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On the Wings of Dreams

I needed a place to sleep.

I could still run but I couldn’t run forever, and sooner or later these legs would no longer jump, no longer clamber and climb, and no longer hold up a torso exhausted from exertion. This ocean bred human flesh was not made for such flights of sudden escapes, but I struggled onwards putting as much distance between myself and the portside city as possible.

A nestling of huts pretending to be a village waved out an early morning welcome to me from behind some rushes that lined a bank to my left. I scrambled over the soggy ground, feet dragging up clumps of mud and refusing to shake them away when solid ground was hit again; hands clasped at extended arms trying to keep me upright saving me from falling into the wetlands and drowning in my final breaths.

I tried not to think: squinting my eyes and shaking my head to avoid the splashes of water slapping at my face as though I really was responsible for what had happened, and I really deserved this punishment that I was running from. But I couldn’t believe it. I had made considerable ground between myself and my pursuers – if in fact they were still pursuing at all: I knew too well that they cared less for me than the person I had chosen to spend some stolen moments with. The port and my shore leave troubles were behind me, this village with shelter ahead begging me to rest.

Dawn pestered the sky with light but silence from all huts heard not a whisper of my dragging feet as I stumbled into the bronze handle of a wooden door not caring about what was on the other side. I pushed at its locked boards, shaking hut shavings from the high roof top. I had to get in. What was behind the door, I didn’t care, but there must be a way to rest in there. A window higher than my outstretched arms to the side of the overgrown hut grabbed my attention. It seemed like an opening that allowed air and sunlight to filter down into the room. There was some hesitation. I wasn’t so sure if I had the strength left in me, but had to take a chance. I backed up a few strides, took two deep breaths, pretended I was on the deck of a ship again and had to take a running jump up the main mast, and let myself go, feet sprinting and then leaping, hands clawing at the mud-dried walls while my feet began to make climbing efforts. I managed to get a hand gripping on the sill of the opening above me. It was enough to drag myself up and hang halfway through.

I looked in and what little morning light there was trying to creep in past my body allowed me to see the faint outline of sacks and piles of stock comforting each other like a mattress on a bed it seemed. I had lucked upon a storeroom and knew I could find rest in there, at least temporarily, if not longer before the villagers woke for their daily chores.

Heaving myself through, I fell down doing a casual somersault in the air and landing heavily on the floor below, buckling at the knees and falling against a sack on an outstretched elbow. I was ready to let go of my senses then and there, but spotted a trapdoor covered beneath some pellets to my right. I looked up at the slowly brightening sky through the window and then back down at the trapdoor knowing full well that I would be much safer down there where the air was cooler, and with less chance of being disturbed. I crawled over, shifting the pellets to lift the trapdoor wide enough to fit my body through, grabbed at the bottom pellet to keep its weight on the trapdoor boards and snuck under, slipping my arm through as the door slammed shut over me, the pellets bouncing on top as though they hadn’t been moved at all.

The air below was dank. Mildew threw faint threats around like a boastful child expecting attention but receiving none. I found some dry sacks of rice and some hay as padding, began to kneel my aching body down, but fell directly into the makeshift bed, eyes wandering over the sackcloth before accepting that this point of view was far beyond argument and taking that as a sign to close my eyes.

Darkness and I slept a troubled marriage.

*  *  *
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MAD FEET RAN AFTER me in their frenzy of righteousness, hardened leather souls rapping their tap dance against the stone laid streets. 

Again I was stumbling but this time amongst tables and chairs that dared to slow me down. Marketers who wanted compensation for my desperate fleeing that tumbled their wares threw rotten produce but my feet were too nimble and not yet strained by the exertion of distance and time. I was able to leap side to side, dodging, from wall to wall, scaling outstretched poles to swing past windowsilled rooms where lovers’ sweating moans of ecstasy were momentarily interrupted by this scurrying beast of a fugitive.

I scurried onwards, sometimes on four limbs, fingers clawing at whatever drainage passed by me to give me purchase and my trail trained feet an extra springboard to launch myself further from the pursuers.

I knew I was increasing the distance between us. I could feel it. The immediate past was no longer a baggage of loathing weighing me down, but a misbegotten rampage of wrongful accusations that had turned happiness into a prosecuting jury. I was leaving it behind. I could feel it.

Muscles grew into tight bridges across my shoulders, fanned deep ridges down my back, bulked an already strong torso into a powerful blood and air reservation tank. Thoughts of tears and frightful cries, lobbying shouts and fingers pointing, faded into a watercolour painting that I barely noticed passing me by as I made haste over rooftops lit only by a perfect glow from above.

I looked up. The brightness was so close. I could touch it. As I ran, I reached my smooth aerodynamically inclined arms upwards, feeling the simple motion grow strength and power out from my back. A rush of cool air suddenly slid down my legs pushing thatched roofs away from me. My hands reached towards the circular brightness in a desperate bid to put more and more distance between myself and everything that was wrong about what I was leaving below. I heard shots, knowing what it meant: that the frustration of not being able to catch their accused was being taken out on some other helpless sap in the wrong place at the wrong time just so the authorities could hold an example of justice-met up to their obedient citizens. I could play hero or I could run to live another day.

I didn’t look back. I shook my head, stopped caring, aimed upwards.

Silver wings clipped the moon bright sky. My ascent into night was a promiscuous flight of unadorned decadence. I had no need for the world of sorrows and injustices I left behind. Gone it fell into the ether of the twilighted void.

I flew.

Onwards towards the moon, my wings clambering against thinning air, dew freezing into blue-tinged lips, nostrils spluttering out their last icicles of breath. My once heathen skin smoothed off into a sleek film that no longer relied on conversing with oxygen and a pressurised surrounding.

Starlight sparkled in the heavens above and I felt only freedom pursuing me now, waiting to catch me and dance midnight steps among the stars. Here we would not run, we would not cower, we would not hold our hands up in some kind of wanton defence idolising a beggar’s stance to portray innocence as a virtue worth forgiving. We would only twirl through the glorious rays of reflected light against a canvas billions of years wide.

Darkness gathered me up in her arms, caressing my fading thoughts into a forgotten sleep; I was a free individual breaking away and piercing the glory of the outer-limits.

I hovered, for a moment, over white dust dunes and crevices, and cliff faces that hid old sailing ships in their shadows: once proud masts peaked out to taunt the scorching rays of sunshine that blistered the surface. Resting in my lazy orbit I plucked an old Galleon from its dry grave and turned it in my hand as though it were encased in a bottle, a captain eyeing up his endeavour. The ship swam across my palm, winds inflating the sails, rigs creaking, and little wee me, one deck hand amongst many, running and dodging backwards and forwards on orders eventually lost to the spitting winds. Too many waves, too many gusts, too many misheard commands, the ship nearly capsizing in
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