Wings

By Sienna Newcastle

In my dream I'm flying over a city at night. The "downtown" skyscraper area is to my left. On the right, where buildings are low, sits a conspicuous office-building type tower, kinda space-age looking. I bank to the right and glide for the tower, my wings catching thermals to keep me aloft with little effort. I have no clue where I am, but I beleive I can find out if I land somewhere. 

There is a balcony and an open sliding door on the side of the tower. I land on the concrete edge, and take a close look at my wings. Batlike and reticulated, they open out a foot longer than my arms will reach. When folded up they go from just above my head to below my knees. No feathers, just silky brown fur that matches my hair. I would have liked to have feathers rather than fur.  But at least it matches.

As I step through the sliding glass door, the wings become a soft furry cloak with a hood, dark brown, soft and comfy. I found myself standing in an ornate temple, a conglomerate of many different elements, all done in gold filagrie and red velvet. With a slight shock, I recognized my altar items on the central dias. 

Wait a minute...was I supposed to perform a ritual here? I'm not prepared! I look around, but no other people are present. All four elemental altars are set up, though, and the candles were all lit. Someone had just been here. 

I walk to the central dias and examine the altar items. No, they are not mine, they are imposters, set up to look like my statuary, my athame, my crystal. A trap maybe? The whole deal feels sinister, like I've been set up. But wait one piece IS mine...the obsidian egg. I take it off the altar, put it in my pocket, feeling good about getting it back in my posession. 

I turn around to fly away before someone finds me and makes me come up with a ritual at a moment's notice, and/or explain why the egg is off the altar. I hear voices on the other side of the door and I panic, trying to get my cloak to turn back into wings. I get out of the room and am standing on the balcony, flapping my cloak, trying to figure out what magick turns it back into wings. 

I look over my shoulder to see 3 of my fellow priests, all very tall males, rushing into the room. For some reason, I don't want them to know I've even been there. I certainly don't want them to catch me, but I'm only vaguely aware that there is a sinister overtone to all of this. 

I take a leap of faith and dive off the balcony, still unsure if I've got a brown fuzzy cloak or a set of wings.... I fall until I wake up.


I wrote down the dream,  jumped out of bed and started the water in the shower, got a cup of coffee, and returned to the bathroom just as the hot water heater got it's act together.


As the shower door slid closed, there was a sharp pain in my shoulder blade.  I looked over my shoulder, and there was a brown furry wing, caught between the metal frame and the glass shower door.  I opened the door and the pain subsided.  I found I could pull the wing into the shower stall with me by stepping sideways and wiggling my shoulder.  


Great.  I've got wings.  How was I supposed to hide them?  Or even get them in the car?   This day was not starting off well.


The wings continued to get in my way as I tried to dress and get on with my breakfast.  Oddly enough, when I put my sweater on, fully expecting the wings to be bulky things under the sweater, they popped out through the fabric and were visible as if there were holes cut for them.  At that point I began to realize that my reality was going to be a little flexible again today.  I just hoped nobody else would notice them. 


Luckily, if anyone noticed the wings on my back, they didn't say anything to me.    I got them caught in the car door.  I got them bent in the bathroom stall.  They trailed through the napkin and salt counter in the cafeteria.  I felt them knock off the water bottle on the desk behind me.  I never turned around to acknowledge anything, I just kept doing my thing, oblivious to the weirdness behind me.


But I couldn't concentrate all day either.  I almost missed several turns while driving, left important things behind, and forgot to return phone calls.  These wings were terribly distracting, and I was entirely drained of energy by the end of the day.  All I wanted was some "down" time.


After eating a slightly burned dinner, I found myself kicking back in front of the good ol' television set with a drink in my hand, forgetting the lesser hassles of the day.  The wings, I found, were most comfy when I sat in the center of the sofa and stretched them out along the back in both directions.  Ahhh.  Day's end.


During a break in the show, I took a good close look at the wings.  The day had taken it's toll on them; a bit torn here and there, a little bruised, maybe even a bit bent.  They still looked capable of flight, but they also looked kind of fragile. I seriously wished they would go away before dawn.  It didn't help when they dragged on the floor when I got up to pour the second drink.  


Before midnight, I found myself dozing on the couch.  


I'm flying over the city, my wings barely making a sound.  At the center of all the rush and lights of the city night, I find a tall tower, and aim toward it.  There is a balcony window conveniently placed for my entry.  I land and fold up my wings, which become a hooded robe behind me.  As I walk into the room, I recognize it as a Temple I was in a long time ago.  I know I am expected to perform a ceremony here, but as I look around, the place is empty, and there is no clue as to which ceremony I am to perform.   


Not knowing what I am supposed to do, I decide I should leave this place before someone finds me here and insists that I perform this unknown ceremony; I do not want to be forced to improvise last minute.  I go to the balcony, but the robe refuses to become wings again.  I hear voices at the door, and begin to panic.  Three high Priests I know, all of them large men, come through the door, shouting my name, and I realized that they were looking for me all along.   I believe it will only take a moment for the wings to "click in."  On a leap of faith, I jump from the edge of the balcony anyway, and begin to fall....  


I wake up to find that the wings have gotten stuck in the couch cushions.  Battling gravity and the sofa designer's idea of comfort, I finally sit up and realize that I feel horrible.  The TV is still on, newscasters giving another rainy forcast.  I click it off and decide that caffeine is what I really need.  As I make my way to the kitchen, I trip over the left wing, which is drooping and dragging on the floor around my feet.  I make an attempt to straighten them out, and manage to get a cup of coffee in me before they get in my way again.


An ordinary trip to the hardware store turned into a fiasco when I realized that the wings were just going to keep tripping me up.  I tried to keep them pulled in close to my body, but they wouldn't stay there.  I promised myself I would call a friend who was a healer at the end of the day, but getting through all the household projects I had planned would be a challenge.


Finally at the end of another grueling day, the wings looked even more worse for wear.  I called my friend, who came over with a bottle of wine.  To my surprise, she noticed the wings immediately, and also the condition they were in.


"Looks to me like those wings are too big for you," she said, checking out the wings. 


"What do you mean?"  I asked.  


"Well, it's like using a sword for surgery. Its over kill.  You don't need huge wings like this."  


I contemplated her answer while I let her work some healing energy on the wings.  What kind of wings did I really need?


The next day the wings were still there. I was still dragging them behind me.  I was still having problems keeping them off the floor.  They still felt as if they were weighing me down.  When I went to bed that night, it took me forever to get comfortable with the wings digging into the mattress.


I'm flying over the city, my wings catching silent thermals.  I find a tall tower, and aim toward it.  I land on the balcony window and fold up my wings, which become a hooded robe.  As I walk into the room, I recognize it as my own temple from the last house I lived in.  I know I am expected to perform a ceremony here, but as I look around, the place is empty, and there is no clue as to which ceremony I am to perform.   


I decide I should leave this place before someone finds me.  I go to the balcony, but the robe refuses to become wings again.  Three High priests come through the door, shouting my name.  I panic and start toward the window, but the men catch up to me and grab me by the arms, by the legs, around the waist.  Without saying a word, they hoist me to the balcony and toss me into the night sky.


The robe refuses to become wings again.  I spread it out behind me as I begin to fall….


I woke up with a start.  The bed was shaking, as if I had just fallen into it.  I looked at the clock; 8 am.  Trying to get out of the bed, I rolled over on my wings, and found myself struggling to get off of them again.  I felt awful, like I had been partying all night.  


Dragging myself to the phone, I held the receiver in my hand, wondering who I would call for something like this.  I called my healer friend, who, of course, didn't answer that early in the morning.  With uncertainty, I dialed the number of one of the High Priests who had been in my dream.  He was awake, and politely listened to the whole story without saying a word.  Finally I asked "So what do you think I should do?"



"Sounds like all you need is courage," he said. That hit home with me as I contemplated the courage to fly. The courage to do what I needed to do on the fly.  Courage to stand up for my needs, not for the needs of others.  


But all I said was "Oh," and hung up the phone without another word.


I crawled back into my bed, laying on my side and flinging the wings out behind me.  I fell back into my dreamworld immediately.


I'm flying over the city, my wings catching silent thermals.  I land on the balcony window of a tall tower and fold up my wings into  a hooded robe.  As I walk into the room, I recognize it as my own current temple.  I know I am expected to perform a ceremony here, and I decide that I can face that challenge if  it comes.   


I hear voices in the hall, and the door opens suddenly.   The 3 priests come through the door, shouting my name.  I panic and start toward the window, but the men catch up to me and grab me by the arms, by the legs, around the waist.  Without saying a word, they hoist me toward the balcony and prepare to toss me over the edge.


"Wait!" I yelled.  "Stop!  Put me down!"  The men stop and gently set me down.  "I'll fly when I'm damn good and ready!"  I told them.  I retreat a few steps, gather my courage, then, with a running leap, I jump off  the end of the balcony and into the night sky.


I spread my wings and fly away. 
