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As a child Thomas always dreamed about catching the sun. When he was a 
baby he would reach his arms up and try to pluck it from the sky. As he grew 
older, the boy lost himself in myths: he wanted to drive Helios’ chariot, fly with 
Icarus, and battle along side the Sol Invictus. It wasn’t until he got older that he 
began to get more realistic. He put away his childish books and in their place 
found tomes on physics, planetary cycles, and the cosmos. He studied hard, 
harder than most. He got degrees and platitudes. He discovered planets and 
learned how to predict solar flares. His two feet were planted firmly on the 
ground but his mind was constantly among the stars. 

But always in the back of his mind he dreamed about catching the sun. It is a 
gas giant that weighs 330,000 times the weight of the earth. It burns brighter 
than every single light on earth if they were all pointed at the same spot. It is five 
times hotter that molten lava. And yet still Thomas dreamed about holding the 
flaming orb in his two hands.

It was an impossibility. As a lifelong scientist, one of the greatest minds in his 
field, Thomas knew the dreams he held were ludicrous. It was a childish fantasy 
so foolish that he had never confided it to anyone. But still it drove him mad. 
The older he got, the more time he spent imagining his hands cupped around the 
beautiful yellow ball. 

One evening as Thomas sat in his observatory reliving his dream, he trained 
his telescope on the setting sun. He was not usually foolish enough to look 
directly at the sun but his reverie drove him to lower the scope and view his 
desire for himself. It was a magnificent sunset, purples and oranges clashed 
across the sky and the burnt orb sunk towards the horizon. As Thomas watched, 
the sun inched its way out of sight. In the final moments of sunlight a flash lit up 
the sky, pouring down the telescope lenses straight into Thomas’ eye. It was the 
proverbial and literal spark that started Thomas’ brain. 

For three whole months Thomas watched the sunset through the telescope. 
Despite the rapid loss of vision, Thomas swore that every night at sunset he 
could see a flash. The more he studied, the more Thomas understood what he 
was seeing. It was not the last rays of sunlight desperate for release nor an errant 
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solar flare. It did not act like either of those. What it looked like more then 
anything else was a reflection. Like a piece of metal catching the light. 

Thomas approached this thought scientifically. It was possible that the 
sunlight was hitting a building in its final moments. Maybe his telescope was in 
the exact place to catch this reflection? So he tried moving his telescope. But still 
he saw the flash. Maybe it was an unknown planet, so close to the sun that it 
was hidden by the sun’s brightness? So Thomas calculated the gravitational pull 
of the planets and objects in the solar system but found no trace of a missing 
planet. Theory after theory Thomas tried to prove but none of them yielded any 
results. There was one question that kept nagging him to which he could not 
find a reasonable answer: why could he see the flash and no one else? He had 
asked colleagues, friends, and family to help in his search for the flash but no 
one could see it. Only him. And the deeper he delved into partial physics and 
string theory the more he felt like he was on the wrong track. There were only 
two reasonable explanations: he was seeing something flash in the sun that no 
one else could see or he was crazy.

He had two paths set in front of him now: Thomas could retire from science, 
enjoy a quite life away from his career, potentially move into a sanitarium that 
specializes in those who see things. Or he could throw away his entire scientific 
reputation to chase an imaginary flash. That night he went online and booked a 
ticket.


