CHAPTERS 1 – 5  (LONG CHAPTERS)
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ONE
 
 Janine Forbes shut down her laptop with a sigh and closed it. She looked down at her phone lying on the desk. 11:00 PM. 3 hours and only three hundred words. Oh well! Such was the life of a writer. Some days everything flowed. Days like today she could hardly put a sentence together. She tensed. A sound! From the. Lounge room? She padded cautiously to the door, reached an arm around and found the light switch. A man stood in the room. Tall. Wearing casual clothes. Janine stared for a second or two, mouth hanging open. Was that a glow she saw around him? The thought flashed through her mind that she could have seen him. had the room remained in darkness. As she came to herself and went to speak, he said. “Janine. wake Mitch. Tell him to dress. Get your coat.” Mitch Taylor the other tenant in the apartment lived upstairs. Janine lived downstairs. Friends and Christians, they enjoyed each other’s company. Occasionally Mitch suggested they go out for a meal. Just friends. Nothing serious. Without a word Janine, wondering why she was obeying this stranger, walked to the stairs and ascended. A minute of persistent tapping produced a result. The door handle turned, and the door cracked open. Mitch, bleary eyed, a quizzical look on his face, peered through the narrow opening. “I was asleep. I have to work tomorrow
 
“I can’t explain it now Mitch, but would you get dressed and come with me.” 1 He stared at her for a second or two. Then with a resigned sigh he mumbled “OK. I won't be long.” Moments later he pulled the door open, fully dressed. “You might need your coat,” she said. He looked at her. Then turned. And grabbed his ski parka out of the closet. He stepped outside. “What's this about?” She raised her hand and turned, “follow me.” Down the stairs they went. Janine indicated to Mitch to wait as she grabbed her long winter parka from the bedroom. In the lounge room. the tall stranger had not moved. Mitch frowned. Who's this”? The voice had gentle authority. “Prepare yourselves. Contact Robert Oppenheimer at the London City Mission. You have twenty-four hours.” Then, “both of you take a step towards me.” In obedience to the command, the tall visitor and the lounge room disappeared.
 
 Standing in heavy rain on a cobblestone street came as something of a shock. With a savage crack a flare of lightening shot across the sky, followed by a loud clap of thunder like the echo of a drum. A cold wind gusted, the sky grey, ominous, and threatening. Mitch recovered first. He touched Janine’s arm and pointed to an overhang on a building beside the road. “Let’s get out of the rain first, he shouted, get our coats on.” Scampering over they shrugged on their parka’s, zipping them to their chins and pulling the hoods over their heads. The sound of horse hooves on cobblestones drew their attention. A carriage appeared through the rain. The driver sitting high on the front seat wearing a top hat and layers of clothing against the rain. It moved passed them and went on down the street. Janine, a wild look in her eyes. “Where are we?” “Looks like Victorian London,” Mitch answered. “That was a Hansom Cab.” Janine was incredulous. “Two hundred years ago!” 
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