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	To my wife Kellie 
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Chapter 1

	Michael

	Thunder echoes through the night sky as rain begins to trickle down. Everyone runs for cover except one man in the middle of the sidewalk. He lowers the hood from his jacket allowing his face to embrace the heavenly water. He closes his eyes and it comforts him, bringing him a moment of peace before he heads for a nearby church. As he enters he blesses himself and looks around. No one is in sight, but he knows where to go. He makes his way to the empty confession booths and takes a seat within. He doesn’t have to wait long before he hears someone moving behind the divider.

	“Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned,” says the man.

	The priest opens the sliding door over the screen of the confessional booth ready to communicate with the man, but before he can do so he is interrupted.

	“It has been—” He pauses and scratches his head to contemplate, “—a month since my last confession. And it will be my last.” 

	“What has brought this on, my child?” the priest asks, but he is met with a long and uncomfortable silence. The priest coughs to clear his throat and shifts in his seat before trying again. “May I ask what has brought this on?” 

	“I’m sorry,” the stranger responds, sniffing,, “I…I have lost faith in Him. Don’t get me wrong: I believe in Him, but I do not care for Him.” 

	The priest hears more sniffing and a deep sigh from the confessor. “I don’t understand, my son.” 

	“I have buried nearly every single family member I have. Mum and Dad, my brothers, all gone—well, except one.” 

	“I know life may seem hard at times and it may seem even harder to see his plan for us—” the priest begins, but is cut off abruptly by the stranger.

	“SO, HIS PLAN IS TO KILL ME!” he yells at the priest through the screen, his voice echoing throughout the empty church.

	The priest is at a loss for words and takes his time to respond. “You…you are ill?” he asks.

	“Cancer,” the man responds after some time.

	The priest is saddened by this. He lets out a sigh and rests his head in his hands. “I will pray for you—" 

	“Save your prayers, Father. I’m done with your Lord,” the man says hastily before he exits the booth. 

	The priest quickly chases after him but all that he sees is the stranger exiting the church. The priest raises his hands to the heavens and prays out loud, “Father, watch over him during his darkest hours.” He then makes the sign of the cross and hopes that his prayer was heard before whispering to himself, “He’s going to need your guidance.”

	 

	In deep thought, the man walks back to his car. Unfazed by the darkness of the night, he ventures through it like it is his friend. He enters a car park with only one car still occupying a space and looks around. He sees the dark empty oval of the vacant children’s playground before approaching his car. He sighs and unlocks his vehicle with a beep, then closing his eyes he pauses for a moment before he gets in, starts the ignition and stares at himself in the rear-view mirror. He gives his distracted head a shake to try and refocus his mind, then he buckles his seatbelt and exhales once again.

	He drives off, turning at a nearby street and arriving at a house only a few streets away from the church. He reaches for a controller in the centre console of his car, activates the garage door and parks his car in a sombre mood. This quickly changes when he hears children’s laughter coming from inside the house. 

	A smile spreads across his face. “Come on,” he whispers, trying to encourage himself.

	He closes the garage and listens one last time to the nothingness before slowly reaching for the door handle and entering the mudroom of his house where he is instantly bombarded by noise. While taking off his wet shoes, he looks up and smiles, admiring his wife in front of the stove cooking a family dinner. Suddenly, his troubles melt away as she walks over and greets him with a kiss.

	“Hey, babe!”

	“Hey, gorgeous.”

	“How was your day?” she asks as she heads back over to the stove to check on the dinner.

	He feels a little teary, so he gives a default answer as he hangs up his work bag on one of the hooks within the mudroom. 

	“Yeah, work was good. I got everything done earlier than I thought so I left,” he responds before entering the kitchen where two little boys excited to see their father run over to greet him with hugs.

	“Dad!” they cry in unison.

	Hudson, the eight-year-old, throws his arms around him and squeezes as hard as he can. Four-year-old Isaiah slowly makes his way to his Dad. He does not make eye contact, distracted by the tablet in his hand. He then leans into his Dad’s legs expecting him to make the effort of hugging him. His father obliges and leans down to give him a hug. Isaiah then walks back to the lounge, still with his head buried in his tablet.

	“Michael!” Kelly calls, a little agitated. “You finished work early and only now you’re coming home?” 

	Michael is a little taken back by his wife’s tone.

	“I really could’ve used some help with the kids today, if you finished early.” 

	“Sorry, I had to see a friend.” 

	“Who?” 

	“Just a work friend,” Michael quickly responds, caught off guard, “but he wasn’t home, so it was a waste of time.”

	Kelly looks at him. “Hmm. Okay, well, dinner will be ready in five.”

	“I’m going to take a shower,” Michael announces, relieved she’s dropped the issue as he walks to their room. As he preps himself to head into the shower he begins to dwell on the doctor’s appointment he had earlier that day and what the priest had told him. He is jolted from his thoughts when he hears someone knocking on the bathroom door.

	“Yes?” he calls.

	“Is everything okay?” Kelly asks in a worried tone. “The doors locked.”

	“All good. I’m hopping out now,” he quickly says as he washes some soap over himself.

	“Good, ‘cos you have been in there for nearly ages.”

	Michael is shocked at how long he has been in the shower; he can’t even remember getting in 

	“I’ll be waiting at the dinner table for you,” Kelly tells him.

	“Okay,” Michael finally responds.

	He makes his way to the table to find his wife waiting for him and notices she hasn’t touched her meal and her arms are folded. He cautiously takes his seat whilst still looking at his wife, then they both reach for their cutlery.

	“You took so long that the kids have already eaten,” Kelly tells him as she begins to cut up her steak.

	“Oh…okay,” he replies, adjusting his glasses on his face.

	Kelly slowly chews her food and adjusts her own glasses to get a better view of her silent husband. “How did the scans and blood test go today?” 

	Alarmed, Michael’s eyes dart back to his wife.

	“Did you think I’d forget?” she asks as she places her cutlery beside her dinner plate.

	Michael begins to replay the doctor’s words over in his head. He starts to get emotional, and his eyes begin to well up.

	Noticing this, Kelly reaches for his hands to comfort him and says reassuringly, “Hey, it’s going to be okay. We’ll get through this together.”

	His mouth opens but no words are spoken, then he slowly gains the confidence to speak. “Doctor says—"

	Kelly grips his hands tighter.

	“—I have prostate cancer.”

	Kelly sinks back into her chair, expressionless and pale. 

	“Kel!” She doesn’t reply, so Michael tries again. “Kel…are you okay”? 

	Finally her eyes have movement in them. They glance over at her husband. She has no encouraging words for him, so Michael tries to be brave.

	“Don’t worry we’ll get through this. I’ll make it through this,” he says calmly, trying to reassure his wife.

	A tear trickles from one of Kelly’s eyes. She quickly wipes it away trying to hide it from her husband and musters enough strength to give him a broken smile. 

	“I know we will, hun,” she replies, gripping Michael’s hands even tighter than before.

	They finish their dinner and, side by side, clean up the table and stack the dishwasher.

	“Did you want to put the boys to bed and say goodnight to Emma?” Kelly asks Michael exhaustedly. “I need a shower.”

	“Yeah, okay,” Michael replies as he heads into the lounge while his wife makes her way to their bedroom.

	Michael checks in the lounge, but Hudson and Isaiah are not there. “Boys?”

	He makes his way to their bedroom and as he walks down the corridor he can already hear one of the boy’s tablets blaring. He enters their room and notices they are both already fast asleep in bed; Hudson’s tablet was next to him still on, but Isaiah’s tablet was flat on his face, turned off due to a flat battery. Michael couldn’t hold back his fatherly smile as he gathered both of their tablets. He makes sure his sons are both under their blankets and tucks them in for the night. He then turns on their night light and switches off the room light.

	“I love you both, my two little men,” he says before leaving their room.

	After putting their tablets on charge Michael checks in on Emma, his fifteen-year-old daughter, who is still studying in her room.

	“Hey, don’t study too much. Me and mum are going to bed.”

	“I won’t, I’m finishing up soon,” Emma replies from her study desk.

	“Okay, well night, night,” Michael says as he closes her door.

	“Goodnight,” Emma responds.

	Michael arrives in the master bedroom to find Kelly is already in bed applying moisturiser to her hands and face.

	“How are the kids?” she asks.

	“Yeah, the boys were already in their beds asleep.” 

	Kelly’s jaw drops in shock. “Really?”

	“Yeah, must have been a busy day at school. Emma’s still studying, but she said she’s going to bed shortly.”

	Kelly finishes moisturising, readjusts the blanket and takes a deep breath.“So… do you want to talk about your doctor’s appointment?” 

	A heavy silence fills the air between them.

	“Maybe another time,” Michael replies as he sits on his side of the bed. “I just want a good night’s sleep.” 

	“Oh, okay. You must be exhausted after the day you’ve had.” 

	Kelly leans in for a goodnight kiss.

	“I promise I will talk about it, just not tonight,” Michael reassures her.

	“That’s okay, don’t stress,” Kelly reassures him as she rolls over to her side of the bed.

	Now alone with his thoughts, Michael stares up at the ceiling, his mind racing. He knows his life is about to change and he is now in uncharted waters. This is something that scares him greatly, not knowing what is ahead of him or what could potentially happen. On the other side of the bed, Kelly hops out and begins to walk towards the toilet.

	“You still awake?” she asks as her eyes adjust to the dark.

	Michael finds this comment odd; hadn’t they only just switched off the light? “It’s only been like five minutes babe, gimme a chance.” 

	“Babe, look at your phone. It’s almost half one.”

	“What!” Michael cries, reaching for his phone. He is shocked to see that yet again he has lost track of time.

	“That can’t be!” he says out loud as he sits up in bed and places his phone back on his bedside table.

	Kelly sits beside him and rubs his arm and shoulder. “Are you sure you’re alright?”

	Still confused, Michael sighs. Kelly continues to rub her husband’s arms for comfort.

	Finally, Michael finds the courage to speak.

	“I…don’t want to die.” Finally this realisation comes crashing down on him. 

	Kelly catches his drooping head into her lap and he gently cries. 

	Kelly feels a sense of duty building up inside of her. She needs to comfort her fragile husband in his moment of need.

	“We’re going to get through this, together,” she says as she caresses his head. “All the years I have known you, I have never seen you quit once.” 

	Michael regains his composure as he looks into his wife’s reassuring eyes. He nods his head delicately as he lies back down and Kelly covers him with the blanket.

	“Get some sleep and we’ll talk more in the morning.” 

	Kelly waits until she can hear the steady deeper breaths of sleep from Michael before she gets back up and goes into the bathroom. She locks the door, checking first that he is asleep, and only then does she allow herself to cry.

	 


Chapter 2 

	Friend or Foe

	Morning breaks through the curtain, shining a ray of warmth onto Michael’s face and peacefully waking him. He looks over and sees that Kelly has already made her side of the bed. He pauses at first then pounces out of bed when he smells breakfast seeping through the bedroom door. He makes his way to the dining room, throwing on his shirt and is greeted by his two boys who seem to be glued to their tablets again at the breakfast table.

	“Morning Dad!” they say, barely raising their eyes.

	“Good morning, boys,” he replies, smiling at them both, then he looks over at his daughter. She is sitting at the furthest side of the breakfast table, not wanting to be disturbed by her brothers. “Good morning, Emma.” 

	“Hmm,” is all Michael hears from her.

	He joins them at the table with a bit of pep in his step, as if he has forgotten about his condition already.

	“Mum said you had a rough night last night, so we let you sleep in,” Hudson tells him politely.

	Annoyed, Kelly looks over at Hudson trying to warn him not to say anything further on the matter.

	“What?” Hudson asks, shrugging his shoulders at his mother before finishing off his breakfast.

	“It’s ok, Bub,” Michael comforts Hudson.

	“Oh Dad, it’s the first of December!” Hudson cries with excitement as he stands up. “Can we put up our Christmas lights and Christmas tree tonight?” 

	Michael teases his son by taking a moment to think about it.

	“I suppose we could,” he says as he smiles cheekily at his son.

	“YES!” Hudson responds.

	Hearing his brother getting excited, Isaiah pauses his tablet and taps his big brother on the shoulder. “What? What’s happening?” 

	“It is almost Christmas, so tonight Dad is going to help us put up the Christmas tree and lights,” Hudson explains to Isaiah.

	“Yay!” Isaiah responds as he jumps up and down, then they both hug their father.

	“Now you’re going to HAVE to keep your promise, you know that right?” Kelly warns her husband as she hands him his breakfast. “Getting them both all excited like that.”

	“I know, but I keep my promises,” he smiles back at his wife.

	The peace that settles over the breakfast table is suddenly ruined by a news report on the TV blaring in the lounge.

	“Another casualty has died due to gang violence in the streets. A young boy has caught a ricocheted bul…” Kelly quickly changes the TV channel before the news reporter could finish her sentence.

	“Over a year has passed since China’s attack on America,” another news reporter says as the screen shows women and children fleeing for their lives.

	Kelly turns the TV off altogether. Michael and Kelly look at one another with concern, then she places the remote control down on a nearby table.

	“What happened?” Hudson asks inquisitively.

	“Nothing Hudson…the TV was too loud, so I turned it off,” Kelly answers quickly while Michael gives her a nod.

	“I’m glad we live in Australia!” Emma says out loud as she eats her breakfast.

	Shortly afterwards, while Michael is looking frantically for his work bag, Kelly tells her husband, “It’s getting worse every year. Why is it always in the lead up to Christmas?” 

	Michael is only partially listening as he gets himself ready to go to work, but he tells Kelly flippantly, “It’s the Devil’s month.”

	“Huh?” 

	Michael finds some socks and starts to put them on. Kelly places her hands on top of his to get him to stop what he is doing and focus.

	“What do you mean, ‘The Devil’s month’?” 

	“Well, at work I’ve heard people calling this month the Devil’s month,” he explains as Kelly moves her hands and he continues putting on his socks and sprays himself with deodorant. “They say it’s a godless month, with a lot of death and chaos occurs arounds this time.” 

	“That is the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard!” Kelly exclaims, screwing her face up in disgust as they both leave the bedroom. “I hope you don’t believe in this so-called stupid season.” 

	“Of course not. I don’t have any beliefs anymore,” Michael replies, turning towards his wife with a smug look.

	“Right, and what’s this then?” Kelly points to a tattoo of a Rosary wrapped around Michael’s arm and shoulder. 

	“That is out of respect for my grandmothers. You know they’re both true believers.” He picks up his work polo shirt which is hanging from one of the dining chairs and slips it on. 

	“Well, why did you get that tattoo blessed then, huh?” 

	“It’s a superstition thing. When I was younger, I felt I played better football knowing my shoulder was blessed,” Michael retorts, then he poses in his workwear and asks Kelly, “Okay, how do I look?” 

	“Oh, hell no! You aren’t going to work today!” Kelly argues.

	“That’s blasphemy,” Michael smirks at his wife as he makes his way to the mudroom to find his work bag.

	“I’m not Catholic, Michael, so I can say whatever I want,” Kelly teases, then her tone changes as she crosses her arms. “But seriously, why are you going to work? We should be talking about what our next steps are.” 

	Michael pauses for a moment, then he puts down his bag and approaches her.

	“I promise I’m fine. We can talk about this when I get home.” He picks up his bag, then he goes back to comfort Kelly by kissing her.

	“Love you,” he says softly.

	“Love you too,” Kelly sighs, her expression one of defeat as she watches him go.

	Michael gets into his car and opens the garage, then as soon as he reverses the vehicle and starts to drive his mind begins to wander again. Only this time he thinks about his family and what life would be like without him in the picture. He starts to tear up as he imagines his children all grown up. He wonders how tall they’ll grow and what features they’ll inherit from him; who will teach the boys how to shave and what type of career path will Emma choose? Panic begins to set in. There’s a lot to think about, especially now knowing his life has a time limit. 

	A car horn close by breaks the reverie.

	Startled, Michael jumps in fright and blinks rapidly. He begins to breathe intensely as he tries to find his bearings. He looks around and finds he’s already parked at the train station, but has missed his train. Annoyed, he gets out of the car and makes his way to the platform ready to catch the next one. As he waits, he shakes his head and wonders to himself, what’s going on with me? He squints and looks around. Only two other people are on the same platform, unaware that Michael is having a mini breakdown. Get it together! he scolds himself. He closes his eyes and takes in a deep breath before breathing out gently, then he hears the horn of the next train.

	As the train makes its stop, Michael enters the carriage but does not sit just yet. Instead, he makes his way towards the end carriage, wanting to be left alone. As he enters the carriage, he sees it’s empty, although he still sits the furthest seat away from the door. He rests his head in his hands, baffled at how he is losing time whenever his mind is distracted.

	“I can’t be that distracted that I lose all sense of reality,” he tells himself. “Maybe I should have stayed home.”

	The train makes a stop. A young couple enters the carriage and sit a few seats down, much to Michael’s annoyance. Michael doesn’t pay them any attention and turns to face away from them. He begins to think about his will and if it needs to be updated, but his train of thought is interrupted when he hears an argument.

	“NO! I told you you’re not going without me!” 

	Michael tries to ignore the bickering couple, but the young lady looks over at Michael as if to silently plead for help. However, Michael does not look in her direction. Instead, he closes his eyes and tries to return to his own thoughts, but the fight became louder until he hears a slap. Michael opens his eyes and rises to his feet in anger. The culprit is looking up at him in a disdainful manner. 

	“What, old man?” the youth yells at Michael.

	Michael looks over at the young lady who is holding the left side of her face and painstakingly avoiding eye contact.

	Michael takes a step towards the young man, who stands up and pulls out a knife. “What you gonna do, old man?” he shouts, waving the knife in the air to keep Michael at bay.

	Michael says nothing as he takes another step towards the guy.

	“Why don’t you leave this woman alone?” he murmurs, his anger building.

	“Why don’t you mind your own business, old man?” is the youths retort.

	“Why don’t you make me?” Michael is pissed.

	The kid tries to swipe at Michael with the knife., but he dodges the blade with ease and is unafraid of the weapon.

	“This generation, I swear,” Michael muses, shaking his head in dismay. He flicks the knife nonchalantly. “Always resorting to weapons because you’re too afraid of getting your arse whipped.”

	Annoyed, the young man lunges forward with his arm outstretched and tries to stab Michael, but he uses an inside crescent kick to disable his assailant and knocks the knife out of his hands. Shocked by what Michael has just done, the young man throws up his hands and takes a few steps backwards.

	“I’m sorry! Please don’t hurt me!” 

	“Don’t apologise to me; apologise to her,” Michael says, pointing towards the young lady.

	“I’m sorry, babe. It won’t happen again.”

	As the train begins to slow down for the next stop, Michael retrieves the knife so it’s in safe hands. The young man is quick to exit the carriage and gives Michael the middle finger in triumph before he runs away alone. Michael shakes his head, approaches the carriage door and drops the knife down the gap that separates the train door from the platform. He sighs, then as the train starts to move again towards its final destination, he glances over at the young lady. She is still holding her reddened left cheek and her hair covers the other half of her face so he can’t see her features. Michael picks up his work bag and approaches the train door, waiting to exit at the next stop. As the train comes to a halt and the door opens, he hears a soft, shaky female voice say, “Thank you.” 

	Michael slightly turns his head towards the lady.

	“You’re welcome,” he replies, then he leaves the train and joins the crowd in the subway making their way to work. 

	Like marching ants, the hundreds of people surrounding Michael regimentally march towards work. Some are wearing headphones and listening to music to distract them from their daily lives. Others are talking on their mobile phones, trying to stay in touch with family, friends or work, totally oblivious to their surroundings. Michael sees an elderly lady trying to make her way through the crowd to her platform, but no one slows down to let her pass. Michael does and being bigger and taller than most he unintentionally creates a domino effect as everyone else also stops.

	“Thank you,” the old lady says gratefully as she smiles at him.

	As the crowd nears the end of the subway, they all step onto the escalators to take them up to the city centre. A homeless man is at the top of the escalators begging the pedestrians for some small change. Michael does his best to manoeuvre around the foot traffic so he can avoid the homeless man. When he reaches the top of the escalators the homeless man is nowhere in sight. Michael makes his way out of the train station and breaks away from the crowd, then as he readjusts the position of his bag his left arm is grabbed.

	He turns around to find the homeless man clinging to him.

	“Has anyone told you that you have a strong aura?” he asks Michael as he lets go of his arm.

	“No.”

	“It is very fascinating to see,” the man continues while taking a closer look at Michael. “God must favour you.” 

	“I dunno about that!” Michael retorts, annoyed. 

	“I don’t mean to offend; it’s just that auras like yours are rare. They say a person with a strong aura has a strong soul,” the homeless man says, pointing towards Michael’s chest.

	Michael is sceptical, but he asks the man, “And what do you believe?” 

	“I believe an aura strong as yours is singing.”

	Michael is amused by this and offers a small laugh. “Singing? Why and to who?” 

	The man leans in towards Michael with a smile and replies, “The soul sings to the angels asking for help.” 

	Michael is shocked by this. “Who are you?” he asks as he takes a step closer to the man. “And don’t you want change or something instead of giving me a free spiritual reading?”

	“Oh,” the man lights up. “Yes please, if you have some change,” and he holds out open palms.

	Michael shakes his head then he reaches into his bag, pulls out his wallet and debates whether to proffer a twenty or fifty dollar note. He removes the fifty but as he turns back around the homeless man has disappeared.

	Puzzled, Michael places the money back in his wallet and puts it back into his bag. This is turning out to be such a weird day, he thinks to himself as he makes his way to work.

	Arriving at one of the taller buildings, he walks into the foyer and enters an elevator. Whilst in the elevator he takes in a deep breath as if to prepare himself to be someone else, a happier person with no personal issues. The elevator doors open, he takes one step out and exhales.

	Michael is greeted by his peers. Like a royal he smiles, nods and waves at everyone he passes. He finds his seat and unloads his work bag, connects his laptop to the desk station and waits for his monitor to load up. While doing this he recalls the exact words from the doctor: “There’s no easy way to say this Michael, but I’m afraid it is Stage 2 prostate cancer.” 

	His computer beeps at him as it requests a password to open his desktop. He leans in, types the password and hits ‘Enter’. As he does this the computer screen goes blank and starts to malfunction. The screen flickers from black to white then white to black. Michael gives his monitor a tap on the side. As he does this the following words begin to form on the screen.

	Don’t give in, fight! 

	Michael sits upright in his chair, then looks around to see if anyone else is experiencing this. The writing then changes and the message shocks Michael to his core.

	God…has…work…for…you!

	Michael jumps to his feet and falls backwards over his chair. The screen then flickers back and forth and reboots to his desktop. Shaken, Michael gets back to his feet and looks at his computer, but the writing has disappeared. Still taken back by what he has seen, he gathers his belongings and repacks his computer into his bag. He then storms out looking for the elevators, keeping his head down and trying to remain unnoticed. Unfortunately, a few co-workers try to greet him as he passes by. Michael doesn’t stop; instead, he ignores them. When he reaches the elevators he presses the button repeatedly, hoping for an immediate arrival. He can hear conversation from his peers around the corner coming closer and closer. He hits the down button even faster.

	“Come on, come on! Hurry up!” he mutters while continuing to press the button and looking at what level the elevator is currently on.

	Level 14. Almost here. Level 15.

	“Finally!” he says as the doors open to reveal an empty lift. He enters as fast as he can and presses the ‘door close’ button as he wants the elevator to himself. As the doors shut, he breathes a sigh of relief.

	“What is going on with me?” he wonders, rubbing his temples. He arrives in the lobby and makes his way back through the crowded subway. As he brushes past anyone who he should find in his path people mutter swear words and others ask him to slow down. Now at his station he waits patiently for his train, then he looks over at the next platform and sees another person intently watching him. Michael realises it’s the homeless man he saw earlier. 

	“You!” he mumbles to himself.

	Michael hears his train coming through the tunnel. He urgently looks around to see if there is another path to the other platform. 

	“Whatever is happening with me, you are at the centre of it all!” he shouts out loud across the tracks. As he tries to make his way to some nearby stairs, he looks over and notices the man is no longer on the platform. 

	“What?” he exclaims as he stops, then as he starts to go back down the stairs he comments, “I must be losing my mind.” 

	He returns to the platform just as his train arrives. He waits for everyone inside the train to exit, then he slowly makes his way inside the carriage. He sits down and exhales exhaustedly with his eyes closed.

	“Doors are now closing,” the speakers in the train announce.

	As Michael reopens his eyes, he looks through the window and sees the homeless man waving back at him from the platform Michael was just on.

	“What?” Michael cries as he rises to his feet. “No, stop!” 

	He tries to open the doors, but the train is beginning to move.

	”No, wait!” He tries harder to open the doors, but with no success.

	As the train gains momentum, Michael runs towards the next train carriage to keep the stranger in his sight.

	“PLEASE, WHO ARE YOU?”

	The stranger only smiles and keeps waving at Michael until he is met solidly with the end of the train carriage wall. 

	Michael picks himself up off the floor and looks through the carriage window, but the homeless man has again disappeared. 

	All the passengers on the train are staring at him like he’s crazy and keeping their distance from him. Michael sits down on the nearest seat, his whole body slumped in defeat. He then removes his work bag from his shoulder, places it beside him and leans forward with his head in his hands.

	What is going on?

	First, there was the young lady on the train, then his encounter with the homeless man and his computer talking to him through a message on his screen.

	Did that actually happen, or did I imagine that? he wonders as he sits upright and looks out the window of the train. What does it all mean? 
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