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This is an allegory of the battle between the immortal dream and the temporal world. Every dream has an 

associated cost. Saints hardly ever marry; to reach aspirations, they have to sacrifice worldly concerns 

like individual love for a greater love. For better or worse, I'm no saint but being an idealistic dreamer at 

times, I'm hoping to capture some of their spirit in this simple story. 

 

My scholar's robes swished back and forth across the stone floor giving off a silent display of impatience 

mirroring my mood. The pendulum chime at the corner of the workshop showed that there's still ten 

minutes to the hour but that seemed like an eternity to me. 

 

Today was to be the start of a glorious period of my life; it is also the end of a long painstaking period of 

my life. In the season of life, I will have passed into the glorious state of summer where the blue sky and 

white clouds will give me boundless freedom. This is not allegorical for today I will have finished the 

Dandelion. 

 

Five years of ingenuity and hard work and we have finally done it. Our shared dream of flight will finally 

take flight, if you'll excuse the pun, once the last component arrives and the ornithopter completed. 

 

DONG! DONG! The ding-dong of the pendulum was punctuated by the opening of the door. In came the 

most intelligent if not also most beautiful lady in the known world. Her blue and purple robes gave an air 

of impatience as she approached. 

 

Ciela reached into her robe and held out a sparkling gem. It shone with an unnatural brilliance that even 

the glass mirror in the sunlit room failed to match. I realized that I knew what it was and exclaimed, "A 

soul catcher!" 

 

"Indeed," Ciela corrected. "With a worthy soul soon-to-be in place I can finally fly." 

 

"Don't you mean we?" I laughed and said. "No need to be egoistical at this stage." 

 

"There was no mistake," Ciela said with eerie calm as she slowly approached me. 

 

When I saw the knife it was already too late. There was a silent slash and then I saw my reflection in the 

mirror falling. That was me with my throat cut, my mind thought with alarming disbelief. I struggled to 

ask why but what actually came out was a bubble of blood and spit. 

 

"I have always loved flight more than I loved you," Ciela replied guessing my inquiry. "And you are a 

worthy soul for this dream to bear fruit for out of all in the kingdom, I have seen that only the soul of you 

or I are fit to power this flight." 

 

I tried to say that I would never do the same to her but once again nothing came out. She guessed my 

thoughts and continued, "If you say you'll never do the same to me, that's only because you're foolish 

enough to willingly throw away an immortal dream for temporal love. Know that whatever love I felt for 

you never for a fraction of a second could compare with the love I felt for what's up there." 

 

My life was slipping away and there was nothing I could do. My last thought which never found voice 

was "I love you and always will". She must have sensed that for when she turned away there was a hint of 

sadness and the trace of a tear. 


