
William is sitting quietly on his large elaborate bed with Oran 

mended canopies, richly-embroidered hangings and soft featherbed under 

the fine lineal sheets which he got at the flea market in the little town 

which is 1 hour drive from downtown. When he saw this bed first time, 

he had a strong feeling that the bed was his. He is thinking about the 

dream which was about a young earl same age as his. He keeps having 

this weird dream since he is only 5. When he grew up, he found himself 

and the earl had looked the same. At that time, he knows he has been 

dreaming about himself for 13 years. He doesn’t tell anybody about this 

dream, even his mum; he keeps this dream as a little secret in the deep 

side of his heart. 

He watches his clock, and then gets up. Everything in Bob’s life 

seems very organized. He opens his ipod and the prehistoric music comes 

out form the expensive Boss audio system. He loves the stuff that seems 

from 14
th
 century. He used all his money form his part time job for his 

pompous life. He only goes to have dinner at fancy restaurant instead of 

eating hotdogs. He seems from a wealthy family in the middle age of 

Europe.  

He goes out. He lives right beside his university which is an old 

school has hundreds years of history in downtown London. It only takes 

him 10 minutes to walk to school, and he needs to through a trail which is 

overgrown with plant trees and different kinds of flowers. The trees and 



flowers there are twice as bigger as the normal one. He walks in the trail. 

It’s foggy today, so that he can’t figure out the direction and walks slower 

than he normally does. 

10 minutes pass; he still keeps walking in the trail. 15 minutes pass; 

he notices that he lost in the trail. 20 minutes pass; he still can’t get out. 

However, he is mature enough. He knows that he just needs to wait till 

the fog is gone. So, he sits on the tree stump. The wind stars to blow. He 

smiles and says to himself, “Hmmm. It’s the time to get out the trail.” The 

wind does blow off the fog, and the sunshine comes in. He stands up. In 

front of him, there is nothing except a huge tree with an brown old 

fashioned type door on it. 

William stares at that door, and the dream shows up in his mind 

clearly. He just stands there for 2 minutes, and then he touches the 

doorknob. Suddenly, he feels his body and opens the door. There is a 

power of attract that makes him fall into it. Bob goes faint in the dark 

tunnel. 

There is a sunshine coming into the room through the window. 

William makes up on his bed. That bed is still his bed, but he is not in his 

room. He looks around. There is a coach which he saw it before in the TV 

show called The Old Britain. The couch has a long history. “Everything 

in this room is all antiques,” he whispers to himself. “Am I in the TV 

show?” He feels thirsty and tries to take the cup of water beside of him, 



but he doesn’t hold it carefully so that the cups falls and breaks. 

Meanwhile, a maid who wears the long dress with a very stupid 

looking hat from the 14
th

 century comes in because of the breaking 

sounds. She sees William and runs away happily. 5 minutes later, there 

are bunch of people coming, they all look like earls or the people who 

have royal blood. 

The maid says, “Oh my lord, thank God. Mr. Roberson, you finally 

woke up. You have slept for 5 years.” 

“What? What did you call me? I am not Mr. Roberson. I am 

William Joseph.” 

“Oh! Mr. Noth, would you check Mr. Roberson, please? Is he all 

right? He forgets everything. Oh my lord! “ 

The doctor goes to check Bob and says, “he seems all right, but 

why does he forget everything then?” 

 “I said I am not Mr. Roberson. I am William.” But at the same 

time, he sees a person behind all people which is Rose who he has been 

dreamed about. In the dream, he was dancing with that girl. Suddenly, he 

figured out all the antiques, the bed, people’s clothes and that girl. He 

knows Mr. Roberson is the earl who is himself. He is just back to the 14
th
 

century. 

 “I guess I was just too tired. I can’t remember all the things right 

now. Who can tell me what happened?” William uses the way that he 



only talks on the play. 

“Oh, Mr. Roberson, you have slept for 5 years since the Prom. 

When you were dancing with Mrs. Love, you passed out. So many things 

happened during 5 years. Miss Macklin became Mrs. Love, and…” 

  “Hen hen.” Mr. Noth is trying to give the maid a hint not to talk 

about Mrs. Love. And at the mean time, Mrs. Love is leaving without 

saying goodbye. Nobody notices that except William, because he never 

let his eyes off Rose, the love of his whole life. 

What exactly happened between William or Mr. Robertson and 

Rose? Every one knows except William himself. 

    


