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CHAPTER TWO

The Wormhole

GRANDPA GEORGE knelt at the foot of his 
wardrobe. He was looking for a matching pair of socks—
preferably without holes. Instead, he found an old cigar 
box that he’d put there many years ago. He opened 
the lid hesitantly. Inside he found a photograph and a 
golden ring wrapped in purple silk. He lifted the picture. 
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“Good morning, Sophie darling,” he said it as if she 
were sitting next to him. “Socks are what I am looking 
for,” he muttered, snapping the box closed and returning 
it to its place. “Here we are.” He poked his pinky finger 
through the heel. “Only one small hole.”

He was about to close the doors of the wardrobe when 
he spotted an old coat of his neatly folded on the shelf. It 
was a navy blue peacoat with brass buttons, from when he 
was a boy. He could scarcely remember being so small, but 
he clearly recalled the day his father had brought it home. 
“Still in perfect shape,” Grandpa George said aloud, 
beating the dust out of it with his palm. 

He left his room and found Louisa sitting on her 
bed. He held the coat up for her to see. “Autumn in Paris 
is cold, and you will need a good sturdy jacket to keep 
you warm. Just a few minor adjustments and it will be as 
good as new.”  

Louisa slipped her arms into the coat and examined 
herself in the dressing mirror. 

Grandpa George frowned. “What an old fool I 
am. You know Louisa, if we hurry, we can visit the 
shopkeeper and still make the train. I’d like to buy you a 
brand new coat, a proper one for a young lady who lives 
in Paris.” 

“No, Grandpa George, this one is perfect. I wouldn’t 
want any other.” 
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“Hold it. Wait right there!” Grandpa George hurried 
back into his bedroom and quickly returned with a light 
blue beret and a long silk scarf.

“These belonged to your grandmother.” Grandpa 
George carefully placed the hat on Louisa’s head and 
looped the scarf around her neck. 

“It goes like this,” he said, tilting her hat a little to the 
side. 

She twirled in front of the mirror. “Now I look like a 
real Parisian!” 

Grandpa George smiled, although he looked as 
if he might cry. Louisa placed her hands under her 
grandfather’s chin and kissed his cheek.

∞

On one side, Louisa clasped hands with her 
grandfather; on the other she clutched the handle of the 
tiny suitcase with her whole life packed inside. Neither 
she nor Grandpa George spoke as the train bound for 
Paris pulled into the station. Saying goodbye, she climbed 
the steps and waved to her grandfather through the 
window. With a jolt, the locomotive slowly pulled away.

Feeling homesick already, Louisa pulled her knees 
up to her chest and drifted off to sleep. Some time later, 
she awoke to the sound of the train’s loud whistle. She
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rubbed her eyes and glanced at the man sitting next to 
her. His drooping jowls and shaggy moustache reminded 
her of Rosencrantz. He was even snoring softly, just as 
the dog did. He was also taking up half of her seat with 
his elbow, but she was too shy to tell him. Instead, she 
wedged herself further into the corner.

Louisa stared out the window until the purple 
silhouette of the Pyrenees Mountains faded into the 
distance and rectangular patches of green and mustard 
yellow fields replaced them. She listened dreamily to the 
sounds of the train car as it rocked rhythmically back 
and forth. Steadily, she detected a new sound like the 
tiny heartbeat of a mouse. She leaned towards the man, 
but the sound was not coming from his direction. Still, 
the ticking grew louder. It seemed to be coming from 
inside of her coat. She felt around the silk lining in her 
pocket until her fingers touched something smooth, cold 
and alive. 

She lifted the pale gold mechanism from her pocket. 
On the face of it was a jumble of dials, hands, numbers 
and symbols that seemed to conform to some unearthly 
geometry. The hands on the various dials turned both 
clockwise and counterclockwise.  

Louisa was gripped by the oddest feeling—the kind 
a person gets when they are being watched. She glanced 
around the cabin. The man next to her was still snoring, 
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only now he inhaled with a laboured snort and exhaled 
with a long whistle. The unpleasant woman sitting across 
the aisle was busy shovelling crisps into her mouth by 
the handful. Behind her, an older gentleman was dozing 
off beneath his newspaper. Next to him, a teenaged boy 
was listening to his headphones and mouthing the lyrics 
into an imaginary microphone. Yuck! Louisa thought. 
Teenaged boys are so ridiculous. 

But as usual, no one was paying any attention to 
her. Then slowly, a child’s face peeked out from behind 
the seat, her bright eyes full of curiosity. Louisa was not 
too old to remember how children were often excellent 
observers, especially of the most secret things. Satisfied, 
she’d found her spy; Louisa turned her attention back to 
the mechanism. At first, she’d thought that it was some 
type of clock, but now she wasn’t sure. Turning it over, 
she read the inscription etched into its case.

KEEP ME SAFE.

How odd. Louisa rested her index finger on one of 
the many jewelled buttons along the edge of the device. 
She pressed down and the hands stopped dead. Next, the 
timepiece clicked and the hands began to spin clockwise, 
faster and faster, until they were nothing but a blur. 
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Louisa released the button. There was a brief burst of 
light. The next thing that went through her mind was the 
incredibly distressing feeling of implosion.

Like a piece of popcorn being un-popped she began 
to shrink. First it was her fingers, then her arms. Finally, 
her body crinkled and collapsed. Her heart slowed and 
then stopped. She tried to scream, but some external 
force threw her voice right back down her throat. The 
sun was extinguished. The countryside vanished. The 
walls of the train, her seat, the floor, and the funny man 
sitting next to her, the awful woman eating crisps, the 
man dozing beneath his newspaper, the teenaged boy, the 
little girl—they all vanished. There was not a sound, not 
a vibration. There was no light or darkness. There was 
simply nothing. For an instant she was a speck floating in 
nothingness, a thought lost in a terrifying void. 

Bit-by-bit, her body, returned. Blood re-entered her 
veins; air inflated her lungs, and her heart once again 
thumped with life. She opened her eyes, feeling as if she 
had awoken from a fairytale sleep. The train was gone. 
The world was gone. The sight of what had replaced it     
shocked her. 

Louisa remembered the feeling she’d had upon 
entering Old Trafford Football Stadium for the first 
time. She had been riding on her father’s shoulders. 
Seeing such vastness had taken her breath away. What 
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she saw before her now was indescribably more. Without 
intending to, she had found the gateway to a region that 
existed between the walls of time and space. She had 
stepped outside of the boundaries of her world into an 
endless abyss, a world beyond comprehension.

Louisa hung weightless in the centre of a cavernous 
tunnel that stretched out of sight in immense loops and 
curves. The walls were translucent and glowed faintly in 
colours she could not name. It seemed the hues did not 
fall within the range of anything known in the visible 
spectrum of light. Streaks of lightning crossed between 
the colossal passageways. Masses of prisms, clusters of 
cubes, bubbles and rapidly shifting polyhedral forms 
appeared and disappeared in time with the most baffling 
and tremendously loud noises.

She stared at her bizarre new surroundings, trying 
to find something—anything—familiar. It took her a 
few moments to realize she was moving. She was not 
climbing, flying, swimming, crawling or wriggling. 
No, instead, her movements were part voluntary 
and part involuntary. She was encased in a sphere, 
which became visible when it was struck by the 
surges of energy that pulsed along the tunnel. 
Louisa touched the surface of the bubble and a 
peculiar energy leapt from it. Startled, she pulled 
her hand away, but it was unharmed. Again, she 
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waved her hand along the sphere’s surface and once 
more the energy reached out to meet it.

Louisa glimpsed a tiny point of brilliant light 
streaking through a tunnel like a shooting star. 

∞

If she’d had a closer look at the light, she would have 
seen that it was a sphere exactly like her own. If she’d 
been able to look inside of that sphere, she would have 
noticed an older gentleman with a kind, careworn face, 
casually standing as if he were waiting at a bus stop. 
Adalbert Uhrmacher was intently reading the news, 
although the news was rather old—four hundred 
and fifty-one years old, to be exact. At his feet was a 
worn leather briefcase and he was wearing a brown 
topcoat and matching Homburg hat, on top of which 
stood a large green parrot. Adalbert’s eyes widened 
as he surveyed the vast netherworld spreading in 
every direction. No matter how many times he had 
journeyed into the wormhole, it never ceased to evoke 
in him a sense of wonder. The passageways always 
reminded him of the complex network of tunnels 
found beneath the cities of London, New York, Paris, 
and Tokyo. But while those could deliver a person 
on time, this could deliver a person through time. 
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How had Adalbert come to this lonely place? Was 
he on a secret mission of the highest importance? Was 
he attempting to unwind a paradoxical space-time 
conundrum that threatened the very existence of the 
universe itself? Not at that moment, no. The truth was, 
he was hurrying back home to turn off his stove. Adalbert 
had left the burner on. Just like Louisa, he was a time 
traveller, and he was doing what most time travellers do 
when they time travel: not very much. 

It is true that time travellers can have extraordinary 
adventures, but this tends to be the exception and not the 
rule. For the most part, time travellers hardly ever have 
any adventures at all. But this is not entirely by choice. 
A wrong word uttered, a thought interrupted, even an 
insect accidentally squashed—the tiniest alteration to the 
past might set in motion a chain reaction, unleashing 
a tidal wave of change, the results of which could be 
catastrophic. 

For the most part, time travellers do things that other 
people would find quite mundane, like spying on their 
old dog for instance or attending their wedding—in 
a disguise of course. Often, Adalbert could be found 
crouching outside of his childhood home, waiting 
while his mother set a freshly baked pecan pie on the 
windowsill, just to get a whiff.

His stomach did a summersault when the sphere 



33

made a sudden drop and sped through a particularly 
tangled portion of the wormhole. While there were no 
forces of gravity inside Adalbert’s fantastic craft, his mind 
never failed to trick his body into feeling as if there were. 

The sphere plunged into a corkscrew-like tunnel 
and then entered a loop of gigantic proportions. As he 
approached the speed of light, Adalbert began to count. 
In free space, light travels just over one hundred and 
eighty-six thousand two hundred and eighty-two miles per 
second. Ten seconds passed as Adalbert entered the loop, 
traversed its length and then shot out the other side. 

Adalbert checked his watch, an old habit that he’d 
never been able to kick—he was a time traveller after all. 
He folded his newspaper and tucked it up under his arm. 
The large parrot that had been sitting patiently on his 
head let out a “Raaaaaaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrrrp!” 

“What are we to do, Bruce?”
Under normal circumstances, he would be fretting 

about his upcoming exit from the wormhole and 
subsequent re-entry into the universe, a task that always 
made him nervous, no matter how many times he’d 
accomplished it. However, at that moment, there were far 
more troubling things on his mind.

 ∞
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Louisa, of course, did not know any of this as she sped 
onwards into the void. Indeed, she was thinking that she 
ought to be getting back and wondered just how she might 
accomplish such a feat. And then, suddenly, she felt the 
strange sensation she’d felt earlier. Once again, her heart 
slowed and then stopped. She felt herself being stretched 
into a long, thin strand, like spaghetti. Again, there was no 
sound, no light and no darkness. There was nothing. 

Louisa felt bones, muscles, veins and skin forming. 
She sensed herself filling out, rematerializing, as it were. 
Wincing, she rubbed her temples, afraid that her head 
might burst. Fortunately, the pain did not last. She 
breathed a sigh of relief when the terrible feeling subsided. 

When she opened her eyes, she was standing on 
a bridge. The river sparkled with a million glittering 
reflections. The broad streets were lined with trees and 
elegant buildings. It was a clear, cool evening and the 
sky was turning from rose to violet. Louisa stood 
motionless, drinking in the lovely city. Somehow—beyond 
explanation—she was in Paris. 

What just happened? Louisa reached for the timepiece 
and to her surprise she discovered something else in the 
pocket of her grandfather’s coat. There was a letter with 
her name written on it in an elegant golden script. The 
envelope was sealed with rather important-looking red 
wax and stamped with a snake twisted into a figure eight. 


