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The cold breeze blew through the quiet room.  
“Beep! Beep!”  
‘’Ughhhh,” I moaned as I reached over to stop my aggravating alarm.  
After I rolled out of bed and got dressed, I walked down the stairs, and overheard 

my mom talking to someone. When I reached the bottom of the stairs there was a tall 
and skinny man. I stood there quietly, so they couldn't hear me. I saw the man hand my 
mom a painting. Then he left.  

“Mom, what is that?” I said quietly.  
“It’s a painting of the war,’’ my mom said boldly.  
I had never heard my mom speak with such confidence. I turned to walk back up 

the stairs and was suddenly struck with a sharp pain in my head. I quickly turned and 
shouted, “Mom!” but the room was filled with silence.  

‘’Are you okay?’’ I heard someone say.  Confused, I opened my eyes slowly and 
saw a man hovering over me.  

‘’Who are you?’’ I said weakly.  
‘’I am George Washington,’’ the man said.  
“ WHAT?’’ I said as I shot straight up in shock. ‘’What year is it?”  
‘’It’s 1775 and the Revolutionary War is about to start,’’ George Washington said 

in a serious voice.  
My heart dropped and I was trying to hold back my tears.  
‘’I just wanna go home,’’ I said as tears formed in my eyes. ‘’How did you..’’ a 

gunshot echoed through the thick woods.  
‘’We have to go! We need to find shelter for you,’’ George said. The words flew 

through my head. Then suddenly a horse came running from behind the trees, spooked 
from the roaring gunshot. George stopped the horse.  

‘’Get on,’’ he said, as I nodded and hopped on. The horse bolted and I felt as if I 
was on a cloud flying through the sky. We arrived at a small house and a lady was 
outside. George motioned for me to go in the house as he started talking to the lady. 
When I got inside, I sat down on a big fluffy chair. The lady came in and said, “ I am 
George Washington's wife, Martha.”  



“I am Emily….” A  loud bang came from the door cutting me off. 
‘’Who is that?!’’ I screamed.  
Martha looked bewildered. The door fell down and a tall man came rushing in. It 

was him, the guy who gave my mom that painting. I closed my eyes and started to 
shiver as fear washed over me. I opened my eyes and could hear a familiar voice in the 
distance. The voice got closer and closer until I clearly heard my mom saying, ”Emily, 
WAKE UP!”  

After several minutes, I got up and squeezed my mom. I was relieved that it was 
just a dream.  Later that day, I went to tell my mom about my crazy dream, but was 
shocked to see the painting hanging on our once bare wall.  
 


