Your characters need to be located in time, both on the large scale and the small (you should know where thy are at any time of day).  Time therefore is a part of setting. It indicates era, century, year, season, day of the week and time of day. It is also implicit in locomotion – in how, and how fast, characters cover distance. It underpins the emotional dynamics of absence and presence (a key element in supernatural fiction). In research terms, this means bringing in time-related detail that is appropriate, accurate and evocative (a character’s mood, physical behaviour and sensory impressions will be influenced by any of the aspects listed above). The meaning of a journey as well as the method, and the time it takes to accomplish, will vary according to the time period in which your story is set and can be loaded with significance. Think of the many ways travel by carriage occurs in Jane Austen’s novels and how it reflects tension, class difference, sexual frisson, discomfort or complicity, between characters! 
From Great Expectations(Dickens)
The journey from our town to the metropolis was a journey of about five hours. It was a little past midday when the four-horse stagecoach by which I was a passenger got into the ravel of traffic frayed out about the Crosskeys. Woodstreet, Cheapside, London.
From ‘A White Horse’ (Thom Jones)
A faded, light green, Mercedes with a broken spring, came bouncing too fast across the beach and skidded, sliding sideways as it stopped near the carousel.’
From Lady Chatterley’s Lover (DH Lawrence)
An English Spring!...The chair moved slowly ahead, past tufts of sturdy bluebells that stood up like wheat, and over grey burdock weeds. When they came to the open place where the tree had been felled, the light flooded in rather stark. And the bluebells made sheets of bright blue colour,here and there, sheering off into lilac and purple.
From ‘In Another Country’(Ernest Hemingway)

In the fall the war was always there, but we did not go to it anymore. It was cold in the fall in Milan and the dark came very early. Then the electric lights came on and it was pleasant along the streets looking in the windows. There was game hanging outside the shops, and the snow powdered in the snow of the foxes and the wind blew their tails.
From Sula (Toni Morrison)

Nibbling at each other, not even touching, not even looking at each other, just their lips, and when I opened the door they didn’t even look for a minute and I thought the reason they are not looking up is because they are not doing that. So it’s all right. I am just standing here. They are not doing that. I am just standing here and seeing it, but they are not really doing it. But then they did look up. Or you did. And if only you had not looked at me the way the soldiers did on the train, the way you look at the children when they come in while you are listening to Gabriel Heatter, and break your train of thought – not focusing exactly but giving them an instant, a piece of time, to remember what they are doing, what they are interrupting,and to go on back to wherever they were and let you listen to Gabriel Heatter. And I did not know how to move my feet or fix my eyes or what. I just stood there…
