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Prologue
 





  “Can anyone hear me? Please… help!” Jim shouted and pleaded until his throat was raw. He thumped the thick glass until his fists were red and bruised. The white figures on the other side of the window continued going by their business like nothing happened. No one noticed him. Jim turned away from the glass and slowly slid down to the floor. Tears of desperation run down his cheeks. There was no way out.




  

  
Part One
 





  Where the hell have they gone… Jim stood by the front door, searching pockets for the keys. It was a cold and dark November evening. Heavy rain battered the ground and brown leaves spun in the air, taken by gusts of piercing wind. Jim was shivering. He wished he had fixed the outside light long before the weather changed. This is ridiculous! Frustrated, he considered knocking on Mrs Parker’s door for a spare set, when at last, his fingers touched the cold metal. Jim took the keys out of the hole in the lining of the coat and unlocked the door, stepping into the quiet emptiness of his bachelor pad.




  He took off the soaked shoes and went into the kitchen, where Jim carefully placed a large cardboard box on a table. After a quick dinner of microwaved beef casserole, he poured himself some brandy and flopped into an old leather chair in front of the TV. It was a long day. Jim had to endure a boring drive into the country to pick up some items left to him by the late Aunt Virginia and do some work at her cottage to make it ready for the auction. After plastering and painting were done, Jim returned to his beloved library, where he worked since leaving school.




  The salary was not great and Jim often struggled to make the ends meet. However, he did not care. Jim loved the stress-free environment the job offered, the musty smell of the old building and of course, shelves full of books. Reading gave him an ability to travel through space and time and explore any century and any place he wished, be it ancient Rome or Victorian London. Jim led a simple, but comfortable life and considered himself to be very fortunate indeed.




  ***




  After an hour of flicking through the channels, Jim got bored and brought the cardboard box into the living room. A black and white cat appeared from nowhere and settled on a brown couch, lazily watching him with big yellow eyes.




  Jim reached into the box and fished out a photo album. “Look, Whiskers! I remember when this one was taken,” he said to the cat, pointing at the picture of a little boy with mischievous face and curly blonde hair. The boy held a big cone of ice cream and a balloon. “It was my fifth birthday and Dad took me to the fairground!” A wide smile crossed Jim’s face, whilst he reminisced about the past.




  Jim’s childhood was great, until his Dad Robert passed away. Jim was only seven at the time. His mother Elaine, a lady of leisure with no qualifications had to find a job to be able to support herself and the child. Life was hard and Elaine, desperate to blame someone for her misfortune, began to resent her own son. When her sister Virginia offered to look after the boy for a while, Elaine happily jumped at the opportunity to get rid of Jim. He ended up living with the aunt until he graduated from school and found a job at the library.
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