
The Man who slept for Years 

"Davis?" 

  

He spun about to find her slight silhouette framed by the bright light of day from 

without the mausoleum. So, Liz had followed him after all. He had wondered if 

she would. He asked himself then if this was the outcome he had sought. To be 

confronted by her and to have to choose. Either to offer her the plausible excuse 

that he had concocted so long ago in anticipation of this very eventuality. Or to 

come clean, to unburden himself of the secret he had kept from her these past 

three years. He somewhat reluctantly admitted to himself that he had consciously 

allowed this to happen. He had given her no reason for his departure. He was not 

'going to fetch a paper', or 'popping down the local'. He had not even done so 

furtively, he realized. He had walked out quite brazenly. And she had followed, 

because she wanted to understand him, to be with him. And wasn't that the crux 

of the matter? Wasn't that the real problem? 

 "Davis, what are you doing in here?" she asked, as she stepped carefully down 

towards him, feeling her way along the stone walls of the entrance. 

 

 "Being selfish," he whispered, just loud enough for her to hear. 

 

 "What are you talking about?" she said as she reached the bottom of the steps 

and approached him across the dusty flags. She looked around the tomb's 

interior, her eyes adjusting to the dark, "I thought you said this place was empty?" 

  

The stone casket lay against the far wall, a ray of light from the entrance cast 

across its ominous bulk. 

  

"It is," he replied, "there's nothing here." 

  



"Then why are you down here? Its bloody creepy." she shivered, involuntarily. 

  

Davis took a deep breath. Could he do this? He'd done it before, the confession. 

But usually he had just left them without a word. Gone to fetch the paper. Not 

because he didn't care. And not because he didn't love them. He loved Liz, or he 

had loved her at some point. The bitter truth was that he happened to love 

himself more. And to be able to escape from the mundane, to be able to close his 

eyes and open them again a fleeting moment and yet an age later, was impossible 

to deny. The difference here was that she was the first one he had brought back 

to Broadlands for an exceptionally long time. Could he allow that to stall him? He 

decided that he could not. 

  

"This is where I sleep," he said quietly. 

  

She laughed out loud, clutched at his sleeve in mock paroxysm. "Oooh, Count 

Dracula are you?" 

  

"No Liz, I'm no vampire. And yet, there are similarities. I do sleep here, 

occasionally, and for very long periods. But don't worry, I'm not going to drink 

your blood." 

  

"You can't frighten me, Davis," she said with bravado, "I know you better than 

that." 

 

"No," he said with certainty, "you don't know me at all. Admit it. You know 

nothing about my past. You don't know anyone who can tell you a single thing 

about me before we met. There's no history. Not recent anyway." He walked past 

her, "come outside, this gloom depresses me." 

  



  

  

They sat apart on the wooden bench beneath a gnarled old oak and still in sight of 

the stone structure. 

She reached for his hand, but he drew it from her reach. 

  

"Let me say what I must, Liz," he said. "You'll find it unbelievable, but give me a 

chance. If you stop me, I probably won't be able to finish. I'll end up feeding you 

some bullshit line just to get away, and you deserve better." 

  

She looked away, but nodded her consent. 

  

"My father was a trader, Liz. A pioneer of the Orient. In the 1840's," she shook her 

head slowly from side to side, surely thinking him deranged. "We became very 

wealthy, yet the price was high. My family was wiped out by yellow fever when I 

was thirteen. I was gravely ill myself, but for some reason I did not succumb. I was 

in a comatose state for months, and when I eventually came around and recalled 

the horror that had occurred I wanted nothing more than to go back to that 

deepest sleep. So I did. I induced a further coma. 

"Of course, the doctors attributed it to my weakened state, but when I awoke 

again after several weeks I knew that wasn't so. I regained my strength, eating 

everything that was set before me, and then, still in hospital, I did it again. It was a 

simple matter. Simply a case of making the decision, once I was relaxed enough. 

I've done it several times since, in there," he gestured, "for decades at a time." 

 

Liz turned to stare at him, as she might at a complete stranger. "Are you 

finished?" she asked. 

 



"Look," he said, "I know it sounds preposterous. That's why I hardly ever share 

with anyone." 

 

"Who else knows?" 

 

Davis stared vacantly at the autumnal branches across from where they sat. "No 

one, now." He whispered. "There was someone once, long ago. She understood." 

 

"It's impossible, Davis. Ridiculous. I can't see how anyone could come to terms 

with it." 

 

"I said she understood, Liz. I didn't say she came to terms with it." 

 

"What was her name?" 

 

"Sally," he answered. 

 

They sat in silence. He knew that she was mulling over the feasibility of what she 

had been told. "Are you about to tell me that you're leaving me, Davis? That 

you're getting ready to sleep again?" 

 

"Very soon, yes. But don't think that I never loved you, Liz. And I don't want you 

to try and wait for me." He left her then, walking back to the mausoleum to 

complete his inspection. 

 



She stood, keen to get back to more familiar surroundings. As she turned, she 

noticed the gravestone for the first time, near the base of the great oak. She knelt 

before it to read the inscription. 


