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What’s past is prologue  
 

 

Oxford  

1619 
 

The fever raced through the small monastery on the outskirts of Oxford like a raging fire. 

None of the monks would have suspected that the stranger they had taken in earlier in the month 

had brought the sickness with him. By the time he moved on, after just spending two nights with 

the monks, the damage was done. 

Brother Michael was the first to succumb to the fever. And then Brother Colin. By week’s 

end seven of the monks who called the abbey home had been buried. Only three monks 

remained. Brothers John, Stephen and Martin. Brother Martin was actually not a member of the 

religious order of Saint Michael the Pius because he never took any vows the other monks did 

when they turned their lives over to God.  

Martin had been wandering the countryside for close to a year looking for a safe place to 

stay when he knocked on the Abbey door asking for food and a warm bed for the night. He was 

only 12 years old at the time, and the monks, who had earned a reputation for welcoming in 

strangers, invited him to stay with them for as long as he wants. The year was 1602. Seventeen 

years later Brother Martin was still living in the abbey. He earned his keep by helping the monks 

turn the abbey from the small wooden structure it was when Martin was welcomed, to an 

imposing stone complex that included living quarters, a refractory, a workshop and a chapel. 



Martin spent much of his time in the workshop where he perfected his skill at making 

beautiful stained-glass windows. The stained glass window that was in the wall right behind the 

altar was his masterpiece. It had taken him over five years to craft it. He couldn’t help but be 

transfixed by its beauty when he knelt before it in prayer.  

 Martin’s mind was miles away in another place that morning in 1619 when Brother John 

didn’t show up for morning prayers, Brother Stephen went looking for him. Martin grew 

concerned when Brother Stephen didn’t return to the chapel. 

Martin finished his prayers and went to find Brothers John and Stephen. He found Brother 

John’s cold body lying on the straw mattress in his cell. There was no sign of Brother Stephen. 

After looking for him all over the abbey it was obvious that he had fled. And who could blame 

him. With all the other monks dying, Brother Stephen left with just the threadbare faded brown 

habit on his back. He didn’t want to die of the fever. 

Martin carried Brother John’s body to the chapel where he prepared him for burial. 

in the flower garden he had tended for years. Knowing that he could not survive another winter 

alone, Brother Martin decided to leave the small abbey and go back into the world. But before 

doing so he had two things he needed to do. 

The stained-glassed window in the chapel that he had crafted with his own two hands 

needed to be protected. Although he was in a weakened condition when he began building a wall 

around the window, his strength seemed to return with the placement of one stone on another. 

Once he was satisfied the window was hidden between two layers of stones he had ripped 

from the earth with his bare hands, he set out to complete the second task. 

Martin went to the small cell where he had slept soundly for most of his life and removed a 

leather bound book he had kept under his straw mattress. The book detailed his life before he 

joined the brothers and contained a score of drawings he had painstakingly sketched by the light 

of a flickering beeswax candle. After wrapping the book in calfskin, Martin went to the chapel to 

get a stone box that he had carried with him while he wandered the countryside looking for a safe 

haven.  

The bottom and sides of the box were smooth. The top of the box, however, was carved with 

an intricate design of a tree that had seven branches. Surrounding the tree were other markings 

that seemed to tell a story. Martin took off the top of the box and put the book inside. He then 

covered the box with the carved top.  



Martin left the chapel with the box under his arm. He knew the perfect spot to bury the box; 

under an ancient oak that stood a hundred feet from the chapel. 

Martin used his hands to dig a hole about a foot deep. Before placing the box in the hole, 

Martin took off the lid and carved the year1619 on the inside, and then he covered the box with 

dirt. 

Martin stood up. He put his hand on the old tree and whispered, “Now find this book my 

friends,” he said, “and unravel the mystery.”  

Martin turned to take one last look at the abbey before he disappeared into the night. He was 

not seen nor heard from ever again. 

 

 

Oxford  

1942 
 

The war had changed everything. While England’s landscape was being torn asunder by the 

German’s nightly air raids, the war was robbing another generation of Britain’s children of their 

childhood. The burnt fields and meadows could be brought back to life and the bombed out 

buildings and landmarks that stood erect for centuries could be rebuilt, but could innocence ever 

be restored? Could the withered bloom be revived? Could the look of fear in the eyes of young 

boys and girls be replaced by broad smiles and eyes filled with hope?  

Lewis Bickerstaffe, a respected London barrister, was no stranger to the scourges of war. 

Although only 12 when the first Great War started in Europe, his older brother Ian, had just 

completed his studies at Magdalen College when he marched off to war, shoulder to shoulder 

with thousands of young men. Boys, really. Boys who had traded in their wooden swords for 

menacing weapons of destruction. Boys who were willing to risk their lives for the motherland in 

a battle against young men who were fighting for their fatherland.  

Ian died alone one night in a deserted farm house in France. He had been wounded in a 

battle that lasted no more than ten minutes. Had he received prompt medical attention he would 

have lived long enough to point to his battle scar with pride? But his wounds weren’t treated.   

Instead he bled to death. The last sound he heard was his own heart beating. 

A part of young Lewis died when a member of armed forces delivered the sad news to the 

Bickerstaffes. Lewis would never forget the primal scream his mother let out as she fell to her 



knees like a bag of tossed laundry. Lewis wore a badge of hatred until he realized how 

consuming hatred could be. When he met, fell in love, and married Marjorie Reynolds, there was 

no longer room in his heart for hatred. As a husband and a father he vowed to keep hope alive 

and he swore he would never let innocence die.  

That’s why when London was under attack Lewis moved his family to the outskirts of 

Oxford so his boys could hold onto to their childhood. At first Matthew and Luke Bickerstaffe, 

were disappointed they would have to leave their friends and life as they knew it in London, but 

once they were settled in their new home, they took to exploring. When they tired of darting in 

and out of the manicured quads of Oxford’s stately colleges, they could be found walking along 

the banks of the Isis and running through the open fields that surrounded the sedate city of spires.   

The Bickerstaffe brothers were treasure detectives at heart. Nothing made them happier than 

when they were digging into the ground looking for gifts from the past.  

Matthew, who was fourteen when the Bickerstaffes took up residency on Whitehouse Road 

in Oxford, believed that some of the people who had lived a long time ago buried treasures on 

purpose because they knew people in the future would find them. 

“Why,” Luke would ask his older and wiser brother, “would it matter to someone living 400 

years ago that someone living in Oxford in 1942 found something that they had buried? Why 

wouldn’t they just entrust it with someone and tell them to pass it on?” 

“Where would the mystery be in that? Don’t you know that we’re all connected? Time is a 

human invention,” Matthew explained as best he could.  

“I don’t understand? When mother tells us we have to be home in an hour for dinner, isn’t 

that all about time?” 

“You are so young, Luke. I can only hope with my guidance you will understand the 

mystery of time.” 

About a month after the boys had moved to Oxford they discovered some ruins in a large 

open field about a mile or so from their house.   

“I can smell treasure in the air!” Matthew exclaimed. 

Luke took a deep breath. “I don’t smell anything.” 

“You will. You just have to believe.” 



Matthew scanned the open space that surrounded the ruins. He saw a lone tree that beckoned 

him. It was an ancient tree with a steadfast trunk and gnarled roots that grew close to the surface. 

It had seven branches. 

“Over there,” he said to Luke as he pointed out the tree. “That’s where we’ll find our 

treasure.”  

The boys ran over to the tree and began digging in the soft, moist earth.  About a foot 

beneath the surface they found a stone box with a carved top. Matthew brushed the dirt away 

from cover and examined the markings. He then carefully removed the lid from the box. He 

didn’t notice the 1619 scratched on the inside top of the box.  

Luke looked over his brother’s shoulder at the rock. “Is that the treasure?” 

“I guess it is.”  

“What’s inside the box?” Luke asked his brother in a high-pitched squeal of excited delight. 

 “I have no idea, but we aren’t going to find what it is out here. We’ll take it home and 

unwrap it under conditions more ideal than out here in the damp,” Matthew told Luke. 

After a dinner of mutton, roasted potatoes and leeks, Matthew and Luke went up to their 

bedroom to see what it was they had found buried in the ground. 

Matthew carefully removed the contents of the box and peeled back the calfskin. 

“It’s a book,” Matthew declared. 

“What kind of book?” Luke asked. 

“A very old book from the looks of it.” 

Matthew turned the pages gently so as not to rip them. He couldn’t make out the writing… 

nor did he have any idea what the strange drawings represented. 

“Perhaps we should show it to father,” Luke suggested. 

Lewis Bickerstaffe was sitting before a small fire when Matthew handed him their treasure. 

He took it and examined it. 

“This is an amazing discovery, boys. Where did you ever find it?” 

Matthew and Luke went into detail where and how they found it. 

“One at a time, sons. One at a time,” Lewis said as he held up his hand asking for some 

quiet. 

“I’m the older brother,” Matthew said. “I’ll tell you.” 



Once Matthew had finished his story, Lewis looked at his sons with an expression of 

admiration and youthful wonder. 

“Well, what should we do?” 

Matthew and Luke just shrugged. 

“I have to go into London tomorrow to work on an important case. There is an antiquarian 

book dealer I know who just might be able to shed some light on this mystery. I will bring it to 

him.” 

“Let me go with you, father,” Matthew said.  

“London is no place for you right now, Matthew.” 

“Is it the place for you, father?” 

“Perhaps not, but I have work to do.” 

“And so do I,” Matthew said. 

“What about me?” Luke asked. 

“You’re much too young,” Matthew said. 

“I concur,” Lewis added.”It would be better if you stayed here with mother.” 

The next morning Lewis and a smiling Matthew boarded the morning train from Oxford for 

Paddington Station. Lewis secured the book in his briefcase. They didn’t take the stone box with 

them. 

By nightfall, long after the two of them should have returned from London, Luke and his 

mother grew concerned. A knock on the door in the middle of the night woke Marjorie who had 

fallen asleep in her husband’s chair. Luke woke only after he heard his mother scream. 

While on their return to Oxford, a German plane had dropped a bomb near Lewis’ office. 

Neither Lewis nor Matthew had the time to seek shelter. 

In an instant Luke’s world was turned upside down. His father and brother were dead. 

In the middle of the night Luke sat up straight in his bed. He was coated with sweat. He 

heard his brother whisper to him. 

“You’ve got to find our book. Promise me, you won’t stop looking until you find it.” 

“I promise, Matthew. You can count on me. I’ll find it.” 
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Andrew Hardy stood in the doorway of his grandfather’s flat on Holywell Street in Oxford 

wondering. He was wondering why he was there. He was wondering what was going to happen 

to him. He was wondering if the muffled voice he heard in his head would ever speak clearly to 

him. 

While he was wondering his father gently pushed him into the flat and told him to sit down 

on the couch near the electric heater. The thought of adjusting to yet another home was almost 

too much for Andrew to consider. Having traveled the globe with his father Malcolm, a diplomat 

and his mother Mattie, a poet, living in Australia, South Africa, Canada, Bermuda and most 

recently for a short period of time in Washington, DC, he was back where it all started. Oxford. 

His birthplace. 

Andrew’s mother had recently succumbed to breast cancer. His father maintained the 

traditional British stiff upper list for the press, but inside he was being tossed in like a dingy in a 

turbulent sea. The idea of living the rest of his life without Mattie was a challenge he could face 

head on, but he was at a lost as what to do with a son who was a little different. A young boy 

who had a difficult time communicating. 

Malcolm and his father-in-law had discussed the possibility of Andrew moving in with him. 

Having just lost his only child, Loo didn’t need much convincing. Spending time with his 

grandson would make up for all the time he and Mattie had been separated by so many time 

zones for so many years.  

“You do know that Andrew is better off here with you than he would be with me in India,” 

Malcolm said to Loo.  



“You’ll get no argument from me,” Loo replied 

“If Mattie were alive, Andrew would be moving to India with us. You know that. ”  

“I have no doubt. But all things considered, Andrew is better off with me.” 

“It won’t be forever. Three months. Six at the most.” 

“I’m not going to kick him to the curb, Malcolm. We’ll take it one day at a time.” 

“He’s a good boy,” Malcolm said. 

“I have no doubt.” 

“He doesn’t talk much. Never has.  And he does have the occasional nightmare.” 

“I’m no stranger to nightmares, Malcolm. I had my share of them when I was a boy.” 

Malcolm hesitated before he told Loo that right before Mattie died Andrew started to exhibit 

some strange behavior. 

“Against my better judgment Mattie had him see a psychologist when we were living in 

Georgetown. And even though he came highly recommend, I fear he did little to help. In fact, I 

think he filled Andrew’s head with foolishness.” 

Loo had to bite his tongue. If there was anything he disliked abut Malcolm it was his 

penchant for perfection. Folly was his friend, and if a young mind was bereft of some 

foolishness, Loo believed, there was scant hope that the child would still believe in the power of 

dreams as an adult.  

“There’s a very good doctor here in Oxford,” Loo said, thinking this would satisfy his son-

in-law. He was wrong. 

“Having Andrew waste his time…and my money…talking nonsense to a practitioner of a 

science I hold in low regard, is about the last thing I want to see happen.  

“Andrew and I have talked about his situation at length and I believe we have come to an 

agreement. He will grow up without having to open his mind up to some Voodoo doctor.”  

“I’ve had all his records sent from Georgetown. He’s expecting to hear from you so he can 

set up a time to meet Andrew.” 

Malcolm went back into the living room and knelt down next to Andrew. 

“You do know everything will turn out alright,” he said. 

“I’ll write and I’ll call when I have the time. You understand?” 

Andrew nodded.  



“Loo will take good care of you. And I’m sure you’ll take good care of him. Just stay out of 

trouble, that’s all I ask. I don’t want to have to put my career in jeopardy because you and your 

grandfather have gone off on some wild adventure.” 

Malcolm turned to look over at Loo who was staring at the ceiling because he knew if he 

made eye contact he would be acknowledging the fact that he did have a history of going on a 

few wild adventures. 

 “We’ll get along famously. And we will do our best to be the most boring residents in 

Oxford.” 

“I can only hope so,” Malcolm said as he looked at his watch.  “Look at the time. I must be 

going. I can’t miss my train to London.” 

Andrew stood up. He was hoping his father would give him a hug. But hugging wasn’t part 

of his father’s emotional arsenal. He was a military man. There was no room for emotion, so they 

shook hands like men. 

The period of silence in the room after the front door clicked and the sound of the taxi 

pulling away was only minutes in real time, but an eternity in emotional time. 

Loo looked at Andrew and could see his daughter’s face looking back. It saddened him to 

know that his grandson was in pain.  

They sat at the kitchen table in silence. Andrew spent most of the time playing with his food 

while Loo tried to make conversation. 

“A little bird told me that you love to look for buried treasures.” Loo said, hoping he could 

break the icy silence. 

Andrew shook his head.  

“Well, you’re in for a treat because after supper I want to show you something special.” 

“Is it a treasure?” 

Loo smiled. He could smell adventure in the air. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 

Two 
 

A weary and worn Andrew went to bed the first night in his grandfather’s house with an 

empty stomach and a broken heart. Sleep had not been coming easily to Andrew these past few 

weeks. His father was not overly concerned. What with the death of his mother and the prospect 

of living in a strange place with his grandfather, Malcolm believed there was reason enough for 

his son to have trouble sleeping. But, he also thought even a good reason should never be an 

excuse for behavior not befitting the a member of the hale and Hardy clan. Malcolm believed his 

son would, in true British fashion, “get over it and get on with  it.”  

Andrew tried to convince his Georgetown psychiatrist that he was not having nightmares. His 

sleep was not being interrupted by demons that stalk young minds in the dark of night. On the 

contrary. Andrew’s nights were filled with magic, mystery and revelry. What started out as a 

journey to a far off fantasy land about a year earlier had turned into something that Andrew 

could not explain…to anyone. 

He knew what a dream was. He knew that when he was dreaming, he was dreaming about 

something. But in this case it was different. Andrew wasn’t having a dream. He was being 

dreamt about. He was in someone else’s dream. And this someone else was close, but yet far 

away. 

It was all too confusing for Andrew to make any sense out of it. And it was far too 

unbelievable to discuss it with anybody for fear of being called mad. Of late the “dreamer,” as 

Andrew called whomever it was who was dreaming about him, was growing more and more 

anxious, and it was the “dreamer’s” anxiety that was spilling over into Andrew’s sleep. 

The last night he spent with His father, Andrew had to cover his mouth with his hands 

because he was afraid that if called out to the “dreamer,” his father would not be pleased. 



Perhaps because he didn’t have to keep his guard up now that he was living with his grandfather, 

Andrew sat up in his bed in the middle of the night calling out in a loud voice, “Who are you? 

Who are you? And what do you want of me? Tell me, please. Please! Please!” 

By the time Loo got to Andrew’s room, he was no longer sitting up and he has stopped 

calling out, but his breathing was hard, as if he had been running. 

Loo sat on the edge of the bed and ran his hand through Andrew’s hair which was matted 

with sweat.  

“Did you have a bad dream?” 

“No,” Andrew whispered. 

“You called out,” Loo said. “I assumed you were having a nightmare.” 

“I just want him to talk to me.” 

“Who do you want to talk to you?” 

“Him. The dreamer. I want the dreamer to talk to me.” 

Andrew’s voice grew thin as he fell back to sleep. 

Now it was Loo’s turn to wonder. He went back to his bedroom and couldn’t fall asleep 

because he, too, had had many nights where he felt like he was being pulled into someone else’s 

dream. It had never caused him to wake up in the middle of the night in a sweat, but he always 

wondered who it was who was dreaming about him. 

The next morning when Andrew came to the breakfast table, his hair was disheveled and his 

eyes were heavy. He labored to lift his spoon off the table. 

“Looks like you had a rough night, young man,” Loo said. “Care to tell me about it?” 

Andrew looked up at his grandfather with a puzzled look on his face. He had no idea what 

his grandfather was talking about because he couldn’t remember waking up in the middle of the 

night. 

“You know. You were talking about the “dreamer.” 

Andrew’s face turned ashen. He had never mentioned the “dreamer” to anyone, not even the 

Georgetown psychiatrist.  

“Your secret is safe with me, Andrew,” Loo said. “And if you don’t want to talk about it, you 

don’t have to. “I’m only a history professor, not a psychiatrist.” 

Andrew felt a little better knowing that his secret was safe with his grandfather. But, he 

wasn’t sure how much he could or should tell him. 



Every night for the next four nights, Andrew woke up calling out to the “dreamer.” On the 

fifth night he called out to his grandfather, “Granddad, he said he’s coming to visit me soon. 

He’s going to visit me.” 

Loo bounded into Andrew’s room and took him up in his arms. 

“Everything is going to be alright. I won’t let anything happen to you.” 

Loo stayed with Andrew until the sun came up. Only then did he leave his grandson’s side. 

After pouring himself a cup of tea, Loo sat down at the kitchen table with one of the many 

books from his personal library. It was a slim volume written by Professor Hightower one of the 

Oxford Don’s whose lectures at Keeble College attracted a small but loyal following of young 

students who were in love with history. 

Loo remembered with fondness visiting the professor at his flat for tea. On one of his 

afternoon visits Professor Hightower showed Loo a small drawing. The paper was dry and 

brittle. The edges were worn and the once vibrant colors had faded over time. 

“What is it? The picture I mean?” Loo asked. 

Professor Hightower looked at the picture and then at Loo. 

“It’s a mystery. It’s a place, but a place unlike any place on the face of the earth,” Professor 

Hightower replied. 

“What do you know about the drawing? Who is the artist?” 

“There’s very little I know of it for certain. It is dated. If you look closely on the bottom right 

hand corner.” 

Loo squinted to see if he could make out the date. “It appears to be the number 1619. That 

would make it over 330 years old! Where did you get it?” 

“I had a friend who was antiquarian bookseller. Nigel had a private collection of books he 

would never sell. But on rare occasion he would let a scholar or some rich gentleman take a look 

at them. 

“There was this one book that he considered to be the jewel of his collection. It was crudely 

made. The stitching was irregular and the pages were older than the book itself.” 

“How is that possible?” Loo asked. 

“Paper was scarce. It was often necessary to bleach the paper to remove whatever was on it 

to make room for something else. Most of the pages in this book were of that kind.” 

“Whatever happened to the book?” 



“One evening Nigel had just put the closed sign on the door when someone knocked. The 

man introduced himself as Sir Giles Isham, a gentleman from an old English family. He had 

heard, but we never found out how, that Nigel had a rare and unusual book in his possession. He 

asked if he could see it. 

“Nigel knew what book he was inquiring about. It was the jewel of his collection.” 

Professor Hightower paused to collect his thoughts as he continued his story. 

“Sir Giles took the book from Nigel and carefully opened it in the back room reserved for 

researchers. The phone rang and Nigel went to answer it.  

“Nigel heard the sound of a chair scrapping on the floor and looked over to see Sir Giles get 

up. He nodded a thank-you to Nigel.  

“The last sound Nigel heard was the ringing of the bell on the door as Sir Giles slipped away 

into the night.” 

“And…?” Loo asked. 

“When Nigel finished his phone conversation he went to the back room to put the jewel of 

his collection away for safe keeping. It was gone. All that remained was the crude skin cover that 

had protected the book for hundreds of years. 

“Nigel was devastated. To be betrayed by a gentleman to whom he had entrusted his prize 

possession was something he could not comprehend. 

“As he stood there with a hollow look on his face, he noticed a small piece of paper on the 

floor. One of the pages from the book must have slipped out as Sir Giles concealed the book in 

his overcoat.” 

“And this is that page?” Loo asked. 

“Yes, it is. It’s all that remained of Nigel’s prized possession and he gave it to me as a gift 

because I had long admired the book.” 

“Did Nigel ever tell you how he came to own the book?” Loo asked. 

“Yes. He told me that one day during the War a young boy and his father entered his book 

shop. The boy showed him a book he and his brother had found buried by a tree in Oxford. The 

young boy asked if he would take a look at it. He had never seen such a book in all his years. He 

told the boy the book was safe with him and he could pick the book up the following week. 



“A week went by and then another. Nigel felt obliged to keep the book in his care in the 

event the boy eventually did show up. Sadly that never happened. And then it was gone when Sir 

Giles stole it.” 

Loo never forgot the feeling that washed over him when the professor told him about the 

young boy and his father. Although he could never prove it, his heart told him that the young boy 

was his brother, Matthew and the man was his father. Matthew never returned for the book 

because he perished in one of London’s many bombings. 

That afternoon after Loo and Professor Hightower finished having their tea, the professor 

handed Loo the fragile piece of paper. 

“Why are you giving me this? I don’t deserve it,” Loo said. 

“But you do. One day in the distant future you’ll learn the real meaning behind it.” 

That small piece of paper was all Loo had to remind him of the brother he admired and the 

father he loved. Loo couldn’t wait to share his treasure with Andrew. His heart told him that the 

day in the future Professor Hightower had told him about was at hand. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THREE 

Loo waited until Andrew had something to eat before he took him into his study to show 

him a treasure. He handed Andrew the paper with an admonition.  

“Handle this gently. It’s very fragile.” 

Andrew took the piece of paper from his uncle with great care, as if he were holding a 

humming bird’s egg. 

While Loo had no idea how Andrew would react to the paper because alone it was just a 

piece of paper, but when connected to the story of how he came into possession of it, the paper 

was transformed into a piece of magic. Loo did not expect to see his grandson’s face turn from 

puzzlement to wide-eyed disbelief in just a matter of seconds. 

“I’ll be right back,” he said with difficulty because even before he ran off he was out of 

breath. 

Andrew returned carrying a book of his own; book filled with drawings. He opened the 

book to the first page and showed it to his grandfather. Now it was Loo’s turn to gaze on the 

page before him in bewildered amazement. 

“How is this possible?” he asked incredulously. 

Andrew shrugged his shoulders. He had no explanation. Nothing he could say could explain 

how it was possible that the drawing in his book was the same drawing on the piece of paper that 

his grandfather had shown him. While the colors of the original drawing has faded, the colors on 

Andrew’s drawing were rich and vibrant bringing out all the details that were lost in the original. 

Question after question raced through Loo’s head. He didn’t know where to start. So he took 

a moment to look at the rest of Andrew’s drawings before asking him anything. The last drawing 



was a detailed sketch of the stone box that he and his brother had found buried in the ground 

under the majestic oak tree. 

“I don’t know what to say, Andrew. There’s something here that’s more than just a 

coincidence. I have many questions I’d like to ask you, but instead of doing that, why don’t you 

tell me about the drawings.” 

“I just draw them,” Andrew said matter-of-factly. “The ideas for them just pop in my head. 

Mostly at night.” 

“Do these drawings have anything to do with the ‘dreamer?’ Loo asked. 

“Yes. Sometimes when he’s not dreaming about me, he lets me in.” 

“In? Where is ‘in?’” 

“Into his world.” 

“Did you ever talk to your father and mother about the ‘dreamer’ and this other world?” 

“Mother was too ill when the ‘dreamer’ and I became friends. And father didn’t have time 

for nonsense.” 

“But it’s not nonsense. Your drawings prove that. It’s not nonsense to be able to draw a 

picture of something that was drawn almost four hundred years ago.” 

Loo had to collect his thoughts. He didn’t want to scare Andrew with a barrage of questions, 

but he so wanted to know what it was all about. 

“Why don’t you go to your room and rest. We can talk later.” 

Loo waited until he heard Andrew close his bedroom door before ringing up an art historian 

colleague who wrote a book on children’s art. Professor Mangan had traveled around the world 

collecting art created by young boys and girls who were under the care of a psychiatrist. The 

professor believed that the way into the mind of a child was through an examination of their art. 

Professor Mangan was always interested in learning more about art and the child’s mind, 

and since he had such great respect and admiration for Loo, he arranged to meet with him the 

following day. 

“I don’t want Andrew to be scared when you come to visit,” Loo told Professor Mangan. “I 

want him to think you’re interested in his drawings because you’re an artist.” 

The professor laughed. “I am not in the habit of scaring children, Loo. You can be assured I 

will handle the situation delicately.” 



“That’s good to know. He’s my only grandson and I’m concerned. I just want him to be 

happy.” 

When Professor Mangan arrived at Loo’s, Andrew was up in his room drawing. His 

grandfather made him feel safe and secure. He didn’t have to hide his drawings like he did when 

he was living with his father. 

“Andrew, I’d like you to come down and meet a friend of mine. He’s an artist.” 

It took a few minutes before Andrew opened his bedroom door because he wanted to put 

some finishing touches on his drawing.” 

“And Andrew, make sure you bring down your drawing book with you.” 

Before asking Andrew if he could look at his drawings, the professor made some small talk. 

Because he had a good sense of humor he was able to break through Andrew’s sullen exterior. 

He even got him to laugh at some of his jokes. 

“People normally don’t laugh at my jokes, Andrew,” Professor Mangan said. “I do hope 

you’re not just being polite.” 

“No, sir. I like your jokes.” 

“That’s good to hear. Now, your grandfather tells me that you are an artist. Is that right.” 

“I don’t think I’m an artist, but I do like to draw.” 

“What do you like to draw? Ships at sea? Super heroes? Animals?” 

“No,” Andrew said. “I just draw whatever comes into my head.” 

“Well, then, would you mind showing me some of those drawings that popped into your 

head?” 

“They aren’t very good, really,” Andrew said softly. 

“I’m not here to judge your artwork, Andrew.” The professor said hoping to put Andrew at 

ease. 

Andrew handed the professor his book of drawings.  

“Lovely use of color, Andrew,” the professor said after he had looked at a few of the 

drawings, “and great attention to detail.” 

The professor continued to turn the pages. 

“These drawings are truly remarkable,” he said in all sincerity to Loo. “I’ve never seen 

anything like them.” 



He continued looking at the drawings at times forgetting they had been drawn by a young 

boy. 

“So, Andrew, you said these drawings just popped into your head?” 

“Yes. Mostly at night. But lately they’ve been popping in my head at all different times.” 

“Can you tell me what the drawings mean?” 

“I don’t think they mean anything, Professor Mangan. They’re just drawings.” 

‘That might be so, but an artist is often inspired by something…perhaps a place he’s visited 

or a person he’s met. Are your drawings of a place?” 

“I don’t know. If they are of a place I’ve never been there before.” 

“Perhaps you’ve seen a photograph of a place you’ve never been to. Could that be the case.” 

Andrew shook his head. “I’ve never been into this place and I’ve never seen photographs of 

it.” 

“I understand now. These drawings come from your imagination.” 

“No,” Andrew said to correct the professor. “My drawings are of a real place.” 

The professor stroked his long chin trying to understand what it was Andrew was talking 

about. 

“Does anyone live in this place?” 

“Just him,” Andrew said. 

“Him?” 

Andrew looked over at his grandfather. He needed to know it was safe to talk to the 

professor. 

“Go ahead, Andrew. Professor Mangan is a friend. You can tell him anything you want to.” 

Andrew opened his book to the drawing he was finishing when the professor arrived. The 

professor looked closely at the drawing of what appeared to be a young boy. 

“This is him?” the professor asked. 

“Yes,” Andrew replied. 

“Does he have a name?” 

“I’m sure he does, but I don’t know it.” 

“Is the boy in the picture the “dreamer?” Loo asked Andrew. 

Andrew nodded. 

“Do you know who the boy in the drawing is, Loo?” 



“Only that Andrew has been waking up in the middle of the night talking about him. 

Andrew calls him the “dreamer” because he’s been in his dreams?” 

“Usually we dream about people. But you’re saying that this boy dreams about you, and that 

he’s the only person living in this place. The place in your drawings.” 

“Yes. He’s been dreaming about me a lot lately. He tells me he’s coming to visit me.” 

“Does that scare you?” the professor asked. 

“Not at all.” 

“Interesting. Very interesting.” 

The professor was about to give Andrew’s book back to him when he asked if Andrew 

would mind if he borrowed the book for a couple of days. 

“Would that be alright, granddad?” 

“It’s not up to me. They’re your drawings. It’s up to you.” 

Andrew thought for a moment before saying, “As long as you don’t lose them,” 

The professor smiled. “You can trust your drawings with me.” 

“I’m a little tired, granddad. Would you excuse me?” 

“I’m sure you’ve had enough of the two of us. Go. We’ll talk later.” 

Loo went to a cupboard and took out a bottle of Sherry. He poured two glasses. 

“So what do you think, Mangan. Is my grandson….” 

“Crazy? Is that what you want to know?” 

“I don’t know what I want to know. I just want to know what I need to know.” 

“Remember Loo, I’m only an art historian who has merely touched the mind of children. I 

am not equipped to judge anyone’s sanity.” 

“Tell me what you think.” 

“I think Andrew is a very special boy with a very special gift. A gift so rare that men like 

you and me can only hazard a guess as to where that gift comes from. 

“I have a friend in London who will be interested in Andrew’s drawings. He has a collection 

of artworks from around the time the drawing you have was done. He might, then again, he 

might not, be able to shed some light on it.” 

Professor Mangan went for his coat when Loo asked if he could spare a few more minutes 

of his time. 

“I want to show you something.” 



Loo went into his study and came out carrying the stone box. He turned to Andrew’s 

drawing and handed both the box and the book to the professor. 

“The box is the one my brother and I unearthed when we first move to Oxford. Andrew’s 

never seen the box. So can you explain how he was able to draw it with such detail?” 

Professor Mangan examined the top of the box and compared it to Andrew’s drawing. 

“It’s too much of a coincidence to be merely a coincidence,” the professor said. “This adds 

solid evidence to the case. The stone box and Andrew’s drawing of it; the book that you found 

inside it; and the drawing old man Hightower gave you are all dots. Now all we have to do is 

connect them” 

“And when we do,” Loo said, “what will we have?” 

“We won’t know until we connect those dots.” 

 

 

  

 

 

 


