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Novel: "Ten Minutes"

Introduction:

In the eternal struggle between luck and misfortune, the question remains: Is good luck enough to defeat bad luck? Or is there a greater power?

"Ten Minutes" is a satirical and profound novel that explores this conflict through an unconventional love story between a man who made numbers his religion and a woman who made superstitions her refuge.

Adam, a software engineer searching for a wife born on the rare leap day, meets Lena, an economics professor who believes in the Seven Ancestors and negative energy. From their first meeting, life explodes into a series of astonishing events: a man dies of laughter, a car burns, a singer drops dead on stage, and three nurses slip and fall during childbirth.

They are blessed with twins: Sam, who inherits the misfortune, and Clara, who inherits the luck. Sam lives a lonely, outcast life until he grows up and meets Diana, a girl born on the same rare date and time. Then begins the final battle between misfortune and love, a battle from which only one armed with a single weapon emerges victorious: true love.

A novel about family, sacrifice, and loss; about the superstitions we resort to in order to live; and about the only unchanging truth: that love, no matter its form and no matter its cost, is stronger than misfortune, stronger than luck, and stronger than death itself.

"Ten Minutes" is not just a story; it is a journey into the depths of the human being where the mind meets madness, statistics meet superstition, luck meets misfortune, and love meets everything.

Novel: "Ten Minutes"

The Idea: Misfortune and good luck do not overcome each other except through love.
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Chapter One: The Man Who Counted the Impossible
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In January of 1998, Adam Ramsey sat in front of his computer in his small apartment in Boston. The apartment was no more than sixty square meters, but it was organized with precise engineering: everything in its place, every book on a shelf at a right angle, every pen in a numbered drawer, every shirt in the closet arranged by color, occasion, and frequency. Adam was not just a software engineer; he was obsessed with numbers to the point that his colleagues avoided having lunch with him, afraid he would calculate the calories for each bite.

Adam was thirty-three years old, tall, thin, wearing thick glasses that made his eyes appear larger than they were. His hair was light brown, always combed back, not a single strand out of place for years. He wore the same type of white shirt every day, buying them by the dozen from one store to avoid wasting time choosing clothes. His colleague, Ira Smith, once told him, "Adam, if everyone were like you, the fashion industry would commit suicide." Adam replied without looking up from his computer screen: "The fashion industry's contribution to global GDP does not exceed two point seven percent. Its collapse wouldn't matter much." Ira laughed, shaking his head: "You never change."

Adam's father had died in a horrific car accident when Adam was twenty-one. His mother was in the car with his father. They died together. In one moment, Adam lost everything. He didn't go to their funeral. He told himself, "Funerals are impractical. The dead don't feel anything, and the living cry for no benefit." Instead, he sat in front of his computer all night, analyzing his feelings. He divided his grief into forty-seven statistical categories. He wrote in a long Excel file: Immediate grief (9.8 out of 10), Delayed grief (8.2 out of 10), Anger at fate (7.5 out of 10), Guilt (6.1 out of 10), Fear of loneliness (8.9 out of 10)... and so on until he completed all categories. He printed the file and placed it in a metal drawer under his bed. He would open it every night for a whole year, read it, update it, and sometimes cry. But he never told anyone that he cried.

Adam was looking for a wife. Not just any wife, but a wife born on February 29th. Leap day. The day that comes once every four years. Why this strange condition? He told Ira when asked: "People born on leap day are rare. Their proportion in the population does not exceed one in every one thousand four hundred and sixty-one. If I combine this with my other requirements of age, education, and income, the probability of finding a suitable wife does not exceed four-tenths of a hundred-thousandth of a percent. That number is beautiful. That is the real challenge." Ira looked at him as if he were crazy: "You don't want to get married. You want to win the lottery." Adam said, "The lottery has worse odds. This is better."

Adam posted an ad in the local Boston Globe newspaper and on an emerging internet forum that no one had heard of before. The text of the ad:

"Wanted: Wife. Essential condition: Born on February 29th. Age between twenty-five and thirty-five. Births on February 28th or March 1st will not be accepted under any circumstances. Personal data and interviews will be analyzed in person. Applicants are kindly requested to attach a recent photo, a certified birth certificate, and a copy of the passport. There is no room for emotions in this process. This is a mathematical project."

He posted the ad and then sat down to calculate the probabilities again to be sure. He took out a scientific calculator from his desk drawer, an old calculator he had bought from a second-hand market for three dollars, but it was accurate to twelve decimal places. He calculated:

World population in 1998: approximately 5.9 billion.

Proportion of females: approximately 45% of the world's population due to wars and diseases affecting males more.

Proportion of females in the age group between twenty-five and thirty-five: approximately 15% of all females.

Proportion of those born on leap day: one in every 1,461 days (because a leap year occurs once every four years, excluding century years not divisible by 400).

Proportion of unmarried women in this age group: approximately 60% due to different cultures.

Proportion of those residing in America or willing to immigrate: only 25%.

He multiplied all these numbers together. The result came out: 0.00004 percent. That is four-tenths of a hundred-thousandth of a percent. That is one in every two hundred and fifty thousand women in the world.

Adam said in a low voice, as if addressing himself: "Acceptable numbers." Then he turned off the computer and went to drink a cup of black coffee without sugar, as he did every day at exactly ten in the morning.
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Chapter Two: The Top Three Candidates
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Within two weeks, four women applied to Adam. The first was Clara from Chicago. Clara was a twenty-eight-year-old music teacher, with long blonde hair and blue eyes like the sea. She loved cats. She loved her cat "Cookie" more than anything in life. She brought the cat with her to the café in a special pink bag because, she said, "Cookie doesn't like to be left alone. She has separation anxiety."

Adam sat in the café waiting. He had brought his colored notebook, in which he categorized data by color: red for errors, green for correct, yellow for probabilities. He ordered black coffee and sat watching the door.

Clara arrived. She was truly beautiful. But the cat was not beautiful. The cat looked at Adam with malicious eyes, as if she knew he didn't like cats. Adam said, "Hello. Can we start? I have a schedule." Clara sat down and placed the cat bag on the table. She started talking about her love for music, teaching children, and her cat Cookie who slept on her pillow every night. As she spoke, the cat suddenly jumped out of the bag, as if something had disturbed her. She jumped onto the table, where she found Adam's coffee cup. She looked at it. Then she pushed the cup with her small paw. The hot coffee spilled all over Adam's pants. Adam jumped up, stunned. But the surprise wasn't the coffee. It was the cat.

The cat stood on the table, took a deep breath, then another breath, then shuddered for a few seconds. Then she dropped dead. Suddenly. For no reason. No medical reason. She wasn't old, she wasn't sick, she just... died. Clara screamed so loudly that the café patrons turned to her: "Cookie! Cookie! What did you do to my cat?!" Adam looked at the dead cat, then at Clara, then at his pants wet with coffee, then at his watch. He calculated for a minute. He said, "The success rate of marriage after the beloved's cat dies on the first date: zero point one percent. This is less than the allowable margin of error. I'm sorry. I can't continue." He left a dollar bill on the table for the coffee and left. Clara kept crying over her dead cat, and the people around her tried to console her. Adam didn't look back. He said to himself as he walked down the street: "The fifteenth cat? A new record. I must record it in my notebook."

The second candidate was Sophie from Paris. Sophie was thirty years old, a fashion designer, with short black hair and green eyes. She was naturally beautiful. She came to the café wearing an elegant black hat and shiny red shoes. She ordered a glass of expensive red wine, costing twice as much as everything the café patrons ordered in a day.

Sophie was very nervous. Her hands were trembling. She said, "I'm sorry, I'm nervous. I don't usually do this. Meeting a man from the internet." Adam said, "No problem. Nervousness is normal. It can be measured. The percentage of nervousness in your voice reaches seventy-two percent." Sophie didn't understand what he said, but she smiled politely. She raised her wine glass to drink. But her hand suddenly trembled, and she spilled the entire glass of red wine all over Adam's head.

The wine dripped onto his soft hair, onto his thick glasses, onto his white shirt. Adam sat motionless, wine dripping from his hair. He said, "This is unexpected. I hadn't calculated the probability of wine being spilled on the head."

Sophie apologized profusely: "I'm sorry! Oh my God! I'm so sorry!" And in her confusion, she dropped the glass from her hand onto the floor. The glass shattered into small pieces. Then her foot slipped on the spilled wine and the slippery floor. Sophie fell from the chair onto the floor with force. They heard the sound of her head hitting the tiles. She got up after a few seconds, but her eyes were glazed, and she was seeing stars. She had a mild concussion. She said, holding her head: "I... where am I? Who are you? Am I Sophie? Paris? Boston?"

Adam said, "The success rate of marriage after the beloved sustains a concussion on the first date: zero point zero five percent. This is a very bad indicator." He stood up. Placed a tissue on his head to absorb the wine. Walked to the door. Sophie called out to him: "Adam
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