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This book is dedicated to all the restless dreamers who have ever felt trapped by the ordinary,

to the seekers who believe that every tomorrow holds a secret worth discovering,

and to those who question the thin line between choice and destiny.

It is for the students who sit by their windows and wonder if life could be more.

It is for the thinkers who wrestle with questions of fate late at night,

and for the quiet souls who dare to whisper to themselves:

"What if my future could be different?"

May you find in these pages the courage to imagine,

the wisdom to question,

and the strength to live fully—

even when tomorrow feels uncertain.



    



  	
        
            
             

"We are not merely passengers on the road of destiny,

nor are we masters who hold the map in full.

The truth lies somewhere in between:

each choice a step, each moment a thread,

each tomorrow a reflection of today's courage or fear."



    


By Chediel Augustino Tandiko

—-
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Preface
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Life is full of choices, many of which we make without understanding the consequences. But what if you could see the future—if someone handed you a letter that told you exactly what would happen tomorrow? Would you act differently? Or would the knowledge itself trap you in a world where free will feels like an illusion?

Letter from Tomorrow is a story born from that question. It is a journey through curiosity, fear, and moral responsibility. At its heart is Elena, a young woman whose life transforms when she begins receiving letters predicting events with uncanny accuracy.

This short novel blends thriller, mystery, and philosophy to explore the delicate threads that connect human choices, fate, and consequence. While reading, you may find yourself asking the same questions Elena faces: Can we ever truly control our destiny? And if we can’t, how do we live fully in a world we think we understand?

It is my hope that this story entertains, provokes thought, and encourages readers to reflect on the balance between foresight and action, knowledge and responsibility, fate and free will.

— Chediel Augustino Tandiko

—-
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Short Introduction

Imagine receiving a letter that tells you what will happen tomorrow. At first, it seems like a blessing. You can avoid accidents, seize opportunities, and know the outcomes of tests. But what if knowing the future means your life is no longer your own?

Letter from Tomorrow follows Elena, a young woman whose life is forever changed when mysterious letters begin to predict events with startling accuracy. With the help of her friend Mateo and the enigmatic guide Damien, Elena must navigate the consequences of foresight, grapple with moral dilemmas, and confront the ultimate question: can she change fate, or is she merely a spectator in her own life?

A thrilling and philosophical journey, this short novel explores the tension between knowledge, free will, and the fragility of life itself.
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Chapter 1: The First Letter
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The morning sunlight spilled lazily across Elena Torres’s small bedroom, catching the scattered sketches, notebooks, and textbooks strewn across her desk. It was the kind of light that made the city below sparkle—Barcelona’s terracotta rooftops, the narrow winding streets, and the distant glint of the Mediterranean—but to Elena, it felt like a reminder that life had slipped into a pattern she couldn’t escape. Every day was the same. Classes, homework, coffee, and dreams that felt too big for her quiet, predictable world.

Elena leaned back in her chair, propping her feet on the edge of the desk, and stared out the window. Her gaze roamed over the rooftops, over the graffiti-splashed alleyways, and finally settled on the bell tower of Santa Maria del Mar. She had passed it countless times on her way to school, yet today it looked almost alien, framed against a sky so impossibly blue it felt unreal. She sighed, resting her chin in her hands.

"I wish life had a pause button... or at least a hint of surprise," she murmured to herself. "Every day feels like a copy of the last."

Her room was a reflection of her mind: messy but full of personality. Notebooks with doodles of spirals and strange shapes, a half-finished painting leaning against the wall, and a laptop with tabs open to everything from astronomy forums to philosophy blogs. There was also the mug that had seen better days, its chipped edge a testament to mornings spent in thought or distraction.

Just as she reached for her pencil to sketch yet another chaotic swirl on the edge of her notebook, a small movement caught her eye. Something slid under her door.

Elena’s heart skipped. She leaned forward and picked it up. A cream-colored envelope, slightly textured, no stamp, no sender. Just her name, written in looping, elegant handwriting: Elena Torres.

Her pulse quickened. “Mateo,” she whispered, suspecting her mischievous best friend. It had to be. Who else would know the exact spot she left her door slightly ajar?

Her fingers trembled slightly as she opened the envelope. Inside was a single sheet of thin, fragile paper, folded neatly. She unfolded it with care, the words seeming to glow in the morning light:

"Tomorrow, you will spill your coffee."

Elena blinked. Then laughed nervously. It had to be a joke. Mateo loved pranks, especially the harmless little ones that made her jump or blush. She set the letter aside, still laughing softly at herself for letting her imagination run wild.

The next morning, Elena stood in her kitchen, the smell of fresh coffee filling the air. Her mother was already bustling about, humming a tune she didn’t recognize. Elena’s father had left for work hours ago. Alone in the quiet kitchen, she poured the coffee carefully into her favorite mug, all the while glancing at the cup with a sense of both amusement and wariness.

"Tomorrow, you will spill your coffee."

She shook her head, half-scolding herself. It was just a coincidence. A prank. She had told herself that dozens of times. And yet... the words lingered in her mind like a whisper she couldn’t shake.

As she lifted the mug to take a sip, her hand wobbled just slightly. A few drops spilled over the edge, glinting like tiny crystals on the counter. Her heart skipped, and she yelped in surprise. She caught the mug just in time, a relieved laugh escaping her lips.

Her pulse was racing, a mix of shock and excitement coursing through her veins. She stared at the tiny stain spreading across the countertop, and a thought struck her sharply: It wasn’t a coincidence.

By the time she reached school, Elena couldn’t stop replaying the moment in her mind. Every step, every glance, every minor detail seemed to echo the prediction. She felt as though she were seeing the world in high-definition, every possibility unfolding before her eyes.

Sitting at her usual spot in the school library, she pulled out the letter again. She turned it over, examining every curve of the elegant handwriting. Her fingers lingered on the smooth paper, almost expecting it to whisper secrets if she listened closely enough.

Then she noticed a faint rustle beneath her notebook. Her eyes widened. Another envelope—identical to the first—had appeared, perfectly placed as if waiting for her.

Hands trembling, she picked it up. The handwriting was the same, precise and elegant. Her eyes darted over the words:

"Tomorrow, someone will drop a book near your locker."

Her stomach tightened. The thought that someone—or something—knew what would happen next sent a shiver down her spine. She laughed nervously, a sound that echoed strangely in the quiet library. Mateo had no way of knowing this, she realized. Not this... not yet.

The rest of the day passed in a haze. She walked the halls with heightened awareness, noticing every book, every student, every small movement. When a student stumbled near her locker and a textbook thudded to the floor, she caught it instinctively, the letter’s prediction playing out in perfect detail.
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