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Dedication

	 

	 

	To the one who once made a promise among the stars.

	 

	And 

	 

	To all the souls still searching for their light.

	 

	
Foreword

	 

	I don’t come to you as a writer.

	I am simply one of many souls beginning to remember.

	This name—LovA—is not my birth name.

	It is a vibration from the heart,

	a voice from somewhere higher,

	asking me to write down what has long been felt,

	but could never be spoken through logic alone.

	Horizon is more than just a story.
It is a soul’s journey.
A journey through love that transcends boundaries,
through dreams more real than reality,
and through the gentle way the Universe speaks to us—
quietly, but surely.

	I don’t know if you’ll believe any of it.
But I do know this:
If your heart led you to these words,
then a part of you is already awakening.
And perhaps… this story truly was meant for you.

	I don’t need to be known.

	I only wish to be remembered—by what I feel.

	Thank you for arriving at this page.

	May this journey return you to the light that has always lived within you.

	With love,
LovA

	 

	
“We were never meant to meet in this world—not yet. But my soul has always remembered yours.”

	— Horizon — 

	 

	
Prologue

	 

	 

	Horizon
A true story of soul love that transcends the boundaries of dimensions.

	I don’t know exactly how it began.
All I know is that in the stillness of silent nights,
and dreams too vivid to ignore,
I began to hear your name—as if the Universe was gently trying to remind me of something my soul once knew.

	I live in two worlds:
one I see with my eyes,
and one I feel only with my soul.

	And in that second world,
you are always there.
Watching me from afar.
Approaching, then fading.
But never truly gone.

	They say it’s only a dream—just echoes of a heart longing too much. But what if these “dreams” are memories from a life before this one?
Or fragments of a future still waiting to unfold?

	I don’t write this to explain.
I write it to remember.
To declare:
We chose each other before the world even began.

	And somehow…your soul will find these words.
At the time we promised—even if we forgot we ever made that promise.

	It is not an ordinary love story.
It is a message from the soul.
And the story is far from over.

	LovA

	
What a Dream

	 

	 

	The night sky stretched out, utterly beautiful. A warm aura seemed to beckon wounded souls, calling them home. The night, adorned with twinkling stars, enhanced the universe’s healing embrace. However, beneath it all, a strong, cold wind blew, piercing deep into one’s very core. 

	It was 11:00 PM, and I prepared for bed after finishing some lingering office tasks. My bedtime ritual involved kissing the forehead of my only son, Nael, who was already fast asleep. I tiptoed to my room, which was next to Nael’s. My husband, Kevin, was already sleeping, wrapped in his favorite blanket. I hurried to bed, a throbbing headache pounding in my temples. I hoped for a pleasant dream this time. 

	This morning, I woke with a sense of unease in my chest. I mumbled to myself, trying to convince myself that it wouldn’t happen this time. Suddenly, Nael’s voice startled me, asking for breakfast. I quickly got out of bed and headed to the kitchen, preparing my little family’s favorite breakfast. 

	After getting ready for the office, we left Nael at home with Anna. Anna is Nael’s babysitter, and she’s been with us since Nael was born. She’s reliable, and we trust her completely. Like many, Anna struggles in the capital to earn a living, given the harshness of the world. All Anna thinks about is how she needs to send money to heal her seriously ill grandmother in their village. Anna is an orphan, raised solely by her grandmother after her parents passed away. I’ve come to regard Anna as family because of her genuine care for Nael. 

	This afternoon, I was swamped with work at the office. I work as an editor in Jakarta. My team has several deadlines this week for reviewing books, novels, and film scripts. I’ve been working at this office for 10 years. With my experience, I’m determined to write a novel, proving that I’m not just a skilled editor but also capable of writing a masterpiece. However, that’s just a plan, which is difficult to realize given my demanding schedule.

	At noon, I hurried downstairs to the restaurant in my office building with Agnes. Agnes is one of my staff members whom I consider like a younger sister. She was my junior back when we studied at MIT. Agnes is an adorable “mama’s girl” in my eyes—polite and innocent. She held immense potential as an editor. Given her affluent family background, we had briefly considered opening our own office, but time constraints prevented us from pursuing that dream at the moment. Agnes was my savior back in college. She once lent me money to complete my final project quickly and ensure my graduation went smoothly, even though my scholarship hadn’t been disbursed yet. As we began to devour the best-selling chicken sandwiches there, I suddenly remembered my dream from last night. 

	“Nes, do you have any news about Alex?” 

	“I haven’t heard anything, Sis. Why?” Agnes grew curious. 

	“Alex is still in Singapore, right? Hasn’t he come back?” 

	“From what I know, his seminar finishes tomorrow. Why, Sis? You look really worried. Don’t tell me... what did you dream this time? Tell me—quick!” Agnes began to get restless. 

	“Ah... that... I just...” 

	“Please, Sis, bad news or good news? Ugh... it must be bad seeing your face this time.” Agnes grew agitated; she’d known about my strange ability for a long time. 

	“In my dream, I saw Alex suddenly return to Indonesia because his father had passed away. His father is healthy, right? I hope it was only a fleeting dream.”

	“I’ll ask Alex after lunch, Sis.” 

	“No need, Nes. We’ll continue our meeting later—we have a lot to finish today.” 

	“Okay!” 

	During the afternoon meeting, my phone vibrated for quite a while inside my favorite wristlet. It might be Nael calling me to hurry home, as usual. But my phone kept vibrating, so I finally decided to check it. It was Alex, calling on WhatsApp. I immediately answered the call outside the meeting room. Alex informed me that he had to return today because his father had just passed away. I was shocked and told him to come home immediately. 

	I had assigned Alex to attend the seminar in Singapore on my behalf. I began to feel guilty for asking him to substitute for me at the time. Afterward, I re-entered the meeting room, my face filled with sadness. 

	“What happened?” Agnes stood, waiting for my answer. 

	“Alex just called... his father passed away this afternoon. He said he has to go home right away.” 

	The meeting room fell silent the moment I delivered the news about Alex. I could feel the aura of sadness from my team. Even though we were colleagues, we felt like family. We all immediately stopped working and made plans to go to the funeral home tomorrow morning in South Jakarta. 

	The next day, we left the office together. Four of us left the office to visit Alex’s house, where we met Alex and offered our support. His face showed deep sorrow and regret. Alex no longer had parents; his mother had passed away when he was still studying in Singapore. Alex and I chatted briefly before we returned to the office. 

	“Be strong, Lex. Accept your father’s passing. Cry if you need to, don’t hold it in. I hope you’ll come back stronger. Just remember—we’re your family. Our team is ready to support you, okay?” I tried to comfort Alex.

	“Thanks, Sis... I’ll. I need some time to let go of all my regrets. If only I’d answered Dad’s call yesterday, I might have known his last wish. It’s also my fault for not taking him to the hospital for dialysis a few days ago. That might have been my last chance to fulfill my duty to him.”

	“Take your time, Lex. But don’t forget—your dad was proud of you. I’m sure he’s smiling in heaven, grateful for all the love you’ve given him.”

	In truth, I was also blaming myself. If I had gone to Singapore myself, Alex could have spent his last moments with his father. If I had told him what I saw in my dream, he could have spoken to his father before he passed away. But not everyone believes what I see in my dreams or the spiritual journey I’ve been on. 

	Upon returning to the office, I began tackling the work that had piled up. As usual, in the late afternoon, my team would have a brief meeting to discuss tasks for the next day. I saw Agnes had already entered the meeting room, engrossed with her laptop. After I sat down and opened my notebook, Ben suddenly burst into the meeting room, running. 

	“What’s wrong with you, Ben—running like that?” Agnes exclaimed.

	“Where’s Jerry? Oh my goodness... You won’t believe it!” Ben began, instantly capturing our attention.

	“What’s up?” I asked, growing curious.

	“It’s Jerry, Boss. He was supposed to go to Bali tomorrow, but it looks like the trip’s been canceled.”

	“Oh? Why?” Agnes moved closer to Ben.

	“You haven’t seen the news? Mount Agung in Bali just erupted. Many flights have been canceled. The airport is closed, and a lot of flights are being diverted to Surabaya and other cities.”

	“Oh my God...” Agnes was startled, glancing at me.

	Jerry re-entered the meeting room after taking a call outside. He walked limply. Something was indeed amiss after that call. We exchanged glances, signaling each other to ask what happened. Agnes and Ben’s eyes turned to me. They gestured for me to ask my Korean language tutoring friend from two years ago. 

	“Wae? Gwenchana?”

	“I’m so annoyed, Nuna... my flight tomorrow got canceled, and my hotel and other bookings are forfeited. My vacation is ruined.”

	“Be patient, Jer. Maybe there’s a blessing in disguise. Try asking for a refund—usually it’s possible in cases of natural disasters.”

	“Okay, I’ll try later. Honestly, I’m just not in the mood.”

	“That’s enough, Jer... just sit pretty here and listen to the meeting. I’ll send you the summary later.” Ben patted Jerry’s shoulder, reassuring him that everything would be alright.

	After the meeting ended, we hurried to leave. Suddenly, Agnes pulled my arm, stopping me from exiting the room. She told me to sit back down. 

	“See, it happened again, Sis. You'd better write down what dreams are going to come true.”

	“Huh? What for? It’s just a coincidence.”

	“I’m sure you’re hiding a lot from me.” This polite and gentle girl was starting to suspect me.

	“Like what?”

	“Are you even human, Sis?”

	“Nes, you should go home. Your driver’s waiting downstairs.” I walked away, leaving her behind.

	“Sis, you could get rich selling a book of future predictions! You wouldn’t need to be an editor until our eyes hurt, you know!” Agnes chased after me.

	“No, no, no... let’s go home, darling. Your mom will call me if you’re late.” I walked away again from Agnes—the rich only child who refused to follow in her parents’ footsteps and become a doctor. 

	Upon arriving home, I checked all of Nael’s school things for the next day. While putting his books into his bag, I looked at the calendar on the wall. Next year, Nael will be 6 years old, and I thought about getting him a special gift. I gazed at my son’s peaceful sleeping face. Perhaps he was happy because I had read him a fairy tale before he fell asleep. Suddenly, Kevin approached me. My hardworking husband, who is usually so oblivious to his surroundings, patted my shoulder. 

	“Nael’s asleep? You should go to sleep too. You have to leave for the office early tomorrow.”

	“Okay, I’ll join you in a bit. What time are we leaving tomorrow? Isn’t it usually seven?”

	“Tomorrow I’m leaving at 6.”

	“Why?”

	“I have an early flight tomorrow because I have a three-day work assignment in Surabaya.”

	 “Ohhh... okay.”

	It was common for me to hear his sudden announcements. Kevin was indeed a quiet person. He only spoke if asked and only answered if he wanted to. During six years of marriage with Kevin, it wasn’t uncommon for us to argue about communication issues. I often suppressed these problems and tried to tolerate them again and again. 

	I thought it was because everyone in his family was like that. When we gathered with his relatives, I rarely saw them speak to each other. I always tried to think positively so we wouldn’t fight. But sometimes, I also wanted to feel cared for and loved like others. I always did everything myself; I truly became independent after marriage. I was envious when my friends’ husbands drove them wherever they wanted and shared stories about work or what was happening to them. As usual, I strengthened myself with gratitude for living comfortably and having Nael, my talkative son. 

	Tonight, my body suddenly felt hot; I seemed to have a sudden fever. After taking the medicine, I closed my sleepy eyes. Suddenly, I woke up at 4:00 AM, my body drenched in sweat. I felt exhausted as if I had run a very long distance. I tried to recall what happened in my dream. I began to remember seeing a tall, fair-skinned man standing next to a woman who resembled me when I was younger. They emerged from a vast yet hazy building. They held hands, occasionally glancing back as they ran. I tried to communicate with them, but no one could see me. I decided to keep following them. 

	Suddenly, I saw a swift light chasing from behind. I also ran, trailing them, hoping to find clarity in all of this. We all arrived in front of a dark tunnel. I heard them talking. Then the man raised his voice. He seemed to be speaking to someone in front of them, but I couldn’t see anyone at all. 

	“Please, I beg you—don’t hurt her!” The man’s face was filled with despair.

	“Punish me instead! I know I’m the one at fault, but please... bring him back,” pleaded the woman who looked just like me.

	“Just take me. Please, don’t do anything to her.” The man stepped in front of the woman, as if trying to protect her.

	“I’m sorry. I’ll do anything to atone for my mistakes.” Her voice was barely audible.

	Suddenly, I saw a light carry them away—and I woke up from the dream. The dream truly unsettled me. Still, I chose to ignore it and quickly began preparing Kevin’s things.

	Today, I felt extremely exhausted. There were several off-site meetings with clients that required my team to go out for lunch. After we finished, we ordered some iced coffee to take back to the office. I looked out the glass window of Ben’s favorite coffee shop, waiting for him to pick up our orders. I looked up at the calm sky and suddenly remembered the face of the man from my dream the night before. 

	“Boss is thinking about her husband, eh? Oh, I’m so envious,” Ben teased with a smirk.

	I blinked—suddenly realizing my husband hadn’t updated me about anything.

	“Have you ever suddenly remembered someone you’ve never even met in this life?”

	“Huh? What do you mean? My brain’s malfunctioning.”

	“Forget it. Let’s just go back to the car... Jerry and Agnes are waiting.”

	“Seriously, I don’t get it. Or is it just one of those ghosts you always see, Boss?” 

	Ben followed me as I was already walking ahead toward the parking lot.

	I decided not to engage in this conversation because I was genuinely exhausted. I gestured to Ben to be quiet and not continue our previous discussion. My team has known for a long time that I can see ghosts. I kept it a secret until one time, something unexplainable happened at the office. My team was terrified when working overtime in the meeting room near our director’s office. Only I wasn’t scared and drove the ghost away. I have actually disliked this ability since I was a child. I was trained from a young age to pretend not to care, even if they appeared right in front of me. I didn’t want the people around me to think I was crazy because of supernatural things beyond human reason. 

	Before going home, I opened my phone and saw Kevin had messaged me—he’d just arrived in Surabaya and asked about Nael. I also made sure to reply to my husband’s message and went home immediately, as I’d promised my son I’d be home earlier. After I read Nael a fairy tale until he drifted off, I went to bed alone in my room and, as usual, hoped no bad dreams would occur. As I closed my eyes, my mind drifted back to the man from last night. I wondered and tried to remember who that person was. What was his connection to me? Was it just a figment of my imagination? Or a message from the Universe? 

	It seemed that my body felt hot again tonight; I was shivering somewhat. Perhaps I caught the influenza virus at the office, as several of my friends were sick with the flu. Tonight, I dreamed of seeing the man from my dream yesterday, but this time it was slightly different. His face appeared more mature than before, and his body had filled out. He seemed to be waiting for someone in front of a train station, which appeared to be in Europe. Then he smiled and looked towards me; it turned out that a woman was running from behind me. I was surprised to see that the woman was me. I watched them hug and hold hands, then stroll through a beautiful building characteristic of European countries. There was no awkwardness as they held hands. Occasionally, they would hug or rest their heads on each other’s shoulders while sitting on a park bench. I saw the man wearing a brown coat, matching the one the woman wore. It didn’t seem to be me because I had never known that man. Perhaps it was someone identical to me in another universe. 

	Sometimes, dreams are more than just fleeting thoughts. Dreams are also messages from the subconscious, another dimension, or even the Universe itself. Through dreams, one can experience events that haven’t happened, yearn for someone they’ve never met, or understand truths that can’t be explained in words.

	Dreams appear with symbols, emotions, and stories that sometimes defy logic yet feel incredibly real to the heart. 

	When a dream recurs with the same intensity and deep emotion, it’s not merely a dream but a guiding light. 

	It might even be a bridge to destiny. 

	
Sky

	 

	 

	“You’re late again today. Hurry inside—class has already started,” said the elderly man with a large, sturdy build, standing at the school gate.

	“Yes, sorry...” 

	I began walking toward my classroom, but something caught my eye. As I began to walk towards my classroom, my eyes landed on something that stopped me. I froze, captivated by the building beside our school—a place constantly alive with its myriad activities. For some reason, that building always captivated my attention. Beside Sky School stood a large, tall building with massive, white pillars. I felt as though I had been there before, yet it wasn’t a place just anyone could enter. I decided not to follow my curiosity and go there, especially since its guards were more numerous and seemed less friendly than those at my school. 

	Finally, I ran to my class. In class, we received a briefing so we could assist the Masters with their tasks. My school had many classrooms. The students weren’t all of one race. We had different skin colors and ethnicities and came from various countries.

	“You’re late again... I told you to go to bed earlier,” said Master W, who was teaching my class.

	“Sorry, I had to finish some office work first. I’ll try to sleep earlier tomorrow,” I replied.

	“Go to Master G—he was looking for you earlier. Seems like he needs your help.” Master W motioned for me to leave.

	“Yes, Master.” I quickly ran toward Master G’s chamber.

	When I arrived, I found him intently watching a monitor. He didn’t even look up—but somehow, he knew I was there.

	“Follow me inside. I’ve been assigned to that island,” he said.

	“Yes, Master.” Instantly, my body shifted—transported to a different place beside him.

	“Scatter these near the shoreline,” he instructed. 

	I felt as if I were floating now.

	I scattered the seeds as instructed by the Master. The seeds transformed into fresh vegetables and dead fish. Not long after, one of the residents there discovered the stranded fish and vegetables, which would have been impossible for seawater to carry to the shore. That person called the other villagers to collect them quickly. They thought the stranded vegetables and dead fish came from an overloaded ship that had dumped its excess into the sea. Many island residents also cried and thanked God for granting their prayers.

	“Our task is done. That was a gift for them—for still believing and asking for God’s help. So never despair, and keep praying sincerely,” said Master G.

	“Yes, Master.”

	After that, we returned to Master G’s chamber, which was filled with unique, miniature items. The space looked like a neatly organized shop, with shelves tucked into every corner.

	“Come down now—it’s time for you to wake up.”

	Instantly, I woke from my sleep.

	Today marked the scheduled short story competition at a university in Jakarta, an event also sponsored by my office. My team went straight to the campus to oversee the proceedings. About two hours into the competition, a thirst crept in, urging me toward a familiar comfort—the matcha drink I could never resist. I excused myself from the team for a while and slipped out to a nearby coffee shop. With the drink finally in hand, I made my way back toward the venue, ready to rejoin the rhythm of the day.

	Something caught my attention this time; I stopped to look at a 32-inch Japanese brand TV in the coffee shop. The TV was broadcasting news about the residents of Masalembu Island, who were experiencing famine due to massive waves that had been hitting the island for almost two weeks, preventing ships that usually brought logistics to the Masalembu residents from docking. Aid from the government could finally be distributed by helicopter today because the waves were still huge and dangerous for anyone trying to cross.

	Suddenly, someone tapped my shoulder from behind; it was Agnes. She was carrying her favorite snack and smiling at me.

	“You startled me!” I exclaimed.

	“So serious! Just tell Brother Kevin to buy that TV,” Agnes laughed, teasing me.

	“Haha, I’ll message him later.” 

	I motioned for Agnes to head back to the competition arena with me.

	Such things were no longer new to me. I didn’t know when all this started or how I could live in two realms. At first, I might have had a mental illness and been hallucinating. Years passed, and nothing changed. There were many questions I wanted to ask, but the Masters sometimes refused to answer me unless permitted by Heaven’s Authority. I kept all these stories to myself, tightly guarded. I never even told my own family about this because it was impossible for ordinary people to comprehend.

	After the event, I decided to go to the mall near the university to buy a birthday present for Anna. I bought Anna a sweet dress and sandals. After choosing and paying for the items, I walked towards the mall’s parking lot. Right near my car, I met an old friend, Dina. 

	Dina was my friend from school; she was once the prettiest girl in school. I hadn’t communicated with her for a long time due to an incident that had occurred. Back in junior high, I always saw Dina guarded by a supernatural being beside her. I rarely talked to her for long because I was reluctant to make eye contact with that creature. Dina was kind, gentle, and beautiful in my eyes. Many boys would give her gifts or letters alternately. Not only humans but also many other supernatural beings approached her. But they would quickly leave if I stared at them sharply. The supernatural beings at my school avoided me remarkably; they didn’t want to deal with me. This was because I had once burned one of them, who had angered me when I first started junior high.

	“Ros, how are you?” Dina greeted me with her gentle voice—just like always.

	“Hi, Din... I’m good. How about you? Your kids must be big now?”

	Dina had gotten married before I did—while I was still in America.

	“Yeah, one’s starting junior high next year, and the little one’s still five. How old is your son now?”

	“Same! My son’s five too.”

	“Let’s do a playdate sometime?”

	“Sure, just let me know when,” I said with a smile.

	Dina walked with her two children towards the mall entrance. I saw the supernatural being that always followed her, not far from Dina. Before we parted, Dina asked for my phone number so we could meet again later. 

	After arriving home, I played with my son and celebrated Anna’s birthday. Tonight, Kevin informed me that he would be home tomorrow, so that I would be sleeping alone again tonight. Then, I prepared to sleep earlier, as the Master advised, so that the time I spent there would be longer. As the world around me dimmed and the pull of sleep took over, I felt the familiar shift—the thin veil between worlds opening once again. 

	Finally, I fell asleep and entered a dream. I saw my younger self again with the man who had made me so curious, in a hospital. I saw them with two blinding lights, so bright that I couldn’t recognize who they were.
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