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Cha pter 1

The Abandoned
Subway
Emma and David had just had a great time visiting
Buckingham Palace and the Tower of London with their mom.
Now the day was about to get even better. They were in the
back of a shiny black London taxi on the way to their mom’s
movie shoot in an abandoned subway station.

Having a famous movie director for a mom wasn’t always
fun. She was often away from home for weeks at a time. But,
on this occasion, Emma and David got to join her in London.
The taxi pulled up to the entrance of the old subway station,
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and mom’s assistant, Elly, opened the car door.
“Hi, guys,” said Elly. “Welcome to the London Underground!”
“Thanks, Elly,” said Emma and David’s mom. Then she
rushed off to meet with the other members of the movie crew.
“Come with me,” said Elly as she led the kids into the
subway station. “I’ve got some chairs ready for you so you can
watch all the action.”
“How old is this place?” asked Emma as she looked
around, careful not to bump into any of the huge cameras and
large, blinding spotlights.
“This station was built
about a hundred and fifty
years ago,” said Elly. “And
it’s been closed up for
thirty years or so.”
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“What’s down there?” asked David. He pointed to an old
staircase that seemed to go on forever.
“Right now, we’re standing in the ticket office,” said Elly.
“The stairs lead down to the platforms and the tunnels, which
are about one hundred feet below ground.”
“Awesome!” said David.
“Many sections of the London Underground are now
abandoned,” continued Elly. “It’s kind of creepy to think there’s
a labyrinth of empty passageways and tunnels deep below
the city.”
Elly pointed to two seats. Emma and David settled into
the chairs as the movie crew frantically scurried around them.
“I want to see the tunnels,” whispered Emma to her brother.
“We’re supposed to stay here,” David whispered back.
Secretly, though, he was curious, too.
“Come on,” said Emma. “Let’s just take a quick look
around. Mom won’t notice that we’re gone.”
Everyone in the old ticket office was watching the actors
at work as Emma and David slipped away down the long set
of stairs leading to the deserted tunnels.
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Cha pter 2

The Voice in the
Labyrinth
At the bottom of the stairs, Emma and David found
themselves in a gloomy tunnel that was once used as a walkway
for subway passengers. Old lights flickered above them and
made an unsettling buzzing sound. The tunnel had a rounded
ceiling, and the walls were covered with green- and creamcolored tiles.
“Come on,” said Emma.
They walked quickly along the tunnel. It twisted
and turned from left to right. David shivered a little
as he thought of Elly’s description of the subway
as a labyrinth.
Suddenly, they found themselves at the top
of another steep set of stairs.
Emma grabbed the rusty metal handrail and
headed down the steps. David followed.
All of a sudden, Emma froze. There was something
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moving in the dark shadows at the bottom of the stairs.
“Who’s there?” she called out.
David felt as if hundreds of tiny bugs were crawling down
his spine.
In fearful silence, Emma and David hesitated. Then a tiny
mouse bolted across the bottom stair.
They breathed a sigh of relief and hurried down the
remaining stairs. They found themselves in another passenger
tunnel.
This deeper tunnel was even gloomier. In many places, the
tiles were missing from the damp, stained walls.
“Do you think we’re a hundred feet
underground yet?” said David.
“Maybe,” said Emma.
The only sounds were their
feet moving along the crumbling
concrete floor and water dripping
slowly from the ceiling.
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