... can you see?”

“See what?”

Jake was now about half an inch above the bed...floating!  Allen really didn't see it from his lower angle on the floor.

“Allen.... I'm off the bed.”

“Right...”

“Seriously!”

Allen raised his posture a little so he could see.  “What the fuuuuck?”

Jake was no longer resting on his mattress... his loose shirt was hanging below him a little, but also floating rather than completely resting on the sheets.  He reached down with his elbow to show he was clear of the bed and poked the top of the mattress, but this upset his balance and he rolled over toward the wall and moved upward an inch or so.

Allen got up and took a step to the bed.  He leaned over to push Jake a little, which caused Jake to move into the wall softly, and caused Allen to almost lose his balance and fall backward.

Jake immediately pressed the button again and fell onto his left side at the back of his bed, facing the wall.  

“Oh my GOD!  It floats!  It took me with it” Jake rolled over to face Allen with eyes wide... both boys had their mouths open in full ovals.  Jake scooted himself to the edge of the bed and sat up, and Allen pounced onto the bed, both staring at the flashlight device.

“It just took all of my weight away... I could feel the bed pushing me up a little... real slow.”  Jake raised his palm to show the direction.

“It's an anti-gravity generator,” said Allen, “like in the movies!  When I pushed you I could feel it go into me too!”

Jake pushed the button again.  This time nobody moved, but they could both feel the sensation in their stomachs.  Jake stood up and bounced a little off the floor and came back down, and Allen sank deeper into the bed.  Jake took a little, very cautious hop and went almost two feet in the air, falling slower than you would expect back with his feet on the floor, but losing his balance and almost falling before pressing the button again to turn the device off.

“Wow” said Allen.

“Jesus!” said Jake.

Allen stood up.  “What the hell is this thing?”  

“Don't know” said Jake, automatically.  “I think you're right:  Anti-gravity.”

Jake said the word differently than Allen, with a long I: Ant-eye-gravity.

Both stood in their usual “pause mode”... looking at the black cylinder. 

Allen, exactly like he was talking to himself said “I think we just changed the world.”

Jake smiled a big, boyish, toothy smile.

They were very pleased with themselves and ready to move on to the next step of the adventure.
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Allen reached for the device and Jake reflexively kept it away, pulling it to his other side, but then relented and let Allen take it.  Allen looked it over for two seconds and then pushed the button and began hopping, holding the device about a foot in front of his body and at shoulder level.  His hops were high but controllable, much like you see the astronauts do on the moon surface.  As he pulled the device closer to his face, the hops were not as high, and he hit the floor each time a little less softly.  He raised it over his head and the hops were only about a foot high, but of course they should have normally only been a couple of inches from the effort he was making.

Then he lowered the device with each hop and they got higher and higher, until at about belt level, he rose to the ceiling and did not come down.  By natural response, he brought the device higher on his body as he tried to regain his balance and gently fell to the floor, landing on his side awkwardly.

“Weird.” Allen was dumbfounded.

“Yeah.”  Jake reached for the device.

Holding it at belt level, he switched it on and continued to stand in place, but slowly he began to rise a little and tilted sideways a tiny bit.

As Jake tried to stand back up, he kicked the floor gently and began to spin, feet going up and head going down, and when he put his hands out to protect his head, causing him to come very gently down, easily landing on his hands and then bouncing back up in a little hop.  He again pressed the button and fell heavily to the floor, making a little noise when he hit.

A distant shout from another room, “You boys don't wrestle... it's getting late.”

“OK Mom, nothing to worry about.”  Jake again with the big toothy smile.

Both boys sat quickly on the bed again, looking at the device with heavy concentration.  

“So it works sometimes and sometimes it lets you fall,” said Jake.

m

“I think maybe it's only good for a certain distance... maybe nothing to do with actually touching it.  Let's see.”  he took the wand out of Jake's hand and put it on the bed between them, then switched it on and let go.  Both boys felt the rising stomach.  Both gave a little push on the bed and came up easily, but once up, they were standing at almost full weight.  Jake took a hop forward, away from the bed and landed definitely at full weight.  Allen watched for a second and then fell backward into the bed, hitting the bed gently and then bouncing back into the air very gracefully, slowly settling to a half sitting, half laying back position.

“Yeah I think that could be right,” said Allen, “let's test.”  He picked up a model army tank from the shelf and held it near the wand and let go.  It floated with only a tiny motion downward and to the left until it hit the bed and very, very slowly bounced upward a little, continuing to move very slowly.

Allen again grabbed the tank and moved it about a foot away from the device with similar results.  Another foot away, same thing, but this time as it approached the bed it sped up a little and bounced once, then landed on the bed and didn't move.  He tried again, about three feet from the device.  This time it fell immediately to the bed and landed as you would normally expect.

“about two and a half feet range, I'd say.”

“hmmm yeah.” Jake amazed. “Maybe close to three.”

They dropped the tank on the other side of the wand, and behind it.  Same result.  Then Jake dropped it in front and caught it before it hit the ground.

He held the tank directly over the device, a little over three feet above, and dropped it and it fell immediately onto the device, clacking loudly when it hit, but then bounced up and began floating upward, eventually coming to a stop about 34 inches above the bed.... but the device was also now floating around and eventually the tank lowered gradually and then fell to the bed.

“Yeah see it's a sphere of power.”  Allen now sure of himself.  “While it's within a certain distance, everything is weightless... but as it reaches the limit, it has no effect and the tank falls.”

“...So that's why when we hold it by our belts, we float... we're inside the circle!”

“Yeah I think so.”  said Allen.

Again from the other room:  “Jake, tell Allen goodnight... it's time to get to bed.”

Neither boy responded or even moved.  They were in a different world.  

Allen turned off the device and held it close to his eyes.  “Wonder what this was intended for.”

“My guess would be for moving heavy stuff... you could pick anything up using this.”  Jake now the scientist.  He picked up the device and stepped to the small case of books he used as a nightstand, switched it on and reached down to pick up the unit.  It lifted easily and he smiled in satisfaction, but some of the books moved around on the shelf.  When he put it down and switched off the wand, the books fell off onto the floor.

“Yeah,”  he said “I think so.”

“I'm not ready for bed, are you”  Allen still hearing his heartbeat in his ears.

“Well if you don't go, she'll be in here in a few minutes.”

“Let's go out to the barn.”

8

In the barn, both boys sat on stacks of feed bags... still with huge smiles on their faces.

“You have the biggest shit-eating grin I ever saw.” said Allen.

“You should see yourself then.”

Both giggled like twelve year olds.

“This thing could be dangerous.  We might be hurting something inside us.”  Allen sounding like his own mom.

“Yeah, and pretty easy to float up high enough to fall pretty hard.  Do you think that battery could fail and make us fall?”  

Allen, still sounding overcautious, “Let's think things out before we try, OK?”

Both just smiled.

“What time is it,” asked Jake

“No idea, why?”

“Shouldn't you be home by now?”

“Shit!” snapped Allen and pulled out his cellphone.  “Mom, I'm spending the night at Jake's...OK?”  

Jake smiled even bigger.  “OK thanks... bye”  Allen put the phone back in his pocket.  “No problem.”

Allen picked up the wand and walked to a rope hanging from the rafters.  Obviously he planned to use this as a safety device.

“Wutcha doin'?”  Jake knew.

“Watch and worry.”  Jake took the rope in his left hand and held the wand at belt level and switched it on... he took a jump and rose quickly toward the rafters, but as he neared them, about ten feet off the ground, he slowed and gradually changed direction, falling slowly, then faster, then slower as he reached the ground.  He hit the ground with his feet and jumped again, this time letting go of the rope... and went crashing into the rafter above.  Hitting the rafter with his shoulder, he quickly turned off the device and fell hard to the ground, about 12 feet below.

Allen was rolling on the ground in pain and Jake rushed over.  “Careful man, you might break it!”  

“Yeah never mind that I just broke my  damn back!”

“You OK?”

After a few seconds, Allen gathered himself up from the heap and slowly stood back upright.  “Yeah don't worry”.

Both boys looked at each other with distress.  Jake was first to express it:  “This thing could kill ya!”

“Easy!”

They went back to the feed sacks and sat down again.  “We gotta be real careful, Jake,” said Allen with sincere concern.

“Yeah for sure.”

After their usual interval of silence, the boys decided to go out onto the grass in front of the house to sit and talk things over.  They were a little afraid and confused by the near accident and were not in the mood to experiment further at the moment.

They both stretched out on their backs and looked at the clear sky.  Stars were absolutely everywhere, the usual view of the heavens from Utopia.  Allen gazed upward and said the one word on his mind, “Aliens”.

“Had to be.” Jake's thoughts just as deep.

“Thing that gets me, Jake... these hills and canyons are full of caverns like that.  Why could we have – first try – found that?”

After a full minute of thought, Jake came back: “Maybe that's not the only silo.  Maybe they're everywhere.”

Neither boy answered.  Both knew that was unlikely, but maybe there were more.  And they hadn't even really explored this one very much.  They had to get back there and look around more.

“I wonder how long these batteries last.” Said Allen, and fumbled with the wand.  “And do they recharge?... how?”

“Just gotta take it easy and learn as we go, I guess.  There's a whole box of them, so let's just work this one until it runs down.”

“Good plan,” said Allen.  “and just mess with it low and slow.”

“I still think we need some help...someone that knows a little about gravity and what might happen.  What if we end up too high?  What if we never stop?”

“Looks to me that just sticking a foot out will bring us back down.  Maybe with practice...”  Allen wasn't going to give it up.

Jake half-accidentally pressed the button and suddenly a dim but visible sphere of light appeared around him.  “Whoa!” said Jake.

“Wow” barked Allen, “Turn it off, man!”  Jake complied.

A voice from inside the house broke the mood:  “What the hell are you two doing?  Get to bed!”

“Sorry, Dad... we're just talking.”

“Well talk in the morning then... Get to bed.”

“Yessir.”
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Inside the house, in Jake's bedroom, neither boy was anywhere near ready to sleep.  Instead, off went the lights and on went the wand.  The light sphere was even more obvious and bright in total darkness.

“I think this is to show us the limits of the power...we can just stick out a hand or foot and bring ourselves down.”

Both boys were just overjoyed with the flying aspect of the new toy.  They'd talked about possible other uses, but they certainly didn't matter in the least at this point.  The idea that they could actually float in the air and then bring themselves back safely to earth was a dream most boys have to some extent.  Some dream they can swim in the air, some glide along, some just float without movement.  This was that dream come true.

Thoughts of what they could do and how they could do it were absolutely flooding their minds.  They lifted themselves off the bed time after time and tried putting various parts of their bodies out of the sphere.  The heavier the arm or leg or hand or finger, the less gently they settled back to the bed.  Movement of any kind affected how they were situated, causing them to rotate or tilt or just jerk around.  Pushing off from the bed could make them spin rapidly.  Holding the wand at chest level and pushing off gently made them slowly rise to their feet, stiff as a poker.  The possibilities for aerial acrobatics were endless.  

“I wonder,” said Allen, “if they use these for more things than just moving heavy boxes.  Maybe they have bigger and stronger ones that can move a whole flying saucer.”

“Logical... something like that.”

Allen's imagination was running wild.  His mind was easily seeing saucers lifting into the air.

“But how do they make them move... move so fast?”

“And stop!” bemused Jake.  “And turn!”

“Yeah.”  Allen a little less sure now.

“How can WE do it?  Make it move.  How do we make it stop when we get it moving, or turn?”

Both boys thoughts went back to the more present thoughts of what they actually had rather than the bigger possibilities.

“Well before I start flying 90 miles an hour, I want to know for sure how to get back down.  Let's work on that one tomorrow.”

But “tomorrow” was a school day.  

“What about school?  Are we going to skip it?”

“Can't man... I'm behind already.”

“Well let's see how good you pay attention in English class!”  Both boys broke the whispers and laughed a little too loud, then looked a little worried, but there was no reply from the other bedroom.

Both boys lay silently, still churning thoughts in their minds.  Neither thought much about things like fame or money, neither thought about impressing anyone, neither thought about how much this day was about to change their lives... well maybe that... a little.

“Allen,” said Jake quietly, “The whole world, the whole human race, every person now and forever, has just had everything changed for them.  We have just now changed the whole world.”

Allen stopped all of the technical possibilities he'd been thinking about and went philosophical: “You know, Jake, we have to be very careful with this whole thing.  This can be what you're saying, the biggest thing ever, or it could be the worst thing that ever happened in history.”

“Why?  What do you mean?”

“I don't know... it's dangerous.  It could kill lots of people who don't know what they're doing.”

“Might kill us first, then nobody ever knows nothing.”

Allen laughed a little uncomfortable chuckle.  “I mean think about people jumping and bumping into each other and getting whacked by cars or something.”

“Or airplanes!”  Jake thinking on a higher level.

“No, I mean it can be chaos.”

“Well there aren't that many of them in there.”  Remembering the one box of wands they found in the cavern.

“Oh someone will find a way to make them... people always do.  They will be everywhere someday.”

Both boys began to imagine a world full of wands, where people could move about effortlessly, where nothing was heavy to lift, nothing was impossible to move.  But the boys didn't know much about physics and inertia.  They had a long way to go before they were as smart as they thought they were.

“Yeahhhhhh,” Jake was expanding his possibilities. “Let's think of how to make this thing move... how can we use it to fly!”

“Well, if there's no weight in there, we can put anything we want for a motor ... a jet even!”  

“Where are we gonna get a jet motor?”

“Engine.”

Jake didn't slow down to realize the correction.  “Maybe just a fan of some kind... or a spray can... something simple.”

“Long extension cord for the fan.”

“Noooo.  Battery.”

Allen stopped the train of thought.  He paused for a few deep seconds, and then proclaimed, “I'm not going to school tomorrow.  Maybe not never.”

“What?”  said Jake in shock, “You can't do that.”

“This thing is way more important than school.  It's time wasted.  We need to be working on learning what this thing can do.”

Jake just lay in the bed with his mouth open.  His life was wrapped up in his steady and predictable schedule.  “Think hard about that, Allen.  School's important.”

“I think what we are doing now will be what will be taught in schools someday.  It'll be how people get to school.  It'll be how everything works... I mean it.”

Jake pondered the big picture again, but it was too much for him and his eyes slowly closed.  Allen lay there in silence for a few minutes and then followed suit.
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The next morning found the boys dutifully but reluctantly in school.  The classes, the teachers, the noise and interruption of the other kids was not enough to keep both minds from working to capacity.  Both boys wanted to know everything about the wand immediately, but neither could stretch their naive mind to grasp enough to stop the confusion.  It was all too big.  The technical questions, the safety problems, the bigger sociological aspects and hopes for the future all kind of swirled around to make it one big, confusing ball of excitement.  Neither boy learned a thing that day, neither even allowed one sentence to penetrate their thoughts.  If the cutest girl in school smiled at them, they didn't notice.  If they missed important notes in class, who cared?  If they forgot to eat lunch, they just realized occasionally that they were hungry, but didn't worry about it.

Science was fifth period.  Jake and Allen had seats next to each other and the  class period today was boringly filled with Mrs. Sempowski lecturing about the “laws of physics,” to which the boys seldom paid much attention.  As had been the trend all day, both boys were deep into their trance, thinking to themselves what the consequences would be for this or for that within the sphere.  

“And so inertia is the RESISTANCE to a change in motion.  Let's say we have a marble.  The marble has MASS and is sitting on a fairly smooth surface.  As long as nothing changes, it just sits there.  In order for it to move, something has to “push” it.  That's FORCE.  Then it starts to roll, and in order to make it stop or slow down, another force has to be introduced... if it's from the front, it's going to make it stop.  If the force is from the side, it makes the marble change direction.  But inertia is what makes it want to NOT change motion.  You must overcome inertia with a force.”

Bing!  Both boys' ears grabbed every bit of that.  

“Even in deep space,  where there is no gravity at all, inertia still rules.  Force is required to move something or to stop something or to turn something.  Otherwise, inertia just keeps it doing the same thing without change.”

Jake looked at Allen and Allen looked back.  And then the toothy smiles.  This was exactly the sort of thing the boys had been thinking about.

“I guess a rafter has force.”  Jake laughing quietly.

“shhh,” hushed Allen.

The remainder of fifth period was spent in close concentration, both boys intense on what was being said.  Almost everything Mrs. Sempowski said seemed to apply directly to their dilemma.  As the boys were getting up from their desks, Jake looked quickly at Allen, and then at his teacher.

“I think she could be a lot of help to us, Allen.”

“Talk later.  See ya after school.”

So the remainder of the day in school was spent thinking about inertia and how to actually make themselves move within the anti-gravity sphere.  They imagined everything they possibly could to start and stop motion with no gravity.  After school they walked to the school bus together, neither with an answer, but each full of ideas.

“I can't think of a way to make it stop,” said Jake.  Easy enough to get it going I think,  any kind of motor, but stopping fast is going to be a problem.”

“Yeah, I'm thinking to get going just jump, like I did in the barn.”  Allen thinking a little more on the practical side of things, “kind of like spiderman, push off as you turn it on, and that gets you moving... but remember how he would push off from buildings too?”

“Well you need to have buildings for that!”  Jake laughed.  “A little hard to push off from a mesquite tree.  And what about coming back down?  What if we jump up and just keep going out to outer space?”  

“Easy enough to do that,” said Allen, “Just stick your foot out of the ball and you have weight... you'll come down easy enough.”  

“Yeah it would take a lot of practice.  Easy to make a mistake too... too much foot and then what do you do?  Kersplatt!”

The boys arrived home and checked in with their moms, and met at the dig.  Allen had the wand in his hand.  They sat under a pecan tree nearby and looked at the device.  They had a good respect for the danger involved anytime they switched it on, so they didn't play around with it unless they were going to try something.  Both  boys had been carefully raised to think about the possibilities of dangerous actions and consequences.

“The thing that's bothering me most is controlling how high we go” said Allen with deep intellectual insight.  “Yeah we can stick out a foot or a hand or even a finger and have some weight, sure, but we gotta think about all that can possibly happen before we try anything.  Like you said, we might end up too high, or come down too fast... and once 'inertia' takes over on the way down, the next force we 'exert' is going to hurt.”

“Wuddya mean?”

“Well, if we're falling too fast, what can we do to slow the fall?  Nothing!  The next 'force' will be the ground smashing us!”

“Yeah, but we don't have any weight.  How can it hurt us if we weigh zero?”

“Well, if I understood what the teach was saying, we have 'mass' even with no weight.  That means if we hit something solid, it will still be the same... it will hurt!”

“Yeah, but if we're only moving very slow, won't hurt.”

“Yeah... I guess.”  Allen not at all sure either way.

“Well let's do it inside someplace.  We can find somewhere that has a ceiling and floor and walls to keep us from going too high or far.  Maybe just do things slow and gentle... barely push off, stick out a toe or foot to come down, but only stick it out until we have motion, then pull it back in.”  Jake making more sense than he realized.

“Good plan.  I think without gravity, doesn't that mean we would not speed up as we fall?  I mean if we're only barely moving down, we go that same speed, right?  Or would we keep accelerating?”

“God I don't know” Jake wide-eyed, “guess we'll find out.”
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The boys thought about going back to the barn to experiment, since it had a high ceiling, but decided rafters, mowers, tools and tables would be kind of dangerous if they got in the way, so decided to head back to Jake's bedroom for some cautious practice.  But as they started walking back, Allen turned and looked at the black cylinder still in the up position.

“I wish I knew how to make that thing go down.”

“Yeah me too” said Jake, “but what if we can't get it back up again?”

“But somebody eventually is going to see that thing”.

“Who?  Nobody comes out here.”

“Border patrol in helicopters?  ATF?  A lost hunter?  Your DAD?”

The normal pause, and then Jake in deep wisdom, “Well the music made it go up, maybe it will make it go back down.”

“I think it's not necessarily music, more like a certain note or tone.  A certain sound frequency,”  Allen always sounding like the science geek.  “Maybe one note to come up, another to go down.”

“Yeah let's think about that some other time though, right now let's do the ups and downs some more.”

Allen, still looking at the cylinder, “How about we practice in THERE?”

Jake slapped his forehead slowly. “Well duh!”

They opened the door and took the elevator down.  Cautious as these boys were, neither gave a thought of being trapped inside, or injured.  What would happen?  Nobody even knew the place was there.

Once they were in the storage room, they realized this was the perfect place to try some tricks.  The ceiling was high, but not so high that a fall would kill them.  The floor was hard but not cluttered.  Only three of the walls had shelves and actually the shelves could be used to grab hold and stop themselves if needed.

Jake pulled his wand out of his pocket and began preparing to make a jump.

“Wait!” barked Allen, “slow and gentle.”

Jake pressed the switch and as if in slow motion tried to bend his knees to make a slow jump, but that didn't happen.  Instead of jumping, his legs just kind of folded up under him, leaving him in the air and tilting off balance.  He immediately switched it off and fell on his side a little heavily.

“God, man, you jump first and when you have upward motion, switch it on.”

“Oh yeah, I forgot you were the expert with all the experience.”

Allen reached to take the wand, but Jake jerked it away, wanting another try.  

“Okay, fine.”  Allen just walked to the shelf and opened the box, taking a wand for himself.  Now they each had one of their own.

Both boys crouched to jump simultaneously.  As they straightened their legs slowly, both switched on their wands and they lofted slowly into the air, gradually moving toward the ceiling.  Allen stuck out the toe of one foot directly below him, but this only slowed him as he bumped into the ceiling.  At the same time, Jake raised the wand over his head and immediately began to fall.  As he saw this was happening, his automatic reaction was to pull the wand back down and he listed a little to one side and fell gently to the floor, again falling on his side.

Allen was still bobbing around near the ceiling, not really paying attention to Jake, just kind of “experiencing”.  His upward motion had stopped, however, and now just by sticking out the toe of one foot, he began to come down.  He then pulled his toe back into the weightless field and he floated down gently.

Problem was, as he moved around inside the sphere, he had no control of his own position, so he spun a little on the way down, head over heels and twisting as he went.  He landed, or rather bounced, on the floor on one shoulder, his wand still activated, and this sent him spinning a little faster, but only a few feet over the floor.  He switched off the wand and landed in a heap, able to break the landing with both hands.

Both  boys just laughed in ecstasy, unable to speak.  What a fantastic new toy for a 13-year old boy!

Both got up again and began pushing off, rolling in the air, bouncing from ceiling and floor and occasionally the walls or shelves.  They kept their momentum slow by catching themselves with hands or feet as they hit, and by sticking out various parts of their hands and feet, or rather moving the wand in the opposite direction from the hand or foot.  It didn't take long to learn how to control things, and actually they learned pretty fast how to move their bodies to cause shifts in their weightless positions within the sphere.  The whole time both were laughing and shouting and yelling “watch this!”

As they got better and better at it, they began to push harder, shooting themselves across the room, then flipping within the sphere to catch themselves as they hit the other side, then pushing off again.  Often there was a mis queue and they would hit sideways with an “owww” or an “oooff” but that never slowed their enthusiasm.  They must have been airborne for an hour, maybe two... without even stopping for a break.  Anytime they wanted they could just cushion a collision with a hand or a leg and kill their forward momentum, ending up slowly floating, giggling like children.

As they played, they learned that each time they moved their body parts, it would have an effect on their position, sometimes radically, but it didn't change their direction. This could only be done by the way they pushed off.

One time as Jake crashed a little hard into the ceiling, he yelled “Oh crap, man, good thing that ceiling is there or I'd be headed for the moon!”

Allen's reply was “this is the most fun I've had ever in my life!”

Bumps and bruises everywhere, the boys finally came to rest on the floor, sitting spraddle-legged and facing away from each other.  Still laughing and gasping for air, Allen flopped onto his back and arched his aching back in delight.

Jake put his head between his legs to get his blood flowing in the right directions again.   
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If this was not all an obsession before, it certainly was after the fly game.  Every day after school, nobody had to suggest something to do, they were inside the cylinder practicing their flight acrobatics.  It was like a video game to them, except they were actually doing the flying.  They got to the point that they didn't even have to think about which way to twist or lunge off of surfaces, or how to hold the hand with the wand in one direction and the other hand extended in another direction, and paddle or swing their hand to make them change position.  They could hold the wand up a little and kick out a foot, moving it rapidly in one direction or another to do a flip in the air, but could not easily change their position within the sphere without changing their altitude, because movement inside the sphere either did nothing or simply started them rotating, which sometimes caused a little sickness.  More than once they came down to puke in the corner.

But soon, the storage room in the cylinder became restrictive, and they began to talk about flying outside, this time without the fears they had before.  They knew they could jump from the ground at any angle they wanted to get their direction, then come back to earth to jump in another direction.  They would be able to fly as far as they wanted as long as they didn't get too high, and they could control their upward movement simply by fine-tuned extensions of a hand or foot or both.  They were ready.

They met at the cylinder and discussed their first “free flight”.

“But somebody might see us.” said Jake.

“Yeah I know.  But we can't do this in the dark... at least not yet.”

Jake knew a field out a distance from any houses that wasn't used for anything but cattle, so that was where they decided to go.  They wore tan pants and shirts to hopefully camouflage themselves from distant eyes and decided to stay as low as possible.

They drove the Kawasaki Mule and took their time so nobody would think much about what they were doing.  When they got to the field, they both dug in their toes and leaned forward, pushing off at about a 45º angle.  They  both knew quite well exactly when to activate their wands so they got the most forward motion without any effect from the lean, which would cause them to  flip as they moved.  

Their first flight was about one hundred feet and was nearly perfect.  As they got 30 or 40 feet in the air, both began “trimming” their altitude by holding the wand upward and their other hand downward.  This had a minimal effect that would allow them to fine-tune the ascent.  They kept most of their forward motion, but had to be careful about the wind friction on their extended hands causing rotation.  Small and gentle motions always.  They already knew they had to counter any wind on both sides, otherwise spins and rotation occurred.   Their normal position was kind of crucifix-like, on their side, with one hand up and one hand down.  If they wanted to descend rapidly, they held both hands over their head so their heavier feet and legs extended beyond the edge of the sphere, because this caused their feet to come down and brought them vertical.  Doing this more than a split second would start them falling rapidly, though and they would hit the ground too hard to be able to jump again with any control.

After about half an hour of what would have looked to an observer as kids on a huge trampoline, they took a break and talked, sipping their energy drinks between sentences.  

“Man, Allen... we rock!”

“Hahah, yeah!” Allen chuckled.

“I just wish I had a way to keep going, so I don't have to jump all the time.  It's the only thing keeping it from feeling like we're really flying.”

“Well maybe it's time to start thinking about that... time to get inventive.”

Jake thought for a few seconds, but obviously had been thinking about this a lot already.  “How about a model airplane motor.”

“Or maybe some kind of spray nozzle.”  suggested Allen.

Both knew this would never do.  Model airplane engines were very loud, and what kind of spray nozzle would make enough thrust to overcome their own inertia, either starting or stopping?

“We need one of those strap-on jet suits... like the army always shows, but they have to overcome gravity...”  Allen not so sure it would even be possible to find anything like that.

“Mrs. Sempowski said, for every action, there is an equal and opposite reaction, so anything that pushes one way, should push the other way also.  We can work with that.  How about we carry a rock and throw it, won't that cause a reaction of some kind?  A big rock.”

Both boys started looking for the proper size rock.  That didn't present much problem in the Utopia area – everyone always said that rocks are the biggest crop in Utopia... they popped out of the ground everywhere.

Each boy selected a softball-sized rock and launched themselves into the air.  Allen trimmed his altitude and then threw the rock with moderate force to one side, making him not only turn slightly, but also started him rotating both horizontally and vertically.  He stuck out a foot to stop the rotation and bring himself back down.

Jake threw his rock behind him, toward his feet, hoping to give himself a burst of speed, but only succeeded in going into a rapid lateral spin.  He also brought himself down.

“Well that was a shit idea.”  Said Jake.

“Yeah not much future in that technique.”  Allen laughed.  It was still fun.

“But it shows we can turn like that.”

“Well I don't like the idea of carrying a bag of damned rocks with me.”  

“Too true.” Said Jake.

The boys lapsed into one of their ponderous pauses.

“Well there has to be a way.  Something simple that we're not thinking of.”  Allen always sure that the simple way is best.

“I know I'd get confused sometime and throw away my wand and be left holding the rock.”  Jake only joking.

“Well that would sure suck!”  Laughed Allen.

Jake kicked off again, this time doing head-over-heels cartwheel spins in the air.  Allen tried to show him up by tucking into a tight ball and spinning very rapidly.  Both boys squealing in delight, landed about a hundred yards apart in dizzy ecstasy.

Then Allen got a new idea.  He stood next to the Mule and jumped toward it, flipping both legs forward as he turned on the device, then kicked himself hard off the front of the Mule.  This sent him almost horizontal over the field, about three feet off the ground.  But he was moving slowly and it didn't seem to result in much that was actually new.  They'd tried this inside the cylinder, but of course that was small so they didn't go far.  As wind friction took effect, Allen went slower and slower until he just got tired of it and put his feet down and he came to a stop, turning off the wand.

“Good landing!” complimented Jake.  “Nice.  Graceful even.”

“How can we motor ourselves, Jake?  We gotta do it.”

No answer from Jake.

After a few more flights and flips, the boys decided that was enough for a day and headed home.  But on the way, Jake had another brainstorm:

“Hey!  What if we sit on the front of the Mule and get up to speed, then flip it on, and you stop the Mule?”

“Yeah... kind of a launch mode.”

“Or even jump as we're going fast?”

“Good idea!  Try now?”

“Hell yeah” 

Allen hit the brakes hard and spun the Mule in a 180.  

“OK let's do it!”

Jake had a sudden moment of sobriety.  “Uh... but we can't stop.  That's kinda fast for no brakes at all.”

“Oh,” said Allen, “yeah that might be a little painful.”

“Yeah we better go back to think mode.”

They turned around again and headed home.

Third Segment – Fast and Flamboyant 
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Jake was dreaming.  He was in school, hovering above everyone in the corridor.  But nobody could see him.  He could move around over everyone's heads, speed past them, turn and go back.  He could reach down and pull a girls' hair and she would scream and grab her head, but had no idea what had happened.

But Jake was lost and confused.  He didn't know where his next class was, and knew he wasn't prepared for whatever assignment he had, and certainly didn't have his books with him.  It was a little vexing to him that nobody even noticed he was there, because he wanted them to know, but still he was having a good time teasing them.

But then suddenly he saw a small window at the end of the corridor and managed to float over to it, climb through, and push out into the outdoors.  He was free.

But then his mother was shaking him, saying “Jake, you're late!  Get up and get dressed for school!”  Jake pulled himself slowly out of his sleepy fantasy and into his real life.

But wait!  He was now living in a fantasy world, but a real one!

Holding all of this inside him was really difficult.  He was about to burst, wanting to tell everyone what had happened... his mom, his dad, his big brother 

