
Skydiving 

by Janice Mayo 

The pilot signals with a yellow light that we’re near the jumping-out-point.  

The instructor positions himself behind me, hooks onto my harness, giving it a 

hard yank which makes my shoulders dip.  Without thinking, I bring my hand up 

and touch the place where my left breast used to be.  You’ve heard people 

who’ve lost a limb say they can still feel it?  Well, I can’t feel my breast but I wish 

it were there instead of the foam falsie I have stuffed inside a bra designed to 

make me look normal like other women.  Soon I will have a second surgery to 

insert a silicone bag filled with saline.  After that, I won’t have to pretend; I will 

be a Holiday Barbie with all accessories included – except I will be the one 

marked down for quick sale.  The advertisement will read, “Missing one areola 

but still possesses a faux breast to hold onto.”  I smile to think Barbie and I will 

then have something in common; we will both be plastic. 

My surgery was damned hard but not as hard as the first time I looked into 

a mirror and saw the dark pink incision slashing midway across my chest, 

stapled in a neat row.  That’s when the tears came.  I’ve heard it said freefalling 

is as close as a person can get to experiencing death without actually dying.  I 

don’t agree.  For me, being near death is having an intimate chunk of one’s body 

removed in a sterile room by a near total stranger.  The only thing I can think of 

that would be more terrifying would be living through it without anesthesia.  

Later, after an unemotional med tech used a staple puller on me and the 

incision had eventually grown together forming a long scar, an unexpected shift 

began to take place inside me.  I began to sense a type of power that replaced 

my loss, replaced the self-centered ideology that beauty was the essence of my 

being.  In retrospect, this ordeal has made me feel freer and with that freedom I 

gave myself permission to be daring, to try things I never tried before – like 

today. 

The instructor goes over the guidelines with me again, shouting them in 

my ear.  I nod that I understand and wipe sweaty palms against my thighs before 

I figure out its useless; the suit’s nylon material is water resistant.  The hard 



jittering hum of the man-made machine grips the soles of my feet, spreading up 

into my legs before centering in my core.  In response, my heart beats faster to 

keep rhythm with the engine’s vibrations.  I wonder if the jump instructor’s skills 

will live up to all the money I’ve spent.  I hope so; no refunds on this trip. 

These thoughts push at my conscience as his warm, moist breath 

massages the back of my neck.  We wait for the green light to flash on and I feel 

his lean muscular frame push flush against me like he is my lover.  If I were a 

man, I would have an erection . . . but one solitary stiffened nipple will have to 

suffice for my woman-body.  I brace myself, gingerly inhaling the intense cold air 

pouring in from a hole in the side of the plane where a door should be but isn’t. 

Staring through goggles into blue thin air and knowing I look like some 

kind of bug, instinctively I understand that I’m ready to face the sky, the wind.  A 

deep lusty laugh spontaneously rises out of me for the first time in a long time; it 

feels good.  I no longer think of the many yesterdays or the unknowable 

tomorrows, I just know it’s good to be alive, right now, in this infinite moment 

and I let go. 

Maybe plastic Barbie and I don’t have anything in common after all. 


