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    "To those who dream of worlds beyond their time,and to those who believe that even the silence of centuries can speak."
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​Introduction

​I Awoke Three Centuries Later


WHAT WOULD YOU DO IF death were not the end, and the world you once knew had vanished entirely?

This is the story of a man who, for reasons unknown, awakens three hundred years after his death, forced to confront a reality that no longer recognizes him and a society that has continued its course without pause or remembrance. What was once familiar has become foreign; what once felt natural now appears distant and estranged.

Through his voice, the reader enters a profoundly human experience: the confrontation with time, loss, and absolute disconnection. For centuries, his consciousness remained suspended in an endless silence, learning to inhabit absence, to find equilibrium in solitude, and to endure without the touch of the world that once sustained him. His account—melancholic, reflective, and restrained—draws us into a liminal state where time ceases to be linear and memory becomes the last remaining homeland.

Upon returning to a world transformed beyond recognition, he faces challenges that test both body and mind. Every gesture, every word, every social interaction becomes an obstacle demanding interpretation and adaptation. The transition is neither immediate nor gentle. The past, which once defined him, becomes a refuge, while the present demands constant reconstruction. Memory—what remains of what was—turns into both a means of survival and a fragile bridge to a world that has moved on without him.

I Awoke Three Centuries Later is an introspective journey that explores the fragility of existence, the resilience of human consciousness, and the role of memory as an anchor against oblivion. Blending speculative fiction with philosophical reflection, the novel offers a meditation on time, identity, and the cost of survival beyond one’s era. Each chapter immerses the reader in the protagonist’s inner landscape: his nostalgia, his discovery of silence, his confrontation with an unfamiliar future, and his attempt to reconstruct meaning from the fragments of memory that endure.

Written in an evocative, restrained, and poetic style, this novel invites readers to question the nature of existence, the value of remembrance, and what it truly means to survive when everything that once defined you has disappeared. It is a story of loss and rediscovery, disorientation and resilience, and above all, the relentless search for a place to call home—even if that place exists only in memory.

​

​Chapter I

​The Day Time Refused Me

I DO NOT REMEMBER DYING with any sense of spectacle. There were no flashes of light, no bells tolling, no unseen choir announcing my departure. My death was discreet, almost courteous, as though it wished not to inconvenience anyone. I remember the exhaustion, though—an old, accumulated weariness settled deep in my bones, as if my body had understood before I did that it was no longer meant to endure.

That afternoon, the air grew heavy. Each breath felt like a negotiation with pain. I did not think of death itself; I thought of the bed waiting for me, of the quiet of the room, of the relief of closing my eyes without the obligation of opening them again so soon. I was wrong about that last part.

There was a single instant—only one—when I understood that something irreversible was unfolding. What I felt was not fear, but a calm, almost dignified sadness. I thought of the names I no longer spoke, the letters I never wrote, the promises I had assumed eternal simply because I lacked the imagination to conceive an ending. Then my body ceased its insistence. Pain withdrew with the courtesy of a tired guest, and I was left suspended in a final heartbeat that never quite completed itself.
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