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The Man Who Could Only Be Human
by Shawn Jacobson
“You don’t see this in Omaha,” the barfly said as I poured him a drink with my nonexistent right hand.

“Actually,” the kid said, “I’m from Iowa, just north of Des Moines.”

“Omaha, Iowa, doesn’t matter, all those Eastern cities are the same,” the barfly retorted slurring his words.

“Iowa isn’t Eastern,” the kid replied hotly “and it’s a state, not a city.”
“You ever see a bartender pour a drink with no hands?” the barfly retorted ignoring the kid’s geography correction.

“No,” the kid admitted.

“Well, you see, it’s an Eastern place then.  You only see things like this in the West,” the barfly replied summing up his case.

‘This was so,’ I thought, though I did have to admit that the kid had not responded to my act with the usual mix of wonder, terror, and disbelief that it usually caused in folk new to my establishment.  I gave the kid credit for nerve.  Also, spirit land greenhorns didn’t answer my magic with arguments over geography.

“So,” the kid asked, “what you got in the way of beer that’s good?”

“Try this,” I said bringing him one of the local brews.  “Folk around here like it.”
“Thanks,” he said taking the can and testing the flavor.  “Not bad.”
Silence descended as the customers drank.  Some drinking establishments style themselves nightclubs and add all sorts of other entertainments to what they offer: pinball machines, video games, dance floors with fancy lighting, and whatnot.  Except for a beat-up pool table and a juke box full of old country crying songs, our place just offers drink.  Drinking, done to find a refuge from the misery of a fallen world, is what we do here.

“What brings you out west Mr. Iowa?” I ask.

“Just decided to see the country, check out the scenery,” the kid answered.  Then, “by the way, my name’s Bill.”

“Well Bill,” I answer, “this is as far west as you go unless you cross into the spirit lands.  Crossing into that territory is not something you do lightly.  Many who try wish they hadn’t one so at all.  The spirit folk know how to make you feel unwelcome if they don’t want you around.”

“That could be,” the kid, Bill, answered.  “I’ve not decided to go the whole way yet.”

“Are you working somewhere while you decide?” I ask.

“I got a job over at Falcon Lab,” he said.  “Not real big brain stuff like the learned folk do.  It’s just working with files on computers, stuff like that.”

At this, another man came in, slouching in a mousy way; he seemed the type of man who’d been conditioned to be unsure of himself.

“What kind of beer do you have that’s good?” the man asked.

“We have this local beer that folk around here like,” I say giving him the same kind I’d given the kid.
“Thanks,” the man said taking the offered can.  He slammed down a mighty gulp of the brew.

“Good,” he said drawing the word out.  I got the impression of a man, finally, reaching an oasis, a happy fleeting stop in a desert trek.

“I don’t think I’ve seen you here before,” I said; it was my standard opener for this type of situation.

I don’t get out much,” the man said.  “We kind of live too far from here, up in the hills, for this to be a convenient destination.  I wouldn’t be here except the Mrs. Came into town, had some business at Falcon Lab.  I had her drop me off.”

“You don’t drive then?” the blind man asked from his place at the end of the bar. 
“It’s not exactly that,” the new man replied.  “I guess it works out to the same thing though.  We don’t have many roads where I live.”

Being from these parts helped me do the peculiar math of the west.  I knew that anywhere way up in the hills was spirit folk country which explained way there were not many roads, they didn’t need them.  As for the Mrs. Dropping him off, well, marriages between humans and spirit folk were rare but I knew, from personal experience, that they happened.  The mousy man was learning the hard way that such relationship required a special temperament not common in either peoples.
“It’s been forever since I’ve had the chance to just hang out at a bar, talk to other folk, folk outside my family” the man said.  “I love her dearly but….” The man trailed off.

I let him drink, letting him relax and listen to the music from the old juke box and the buzz of conversation.

“I know the feeling,” the blind man replied.  I used to feel trapped in my wife’s family, before the diverse, before she could no longer bear my burden.

The blind man, I remembered his name was Brian, and the new guy talked, building up a lively conversation about the love that could trap you in its web and the need for occasional escape.  The kid sat there listening with a fierce intensity.

I’d heard the blind man’s story before.  When he’d gotten married, his wife had loved him so that she had not minded the things he couldn’t help with, the driving, the chores that sight dependent appliances had not allowed him to help with, and all the rest.  Then, kids had arrived and dogs, then other pets.  Finally, the burden had become too much.

“She finally got to where she had to let the pet blind guy go,” he’d said in a particularly dark season of his soul.

The men talked on through several beers.  Then the door swung open and a woman came in.  She would have been alien in this place even if her people had come from our world, she was too good, too high in attitude for our establishment.  I got the impression of a being looking down upon us from a height that dwarfed even the great peaks that lifted mightily to the west, as if she were looking down upon us from the stars.  I knew her to be of the spirit people, one who’s understanding of scientific advancement was unimpaired by the humility taught by the religion practiced by the newcomers.  I put up the “T” sign.

“Oh, be careful little mind what you think,” I said for the kid’s benefit.

“What!” he asked.

“Telepath in the house,” I responded.  I used a stirrer to point at the sigh.  “When I have the sign up, it means that someone is here who can read your mind.”
People deal with telepaths in different ways.  Some folk concentrate on happy thoughts; others mumble, hiding their feelings behind a mental fog.  The wisest strive to think nothing at all while the crazier folk leave their thoughts open to the world.

“Is my husband her,” the woman asked.  It was apparent that she was Mrs. Mousy man.  Then, “oh, there you are,” she continued.

“Hi Nary,” he said.  “How did it go at Falcon Lab?”

“Fine,” she replied, “went about as well as could be expected.  The folk I talked to are a bit slow on the uptake, but that’s to be expected.  Your folk don’t have the scientific history that we have.”

“I’m sure you were good at setting them straight,” the man replied.  “You always are.”
“We do what we can,” she said.  “And have you been having a good time?  I hope you didn’t drink too much.”

“He’s been talking to some folk here about life,” I interjected; part of my job is to defend my patrons in the court of family opinion.  “Sometimes, we feel that this is helpful, a chance to relax and talk about our problems in a safe place.  Some folk find it therapeutic.”

“Rather barbaric,” she replied.  “Kind of like the way your kind treat cancer, but I guess that’s to be expected.”

“I’m sure it’s barbaric,” I said, “but we find it relaxing.”
“You sure play rough with emotions,” the kid mumbled barely loud enough to be heard; I cringed at what the lady would say; I had no doubt she’d understood him even if she hadn’t heard his voice.
“Just telling it like it is,” she replied.  “If you’re going to live with Lisbet, you should know how things are.  And you should know,” she continued, “her holy-roller family doesn’t approve of drinking, they just don’t do that.”

At this, the kid through down a bill on the bar; “I’ve got to go,” he said as he bolted out the door.

“You warned him about telepaths,” Mary said, “I heard you.”

“Yeah,” I said.  “You do have to be careful with folk from the east.”
At this, the lady collected her husband and headed out to wherever in the hills they lived.

…

I didn’t expect to see the kid anymore; I even thought he might head back east to more normal surrounding.  So, I was mildly surprised when, two weeks later, he came in the door.

“Sorry about the last time I was here,” he said sitting toward the door end of the bar.  “Did I pay you enough?  I left without asking.”

“More than enough,” I replied.  “In fact, I owe you a couple.”  I did warn you about telepaths; you should have been careful.”

“It’s not that she said anything I was ashamed of or anything like that,” the kid said.  “It’s just, well, I just got scared, thought she might use the mirror on me or something.”

“The mirror?” I asked.  How would you have run into the mirror out in Iowa?”  Then, after a minute’s reflection, “would this have anything to do with Lizbet”?

“Yeah,” the kid said, “I was too close when she used it on this guy in a bowling alley.  The guy, he owned the place, was dishonest, promised things he had no intention of delivering.  That made her mad.  She really let him have it.”
“I see why you’re a little gun-shy of mind games,” I replied.  The mirror was one of the spirit folk’s most powerful therapy tools, but, like most powerful tools, was dangerous when misused, like using a chainsaw to take off a wart.

“Care to tell me the story?” I asked.  I was real curious about how you’d get spirit folk in a bowling alley in Iowa; it’s not something you’d expect.

“This family came to see us bowl,” the kid said.  “Well, not just my dad, just to watch humans bowl, like they were doing research on us humans.  Anyway, Lisbet and I hit it off, we were both about ten at the time, real puppy love stuff, and things happened.”
He continued telling me about his dad almost bowling a perfect game that may, or may not, have been legitimate and about the owner of the bowling establishment who didn’t have enough money to keep his promise to the bowling world.  It was a story full of the alien strangeness more at home here than in the heartland.

“That’s quite a tale,” I said.  “I take it you’re thinking about finding Lisbet,” I continued?

“I’m deeply considering it,” he replied.  “I’ll admit to fear, especially after the last time I was here.”
“I’m told that any worthwhile life involves doing things that scare you to death,” I said.  It’s as close to sagacity as I get.

We fell into silence.  Then, the kid spoke up.

“If it is not overly personal, how did you end up with invisible hands?”

“Playing cowboy,” I replied.  Then, “you probably don’t know what that means.”

“I could guess,” the kid said, “but I’d probably be wrong.”

“To answer in a meaningful way, I first have to say that my dear old dad was one of the spirit folk, more precisely, he was one of the newcomers, a spirit person with religion.  Anyway, mom was human, so, there were things, like levitating, telepathy, and moving stuff around with his mind that mom couldn’t do.  She loved him a lot, but it did get on her nerves not being able to keep up with dad in the race of life, or maybe I’m not saying it right.”

“I think I know what you mean,” the kid said, “kind of like the man who was in here getting away from his wife or the blind guy not being able to do sighted things.”

“I think you understand,” I said.  “Anyway, mom left dad when I was in my teens, just couldn’t deal with it anymore and it was just me and dad.  I couldn’t do the things dad’s folk could do and I didn’t see other humans much then, we lived away from humans, so I felt weird as well as powerless.  A boy that age has his pride, his need to prove himself.”

“So how did that cause the strangeness with your arms,” the kid asked.

“One night, there was a real bad wreck out on the highway, a gas truck slammed into a bus.  There was a fire, and several people got seriously hurt.  Newcomers like dad go in and help when they can, pull people out of the wreckage and such.  I wanted to prove myself, so I tried to help.  Note being able to do the mind magic stuff dad could do, I wasn’t much help.  When I reached into a car to pull out a young lady, I got my arms burnt off.”
“Is that what you mean by going cowboy?” the kid asked.

“Yes,” I said.  “Folk try to do things they can’t to impress the spirit folk, or to prove their worth to themselves; it never ends well.”

“So, OK, you lost your arms, so how do you do your magic show?” the kid asked.

“One of dad’s folk, one of their healers, figured out how I could use my mind to do limited telekinesis.  I guess I had enough of dad’s powers to pull that off, but it took lots of training, mind exercises and a lot of time, for me to make it work.”

“I guess it could have been worse,” the kid said, and I had a feeling that this is what he said when better words weren’t forthcoming.

“True,” I said, “it could have been a lot worse, I’m grateful, and should be more grateful than I am, but…”

“But what,” the kid asked.

“Well,” it’ not that I’m vain but, well, I’m a bit of a freak this way.  I’m never going east for one thing.  I’ll never go see the world like a normal person can, like I wanted to do when I was young; I would just frighten people with the strange way I do things.  Folk out east, well, they just wouldn’t understand.”

“I see what you mean, I think,” the kid said.

We both knew there was nothing left to say, so we let the silence linger as each of us pondered the stories we’d heard.  There is time for silence in bars, and this was it.  This time, the kid left without fear of the strangeness that is found here, unhurried and with a promise to return.
….
The next time I saw the kid, it was Friday evening and the after-work crowd was flowing into the place.  The kid stood out by his youth, most of the younger folk who worked at Falcon Lab gravitated to portals of fun that featured loud music and dancing.  As I’ve said, that’s not the kind of fun we offer.
“I don’t know why I keep coming here,” the kid said to my unspoken question.  “I just feel called to this place, don’t ask me why.  It’s strange,” he continued watching me pour a beer with skilled, if invisible hands; “but then, I guess a lot of strange things happen here.”

“Glad to have you as a customer,” I replied.

We continued discussion calls and callings.  He told me more about growing up in the heartland and I talked about growing up in the edge of humanity.

“I hate to disillusion you,” I said, but strangeness is not that common here.  If it weren’t for the spirit folk and their powers, the place would get boring, and fast.  All you’d see is ranchers chasing cows around the high country.”

“How do the spirit folk do it,” the kid asked, “reading minds, levitating, moving objects without touching them, that stuff?”

“I don’t know,” I answered in all honesty, “I’m not sure they even know, not consciously, not anymore.  The best I can understand it is to say that they finesse quantum particles, quarks and that stuff, that lets them move things and know things in some ways we can’t.  I remember one member of the spirit folk telling me that humans might figure it out in a couple centuries or so…”
“Unless your folk blow yourselves back to the stone age first,” a voice called from the door.

“Hi Gretta,” I said as a short, overly happy, blonde bounced through the door.

“How’re you doing cousin mine?” Gretta asked.

“That’s your cousin?” the kid asked.

“I’m his kissing cousin,” Gretta said.  She levitated over the bar and gave me a big wet one right on the lips.

“I wish you wouldn’t do that,” I told her.  “You’ll frighten away the kid.  And besides, what would your husband think of you jumping about kissing other men?”

“Oh, Ben,” she bubbled, He’s out on watcher duty.  The only thing he’s worrying about right now is whether there’s going to be trouble we’ll have to deal with.  Your people should be more grateful to us for bailing you out of your messes, and more careful with trucks and fire.”

“Did you have to remind me,” I asked.  Gretta was a good kid but careless with her words.

“Sorry,” she said.  Then, “as for the kid, if he’s going west, he’ll have to get a clue about us so that Lisbet won’t have to teach him everything.”

“Understood,” I said, “why don’t you just fly across the bar to the customer’s side and let me put up the telepath sign.”

“Get it,” Gretta said as the “T” sign popped up behind the bar.  By then, the regulars knew to be careful what they thought; they’d all seen Gretta in here enough that they knew how she could be.

“Lisbet has good taste in boys,” Gretta said giving the kid a peck on the cheek.

“Sweet kid,” he replied.  His face had that look of joy that youngsters get with surprise affection.

“No,” Gretta said, “you’re the kid, I’m a kissing cousin.  Here, let me demonstrate,” she said as she gave him another peck.

“Excuse me,” I said, “but thirsty people need their thirst quenched.  I went to attend to unfinished business down the bar.

“I’d love getting a kiss from that cousin,” Ralph said as I reached his stool.

“She isn’t your type Ralph,” I said.

“Why not,” Ralph asked plaintively.

“Well,” I explained, “for one thing, she’s a lemonade person and you’re a vodka person.  Speaking of vodka, you look like you’re ready for another.”
Ralph was one of our steadier regulars.  Like most of the customers here, he had more experience than joy in life.  He had fought in two wars, one in Europe and another, uglier, war in his bedroom.  On good days, he told me about how blessed he was that the European campaign had left him unscathed.  It was the one blessing that he mentioned.

As I poured Ralph his vodka, I noticed a darkening in the mood of the place, as if something had cast a shadow over all of us.

“I have to go,” Gretta said no longer bubbly, “I’ll settle with you later.”

As she hurried out I got a sense of trouble, crumbled metal, then fire.  I knew what must have happened.  Ben must have spotted an accident----I’d guess it was nasty--as part of his watching duties and spirit folk were rallying to help the first responders.

The kid, somehow sensing what I’d sensed, rose from his seat.

“Stay right here kid,” I said.  “This is for those who know what they’re doing and for those with the power to help.”

Judging me to have the right of it, the kid sat back down.

“You might want another beer kid,” I said.  “When folk get back from this, they’re not likely to be in a good mode.

The crowd didn’t get any larger that night as it usually does on a Friday.  It was as if folk knew there was something scary bad going on and they wanted no part of it.  I kept serving drinks.  Ralph, who had no desire to return to the only other place he could call home, stayed on.  As did the kid, who seemed compelled to stick this out.  A few other regulars hung around, tough people who knew hardship and felt that they could handle anything.  What happened later that night tested even their resolve.

It was just a bit before closing time when Gretta came back with Ben and some of the emergency workers.  As I had expected, she was not her usual happy self.

“What happened,” I asked though I felt I might not want the answer.

“Bad wreck,” one of the emergency workers said.  “There were ten cars and a truck, a real chain reaction mess.  Then one of the cars caught fire.”
“Were you able to get the people out,” the kid asked.

“Got all the folk who were in the cars out,” the emergency worker said, but there was one fatality.”

Just as I wondered how you’d get a fatality other than the folk in the cars, I heard, as much in my head as with my ears, a plaintive cry.

“He went cowboy,” she wailed, “my husband, he went and played cowboy.”

‘The mousy man who’d been at the bar,’ I wondered.  ‘Yep, that was his wife wailing, Mary I thought her name was.’
Mary came in the door wailing with the sort of anguish that no special power can overcome.  If I’d doubted her love for her husband, I surely didn’t doubt it now.
“He just charged right on in there,” she said, “just ignored everyone who told him to stop.  I couldn’t stop him.  I was busy helping others, that took everything I had.  Why did he do it?”

I could have told her how feeling like a lower form of life can slowly drive you crazy, making you do crazy things, but this was not the time for answers, just for grief, and for the realization that if I had not backed off at the last minute on a similar wreck all those years ago that I too might be dead rather than a no-armed bartender.
…

After that, Mary became one of our regulars.  She took to drinking to drown the sorrow of that night no longer considering this way to deal with misery barbaric.  She tried all the beers we carry and most of the mixed drinks I knew how to make.  She drank while she played old country crying songs on the juke box.  She chose the old sad songs, songs about love gone wrong and lives wasted, songs about drinking, prison, and death, songs with wailing steel guitars that cried with the anguish of angels cast from heaven, songs to kill the loneliness of misery, if not the misery itself.

“I was helping Ben watch for trouble that night,” Mary said letting out the horror within.  “I dropped him off at Jephro’s, I’m sure you’ve heard of the place.”

“Yes,” I said.  I’d heard of Jephro’s.  it was a big nightclub favored by the younger crowd.  It offered all the entertainments that we didn’t.  It was also, unfortunately, close to the crash site.  He must have heard the crash and felt he could prove his worth by riding to the rescue.  I knew that folly, as I’ve said, I’d done it myself.

“You couldn’t know,” I said.  “Not even your people, for all they know, can tell the future.”
“I should have known it was possible,” she said. “He came out here as part of the cowboy army, the big one a dozen or so years ago.”

I know what a cowboy army was.  From time to time, someone would stir up the unhappy people who lived in Dodge City or similar places.  They’d tell the folk that their misery was caused because they’d been cheated out of their manifest destiny, that their lives would be better if they could restore the universe written of in those old Zane Grey novels.  The folk would get all worked up and storm out here to drive the spirit folk back where they came from.
Once they got here, and once a few people paid the price for their folly, the would-be riders of the purple sage would come to their senses and scurry back east.  Mary’s husband though, apparently, he hadn’t scurried.

“He got separated from the rest in the confusion of battle,” Mary said picking up on my thoughts.  “We found him wandering in the hills.  We took him in.  In time, he came to like, or at least respect us, and I came to love him.  I loved his spirit, his exultant pride….”

“His cowboy pride?” I asked.

“Yes,” Mary said.  “That’s why I should have left him at home.”  
When she said that, the memory of being less than the others I knew, needing to be kept away from danger, cut through me with the residual pain of my childhood a crazy part of my wants to join a cowboy army when I hear such talk.  I left to attend to other customers; Mary had the good sense to leave the subject be.

I don’t believe that time heals all wounds, but I do believe that enough of it blunts the pain.  In time, Mary stopped drinking and started asking question.  She asked Ralph about life in a hostile marriage.  She asked Andrew, one of our regulars about how he’d persisted after the untimely death of his wife.  She asked the blind man about blindness the failure of his marriage.  And you can bet she had questions for me.
“Why did you rush in to help with the wreck where you lost your arms,” she asked.  She really wanted to know was why I had lived.  I could answer both questions.

“I felt useless.  My dad and all his family could do all the great things your folk can do, but mom and I, we were just human, no talent, no magic, we were never involved with the important work of the family.  Mom couldn’t take it; she headed back east.  She’s working in some big company in Kansas City, at least that’s the last I heard.”

“As for me,” I continued, “I was too young to leave.  So, I remained here.  There were not a lot of other mere humans that I knew, so I felt weird as well as helpless.  Anyway, when the big wreck happened, I thought this was my big chance to be important.  I probably would have died to, but I was a coward.  I pulled away when I saw my arms burning, burning into useless stumps that had to be removed.  Sometimes, in dark moments, I think I would have been a better man if I’d not backed out, even if I’d died.”
“Mary also went to church for answers.  I found out about it from Brian, the blind guy.  He was sitting in the bar one Monday afternoon, relaxing after work when he told me about it.

“the strangest thing happened at church yesterday,” he said.

“What would that be,” I asked.  I figured I’d have to be crazy strange to top the things I’d seen.

“Well,” he said.  “The one thing that bugs me about church is how they have the hymns up on this big screen in the front of the sanctuary.  I can’t see the words to sing along.  Well, today I could.  It was like the words popped into my mind, like someone was speaking the words into my head.  Then, after the service, I bumped into the lady, you know, the one who lost her husband in that wreck a few weeks ago.  Anyway, she asked me how I liked knowing the words.”

“Neat,” I said.  It was one of those little kindnesses that can be a light in a dark place.  The spirit folk never go in for things like giving a blind guy his sight back, I guess they feel that is too much like interfering.  Their way is to help folk work around their problems, like being someone’s eyes at opportune times.
From then on, Mary and Brian were regular partners in the bar.  They had some deep discussions about life, life without sight, life with magic, and the things common to everyone, things that transcended magic and abilities.  I tried to pick up on the discussions, but there were other customers to serve and other troubles to hear.  It is the nature of my job that you jump from one man’s crisis to another as you move down the bar.

One day, the couple came in both upset, moving to take their orders, I was struck by how they both ordered beer; it was the first time they’d ordered something strong in several weeks.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.  It was a question dumb as they come but you must open the conversation somehow.

“Church,” they answered almost in unison.

“What happened?” I asked, again, not a smart conversational gambit but it would get an answer.

“We’re told not to come to church anymore,” Brian said.

“Not precisely,” Mary amended, we were told to stop disturbing the congregation.”

“What,” I said, “did you levitate in the service, read the pastor’s mind and tell the congregation about his secret affair, what?”
At this point, my imagination was a fount of possibilities, each more bizarre than the last.
“The church would be better off if the pastor had an affair,” Mary said.  “It would remind him of his need for grace.”  Mary continued.  “It’s just that, they know I’m talking to him with my mind and, well, the very idea frightens them.  They don’t quote that bit in The Bible about not suffering a witch to live, but they think it.  They mutter it when they think I can’t tell.  There are even some old biddies that think we rig the church bingo games, as if we’d bother.”

“The point is, we’re leaving,” Brian said.  “I just don’t want to be there anymore.  It used to be a place of peace, no longer.”

I broke my personal rule against drinking on duty; we shared a toast to churches well left and to finding the right religion.

…..

It wasn’t long after that when I saw Mary and Brian for the last time.  I had my assistant spell me for a while and took a break out behind the bar.  From time to time, I like just looking up at the mighty mountains imagining all the mysteries that flourish on the other side.  It is one of my few chances to dwell upon the wonders of the spirit lands just over the range.
In the distance, I saw what, at first glance, looked like a witch on a broomstick, and stranger still, it was a two-headed witch.  Then, I did a double-take; what had looked like a broomstick was really a cane, the kind Brian used, and the people riding it were Mary and Brian.

“I guess they’re going to try it, the kid said looking over the big rock garden to the west.  “Do you think they can make it work?”

“I honestly don’t know,” I replied.  “Even spirit folk can’t predict the future, and all I am is a half-breed bartender with no hands.”

“It won’t be easy,” Gretta said as I wondered how she had snuck up on me.  “They’ll have issues; they come from such different places.  Even people who are alike fail in marriage,” she said as I thought of Ralph.

“So, what do you think can help?” I asked.

“Grace,” Gretta replied, “grace given and received without the need to earn it.  That’s the one thing that will work.”

“That kind of grace exists? The kid asked.

“It exists,” Gretta said, “though it’s hard to find.”  Then she continued, “the ability to give and receive grace the kind of skill that will make you welcome in the west.”

“They look like they’re having fun,” the kid said as he pointed to the couple soaring towards the mountains.
“Sure does,” Gretta said, “Let’s try it?”

“Sure” the kid said, then “whee!” as Gretta levitated him into the air.  They started their own air-born tour of the rock garden.

“Man! what a ride!” the kid said when they had come down to the ground.  “That was something.”
“My marriage was fun once to,” Ralph said as he popped out of the bar to see what was happening.  “I remember feeling so high that I thought we were flying.”
Later, the kid was heading out the door for the last time.

“Hay!” I said, “you forgot something.”  I used my invisible hand to wave the book he’d left on the bar.

“Thanks,” the kid said, “I wouldn’t have wanted to leave that, it’s my diary.  When I decided to go west, I felt a calling to write the whole adventure down, put the wonders of the journey on paper, keep a record of it all.”
“Sounds good,” I said.  “I hope you didn’t say anything bad about me in there.”
“No,” the kid said, “you’ve been great, a guy you can talk to.”

“hey,” I said, “that’s part of the job, along with serving drinks and performing magic.”

“That sure was a wonder,” the kid said, “but I’m sure I’ll see even more wonderous stuff once I cross the mountains.”

I had no doubt that he’d experience wonderful things.  Would that be enough to sustain him through the trials of life with someone from a different world?  I didn’t know.  As I’ve said, all I am is a half-breed bartender; predicting the future is not within my power.  I did recon that this sort of quest was worthy of being pursued, even if the ultimate end of it all was failure; that was one of those things common to us all regardless of where our folk come from.

“Good luck,” I said wishing I had a hand to wave.

“Thanks,” the kid said, and I knew the spirit lands, with all their mysteries, would draw him onward.
I went to the door wishing I could salute his great adventure.  I settled for watching him head out into the west.

