
Gaps in Time - Transitional Tales

I woke up with a jolt, and for the third day in a row, whacked my head hard against a bookcase, that so 

happened to be hovering directly above my head. I sat up, rubbing the place where I'd hit it – luckily not 

so hard this time, as my thick maroon hair had been in the way - and watched as Jack drifted back across 

the room to his right place, on the other side of the room, with his back against the wall. “For the last 

time,” I said in a dangerous whisper. Then I started yelling, “You're a bookcase. You carry- what a 

surprise- books and stay where we put you with your back against the wall. “You don't,” I was still 

yelling, “wait till your owner falls asleep, then hover above their head so that, when they wake up, they 

hit their head against you every time,” I'd stopped yelling now, but I was still talking loud enough that 

anyone who, by some miracle, had slept through my rant, would definitely be awake by now. “And the 

bruise was just beginning to heal, as well...” I trailed off muttering.

“I'm sorry,” Jack chuckled, “It's just, your so funny when you're angry.”

“You can be so annoying sometimes,” I growled at him. Then, “I’m coming,” I yelled to my Mum, who’d 

been calling me for about 5 minutes now. I slid out of bed and stumbled to the landing, and then down the 

stairs.

“Good morning, Jasmine,” My mum said to me as I walked into the kitchen.

“What time is it?”

“It’s 11 clockers, dear,” My mum replied, just before we heard a very loud rumble come from my tummy.

After breakfast and once I was ready, I decided to go for a walk. I tapped the code in the wall to activate 

my bubble, then opened the door and stepped into it, safely protected from the strong rays of the sun. 

Everyone had to use bubbles now the ozone layer was gone – the last year there was any of it left 

protecting the earth was 2027. Though luckily, they managed to perfect the bubble a few months before it  

started to fade – otherwise we’d sunburn so badly we’d die within three days. I pressed the detach button 

and watched as it drifted slowly away from the house, rising higher the further it went.

Suddenly, I froze. Then, so fast I was a blur, I spun around and stared down at the pale grey path that lay 

twenty metres below me. I was right, I knew I'd seen something unusual. There, on the path below, a girl 

lay awkwardly across it. Still in shock, I directed the bubble down towards the ground where she lay. No-

one had been outside their bubble in over fifteen years. No-one was stupid enough to do that. She must be 

from the past, I decided.

“Hello, are you all right?” I said softly, shaking her through the bubble.

No answer. She was obviously unconscious. She must have fainted from sunstroke.  As gently as I could, 

I reached out and pulled her into the bubble.

When we got back to my house, I de-activated my bubble and brought the girl inside. “Mum, I need your 



help,” I called.

“Why, what happened?” She replied, coming into the room, “I thought...” she trailed off, staring at the the 

girl I'd lain on the sofa, “Who is that?”  The look on my mother's face was one of confused familiarity.

“I found her, lying across the path outside,” I answered, “I couldn't just leave her there.”

“No, of course not.”

“She wasn't in a bubble, she must be from the past.”

“Yes, but how?” My mother sounded very confused, “Time-travel has been proved impossible, so how 

could she have got here?”

Before I could answer the girl stirred and her eyelids fluttered open.

“Wh...where am I?”She stared up at us, her blue eyes wide with fear, her black hair falling across her 

face.

“It's all right, dear,” my mum said softly, “you're in good hands.

“I found you unconscious on the path outside,” I explained, “so what year are you from?” I asked, my 

curiosity getting the better of me.

“2...2010,” she stammered.

“My blue skies, really?” I couldn't hold back my incredulity, “that's forty years ago, they still had the 

ozone layer then.”

“Yes, but... but if that was forty years ago then... then that would mean that I'm in the future and this is 

2050.”

“Yep,” I replied, “What's your name? I'm Jazz.”

“Megan,” she said, “Megan Brecks.”

“What?!” I exclaimed.

“Mega-”

“No, I heard what you said,” I interrupted, “I'm just so... shocked.”

“Why?”

“Because your my...my...grandmother.”

I watched as what I just said sunk in. “Wh...what?” She shook her head, dazed.

“You live in the house opposite but you don't...you don't...look like you,” I explained.

“Of course not, I'd be 54 now,” she said, “but we must find a way to get me back or the whole future 

would change and you or your parents probably wouldn't exist.”

She was right. If we didn't get her back to her own time everything would be different. I sat down on the 

sofa and thought about it. Time travel wasn't possible and would never be, that had been proved. But there 

were known to be anomalies gaps in the laws of time. However, anomalies were hardly ever known to 

stay open for a couple of hours and I didn't no for sure that that was how Megan had got here.

I turned to Megan, aka my grandmother, “Do you remember anything that happened before you came to 

this time?”



“Well, I remember that my sister was really angry at me because I'd broken  her hair straighteners,” she 

said, blushing, “and I was running away from her because I knew she'd do something horrible to me as 

soon as she caught me.

“Then I ran outside to the garden forgetting about the pool which we were standing right next to when she 

caught me. And then she pushed me into it. And when I opened my eyes at the bottom of the pool, there 

was this really bright light right next to me, and because I was curious I swam into it. Then, when I came 

through I didn't realize I wasn't in the same place because the water was just as clear as our pool. But then 

when I got out the water I was sitting on this weird grass stuff and I'd just got out of a lake and everything 

was different. After that I thought I should get to a house and ask where I was, but I didn't get very far, as 

you found out.”

“What you called the weird grass is fake grass and the reason the lake you got out of was so clear was 

because it's fake water, which is why we call it la lake fake.”

“You talk fast.”

“Only because I'm in a rush because we have to get you back through the anomaly you swam through 

before it closes up because otherwise you'll be stuck here forever.”

It didn't take us long to activate the bubble and we were soon on our way to the lake. Once we arrived at 

the lake, it wasn't hard to find the anomaly in it. It was as easy as trying to find the sun in a cloudless sky. 

As we stood staring down at it, I said to Megan, “I'm going to miss you even though I hardly know you.”

“Yeah, me too, you,” she agreed.

“Will you do something for me?”

“Yeah?”

“When you get home, write a letter to yourself with today's date on the front  – which is the 12 th of May 

2050 - as when you can open it. Inside, write something short about being able to talk to me about what 

happened today from then on. When I go to Gran's, I mean your house this afternoon, I want to see that 

letter.”

“Sure thing, see you later then,” she said with a small smile, before diving into the water and passing back 

through the anomaly.

I found out that she'd done exactly as I'd asked when, a few hours later, she opened the door to me and my 

mum, holding a letter in one hand - that she gave to me later on – which was addressed to a Mrs M. 

Brecks. Underneath her name, in very large letters, were the words, 'IMPORTANT: DO NOT OPEN 

UNTIL MAY 12TH 2050. THEN GIVE TO JAZZ.'
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