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Why do some
dreams dissipate the moment you wake, while some linger on,
sometimes for hours, sometimes for days? In one of my dreams, I
murdered someone, I don’t know who, and I had buried them beneath
the concrete floor of my garage. I woke with beads of sweat on my
forehead, muddled, wondering if I really had done this heinous
thing and buried the memory of it along with the body. It took me
days to come to the conclusion that not only had I not done it, I
was incapable of murder and certainly incapable of forgetting if I
had ever murdered anyone.

On another
occasion I again dreamed about committing a murder, this time
weighting the body in a brown hessian sack and throwing it into the
small pond by the road round the corner from our first home. Once
more my mind was in turmoil. I thought of the location and asked my
wife if she remembered it. I asked casually without explaining the
reason. Even when she told me there was no pond there, I had a
nagging feeling that there was one, much before her time, when I
was a small boy and Dennis and I used to go fishing there. This
time it was several hours before I came to the conclusion that
there was no pond, no murder, and no need to wait for the police to
arrive to arrest me for a crime I had never committed.

Then I began to
experience repetitive and frustrating dreams. Repetitive, for they
were always the same, frustrating because of the locked door. I
can’t remember when I woke from the dream the first time. Suffice
to say that it was vivid and memorable, but not as disturbing as my
dreams of mythical violence. I was standing at the foot of a grand
staircase in the entrance hall of a large and empty house. Don’t
ask me how, but I knew instinctively that it was a large
Elizabethan mansion; it was empty and had been for some time. Dust
was everywhere; the stairs had a fine film of it on every tread.
The hall was poorly lit by the light passing through two large
windows one each side of the front doors which were behind me and I
assumed that it was around dusk. Looking around me I noticed that
the grand staircase led to an upper floor where a large minstrels’
gallery wrapped its way round three of the four sides of the upper
landing. From my vantage point I saw there were a number of doors
on both the ground and the upper floor. Looking around me, fearful
of being accosted by I know not whom, I carefully and warily
ascended the staircase, gingerly fingering the coating of dust on
the impressive handrail on my left side.

Reaching the
top of the stairs I paused, listening for any sounds of life within
the house. There was complete silence. Directly ahead of me was one
of the large, tall and wide panelled doors. A solid and imposing
brass knob was on the right hand side and beneath it, a keyhole
with no sign of a key. Looking around, I noticed that the other
doors on this floor were similarly constructed and furnished with
identical brass knobs. For some reason, the door directly ahead of
me was the focus of my attention. As I reached out to touch the
door knob, I woke, startled and sad. What would I have seen on the
other side? Now I would never know.

A few nights
later I was back in that same hallway at the foot of the staircase.
As I looked up, I realised that I had been there before but could
not remember when. As in the previous dream, dust was everywhere
and no sign on the staircase treads that anyone had used them for a
long time. Treading carefully up the stairs, my left hand
instinctively reached out to touch the handrail. As I touched the
wood, I looked to see if I could detect the marks from my previous
visit where I had drawn my finger along the top of the banister
rail. It was a strange sensation, for at that moment, I remembered
when I was last there. It was in a dream, and here I was, in
another dream. As in my previous visit, my attention was drawn to
the door facing me at the top of the stairs. I looked again at the
solid and reassuring brass door knob and the well constructed door.
Halting for a moment at the top, regaining my breath and composure,
I listened. Not a sound, not a murmur, not even the scurrying of a
mouse. My hand reached out to touch the knob. It was cold. Just as
I was summoning up the courage to turn it, I woke. Damn I thought.
It was at that moment I realised that this was the second time I
had dreamed the same dream, the second time I had reached to see
what was on the other side, the second time I was denied the
opportunity to find out.

That morning I
told my wife of my strange and repeated dream. She listened with
interest and asked me if there was a key in the keyhole on the
other side of the door.

‘I don’t know,
I didn’t get the opportunity to find out. Besides, I’m not the sort
of person who goes around peeping through keyholes.’

After a few
moments and comparing notes of our own remembered dreams, our
conversation moved on to more everyday and mundane matters. A few
nights later it happened again but not in the same manner as
before. Again I stood at the foot of the staircase but this time I
knew I had been there before, knew it was in a dream, but this
time, this time surely I was awake and not asleep. For the third
time I climbed the stairs. For the third time I looked at the
handrail, this time noting the lack of dust where my hand had wiped
it away, and for the third time, I paused at the top of the stairs
listening, straining to hear anything, any sound at all, not
expecting anything, and as I suspected, the house was deathly
quiet.

It was at that
moment I felt tension building up inside me. I remembered so
clearly that I had never managed to turn the door knob and I
recalled the two previous dreams and their sudden and frustrating
end. This time I knelt down, my eye to the keyhole. As I did, I saw
for the first time the room on the other side of the door. The
first thing I noticed was the massive multi-paned and leaded window
directly opposite me. The odd thing was that though the hallway and
landing were murky, the light coming in through the window was
bright. I could see the clouds and the tinge of the setting sun
behind them. Lowering my gaze, I saw that the room was large and
contained a number of pieces of furniture covered with what
appeared to be dust sheets.

Feeling
somewhat like a peeping tom, I rose to my feet, looked around me as
if I were afraid of being discovered and reached out to touch the
door knob. It was cold and as I turned it, I found that it refused
to yield and was locked. I was so close, yet so far from finding
out the secrets I felt were in the room. Just at that moment, I
woke up. This time the dream was even more real inside of me, and I
tried to no avail to return to the dream, to the door and look for
the elusive key.

Over the space
of the next few weeks I reached the same door time after time, and
every time the door was locked. Every time I looked around for a
key, any key. I would wake and lay there, the dream as vivid as it
had been on previous occasions. The morning following the last
occurrence of the dream, I reminded my wife of our conversation of
weeks before, and told her of the re-occurrences of the same,
repetitive dream.

‘Why didn’t
you try to open any of the other doors?’ she asked with predicted
feminine logic. I paused reflecting on her question.

‘I don’t know,
it’s a good question but that door seemed to be the one I was drawn
to each time. Perhaps I’ll never find out, perhaps I’ll never dream
it again. I must admit, it’s a bit of a rum situation when you
think about it.’

During the next
days I paused from time to time to analyze the dream. Was it
somewhere I had been before? Was it a house I had read about in a
book or seen in a painting? I couldn’t recollect it, and asked my
wife if she herself could recall if we had ever been anywhere such
as I described. She thought for a moment and said no, neither she
nor the two of us had ever visited such a house. Perhaps I should
just put it out of my mind and get on with the important things of
life she said, ever practical, ever more realistic than I. Women
are more romantic in their thought patterns and expectations than
men, but I have always been a romantic at heart, though most of my
friends and colleagues would not have agreed with that
statement.

Then one night
I lay in bed unable to sleep. My dear wife, always a light sleeper
was breathing steadily as she lay close to my side. I could tell
from long years of experience that she was in a shallow sleep. The
moon was full and the bedroom was bathed in sharp white light. In
the trees surrounding the house I heard the call and echoes of the
tawny owls whose families had lived in the wood for generations. As
I listened, contented, reflecting on the matters of the day and the
tasks that lay ahead, I must have slipped so gently into sleep and
I found myself at the foot of the great staircase again. This time,
I decided from the beginning that I would adopt a different
approach. At that moment I knew that each of my previous visits
were dreams and not real, yet, standing there at the foot of the
stairs, surely this was no dream, this was reality. Some say that
you should pinch yourself to see if you are awake or asleep. Good
idea I thought, so I did, and it hurt. So I must be awake I told
myself. I never heard of anyone recounting that they pinched
themselves and woke up, and besides, I was still where I began, in
the great hall beneath the minstrels’ gallery at the foot of the
stairs.

I turned around
and looked at the front doors. Both were impressive and wide, multi
panelled like the internal doors, yet larger. The light coming
through the tall elegant windows was as before; dim, as if dusk was
approaching. Walking to the door, I tried to open one of them but
it was locked and there was no key in sight. I looked around the
hallway and noticed the doors leading off the hall supposedly to
other rooms on the ground floor. Every door was locked, and I
locked inside with no means of escape. Despite that, I didn’t feel
trapped, just curious and made my way for what must have been the
fifth or sixth time to the top of the stairs. Like my earlier
visits, the door facing me at the top seemed to draw me to it. I
was afraid to try the knob and as I considered the thought, the
remembered dreams flashed through my mind.

This time I
decided on a reconnaissance. I turned left onto the gallery and
tried each door in turn. I counted them. There were six identical
doors, each with identical brass door knobs, each with identical
keyholes, each firmly locked against me. I looked down into the
hallway from my vantage point on the minstrels’ gallery. It was
empty except for a table in the centre of the room and two large
but empty flower vases on the floor at each side of the windows.
Apart from these items, only dust, my footprints and several
cobwebs decorated the area. Looking up, for the first time I
noticed the candelabra hanging from the middle of the hallway
ceiling. I wondered why I had not noticed it before. For a moment I
thought that the candles were the best electric copies I had ever
seen, and then I realized that they were real. My eye wandered to
the rope and pulley that allowed the candelabra to be lowered to
the hallway for the candles to be changed and lit.

I have a
reputation for not being particularly observant. I can walk through
a building, any building and fail to remember most if not all of
the interior or layout. My wife on the other hand has a penchant
for detail and a memory that I would love to have been given. When
I saw the candelabra, I looked more closely at the walls and
noticed that
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