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Shadows of Tomorrow is a gripping thriller of the suspense type, with sufficient environmentalism to offer its readers hope and a sense of direction in this post‐apocalyptic world. It's about a dedicated activist, Maya Patel, whose passion for change can defy both streets of protest and corridors of political power.

Maya is an ethnographer, but when she becomes entangled in the deadly story of a multinational corporation with disastrous environmental transgressions, there are no secrets, betrayals, or difficult moral choices. Maya, along with a de-routed scientist, a great technical mind, and a journalist eager to make justice, has to face the corporate titan HelioCorp, which demands to end Maya’s protest. But when the team is willing to betray the organization for their facts, courage wins, and the world’s salvation needs to be unified and sometimes – sacrificed.

Shadows of Tomorrow is more than a tale. Motivation with deft turns will get your heart racing and characters put in genuine, real-world situations. Showing the struggle between material wants and the hope for a better world, power, justice and human potential to do right, this novel opens and closes in a legal courtroom setting, featuring prosecuting scenes set in the courtroom and running scenes across devastated terrain.

Finally, those who find the mingling of philosophic thrill and inspiration people’s stories have, like those of activists, can profit from reading Shadows of Tomorrow. Meet Tomorrow's message to all of us to fight, starring Gael García Bernal, and watch Maya Patel battle the powers that be.
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Chapter 1: The Awakening
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For days the rain had been relentless, and the turbulent waves around Greenhaven must have been from another world. Streets had become streams, washing away automobiles as if they were toys and threatening to submerge their surroundings. A heavy briny scent travelled on the sea breeze, like the fertile soil of the depths of the ocean, a reminder of the overwhelming power of nature.

Maya Patel stood on what remained of the boardwalk, holding onto the jagged edge of the broken railing as she watched the chaos below. Her heart beat wildly, like the water was rising. But it wasn’t just the storm that gripped her—it was a raw, gut-wrenching emotion she couldn’t name.

She felt her phone vibrate. With trembling hands, she fished it out of her pocket. A message from her technologically savvy best friend, Clara Hayes, glowed on the screen:

"You okay? Meet at the community centre. Urgent."

Maya didn’t hesitate. Ankle-deep water, each step drew her closer to the centre of town and the community centre's walls were still standing against the storm.

Inside, pandemonium reigned. Children cried, families clung to each other, and volunteers moved through the crowd, handing out blankets and calling for food. Desperation choked the air. Clara, cheerful, was waving her over from across the room, Maya’s stomach clenched at the grim determination etched on her face.

She handed her a glowing tablet, and the screen showed the documents and graphs.

Clara tapped the screen to enlarge one of the images and said quietly, “And you’d do the same.”

A line graph shows that emissions from a local factory have spiked over the past six months. A report alongside it related worsening weather patterns to industrial negligence.

“Maya”, Clara said, low but fierce, ‘This isn’t bad luck.’ “This is what happens.” They’ve been dumping waste and ignoring regulations, and they’ve gotten away with it for years. This is the result.”

Maya’s chest tightened. Though she’d attended protests and signed petitions for climate reform, this was different. This felt personal. Her eyes scanned the document again before her voice faltered:

“The Patel factory...”

She felt the words in her mouth as foreign, a realisation hitting her like a rogue wave. The disaster could include her family’s manufacturing plant on the town’s outskirts.

The thought barely had time to settle before a drenched man burst in, shouting.

“We have another breach in the levee—on the east side!”

Maya’s stomach dropped. The east side. Where she’d grown up and where her parents still lived, on the street.

“Maya, go!” Clara urged. “I’ll stay and keep digging. Just... be careful.”

Maya nodded and moved before her brain could catch up. The icy water sloshed against her boots, tugging at her clothes as if the elements were working together to push her back. She sprinted into the storm. The wind bit into her skin and rain blurred her vision, but she kept going.

Her heart clenched as she reached her old street. Water poured through shattered windows, and half of her childhood home was submerged. The garden had been strewn with furniture and papers, and broken glass glittered on the flooded floors.

“Mom! Dad!” The storm nearly swallowed her voice, Maya shouted.

“Maya!” her mother’s voice called from an upstairs window, a fleeting relief that was quickly overshadowed by the creaking of the house under the water’s pressure.

“Hold on!” Maya screamed, looking for anything that might help. She saw a partially submerged rowboat caught up on a tree. She fought the current and got to it, sweat mixing with rain as she drew it out.

Every step she took toward the house she fought the water, each surge threatening to pull her under. She didn’t stop.

She heaved her parents into the boat at the window. Their faces were raw and pale with fear.

Her father’s voice trembled. "We’ll talk later—just get us out of here."

They had made it back to the community centre, but the situation had worsened. Volunteers could not keep up with the influx of displaced families, and the crowd had grown. Her parents joined the throng, leaving her standing alone, soaked and exhausted.

Clara was across the room in conversation with Dr. Julian Hayes, an environmental scientist who had spoken at the local university several times. Clara beckoned Maya over.

“Maya,” she said, her tone urgent. Dr Hayes has been tracking emissions, too. We can do something about it,” he said.

Dr. Hayes looked at Maya, serious as the storm was outside.

“Greenhaven is just the start,” he said. This is the kind of firm that's operating unsustainably all over the world. The communities are paying the price. We need people like you if we’re going to fight this.”

His words hit Maya like a weight, and she hesitated. She felt small, like one lone sapling surrounded by towering trees. As she looked around the room at the faces of her neighbours, the cries of the children, and the quiet resolve of volunteers, a fire inside her began.

“What can I do?” she asked, her voice steady despite the storm raging in her chest.

Dr. Hayes smiled approvingly but small.

“First, we gather evidence. After that, we make noise, loud enough that they can’t ignore us.”

Maya nodded, her resolve hardening. Outside, the storm raged on, but a different storm gathered inside her—one of determination.

The awakening had begun.
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Chapter 2: The Encounter
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In the morning breeze, the central square of Greenhaven came to life. There were students with hastily crafted signs, elderly citizens with faces etched by time, seasoned activists whose voices carried years of defiance, and people of all ages who had gathered for the rally. Maya Patel’s heart beat in time with the chants and the constant drumming, moving through the crowd. This rally was different. The flood had made altruism a relic of the past. Now, they were no longer abstract; they were personal.

With her sign, she held the words ‘OUR FUTURE, OUR FIGHT’ scrawled in bold letters. Banners around her read, “STOP CORPORATE GREED” and “EARTH IS NOT FOR SALE.” Determined faces filled the square as people pressed closer to the rickety stage where speakers had started speaking to the crowd.

Maya listened as Zara, the rally’s organiser, took the microphone. Zara’s voice was steady, her presence commanding, and every phrase was laced with urgency.

Zara declared, “This wasn’t some freak, one-in-a-billion sea surge.” “This was caused by unchecked industrial growth and blatant violations of environmental laws.” We’ve all seen the evidence: polluted air, illegal discharges, chemical emissions. “At the heart of it is Patel Industries.”

Maya’s stomach churned at the words like a blow. It wasn’t new to be scrutinised by Patel Industries, her family’s business, but hearing Zara’s accusations here was something else that stirred up guilt and anger. Her hold of the sign seemed to weigh down on the collective frustration of the crowd.

A low voice murmured behind her: “Excuse me.”

Startled, Maya turned and saw a man she had seen earlier standing on the outskirts of the crowd. He was tall and wiry and his features, up close, were chiselled and implied resolve and weariness. He had piercing grey eyes peeking from beneath a well-worn fedora and a frayed leather briefcase hung at his side. He was a quiet man in the fervour, an understated man with an understated confidence.

Before she had a chance to speak, someone said something.

“You’re Maya Patel?”

It was not an accusatory question, but it lingered, curious.

“Yes,” Maya replied hesitantly. “Do I know you?”

The man extended his hand. “Julian Hayes. I have been following Patel Industries for years. ‘Not all of it has been good, I’m afraid,’ I said.”

Maya’s eyes widened as she recognized. “Are you Clara’s environmental scientist—the one appointed by the president?”

He smiled faintly. “Retired scientist,” he corrected. “Yes, but I’ve spent my life looking at how industries affect vulnerable ecosystems,” he said. “Honestly, it’s not even a factory anymore, is it?”

Maya swallowed her irritation but stiffened. I’m not going to make excuses for them. “I just don’t know how to help,” I said.

Dr. Hayes relaxed her expression. “That’s why I’m here. I’ve collected evidence and tracked emissions, but data won’t change things. People, voices, stories- we need people willing to stand. People like you.”

“People like me?” Maya echoed. “Because my family owns the factory?”

Hayes nodded in agreement. “Your perspective matters. ‘That connection could be the leverage we need to make real change.”

Before Maya could answer, Zara spoke again, and the crowd clapped. Dr. Hayes pointed to a less crowded part of the square and said, “Come on, walk with me.”

They moved away from the throng, and the sounds of the rally receded. He described decades of corporate neglect and what it had done to communities like Greenhaven. Her guilt began to give way to something stronger, conviction, and she listened intently.

Hayes stopped by a mural of the neighbourhood’s former wetlands and looked at her. He spoke, his voice steady, ‘You have the passion.’ “What you need now is focus. Patel Industries has a public hearing next week for its environmental violations. I’ll present my findings; someone from your family testifying could make all the difference.”

Maya accepted the suggestion like a tidal wave. It was terrifying to speak out against her family, but the memory of the flood, the ruined childhood home, the devastation held her steady.

At last, she said, ‘I’ll think about it.’” There was resolve in her voice, but it trembled.

She looked at her for a moment, nodded, and Hayes nodded. “Good. That’s all I ask.”

As they returned to the rally, Maya felt something change inside her. For the first time, she saw a way out of the tunnel of her guilt. It wouldn’t be easy, but it was a chance to be a hero. Dr. Hayes was the seed of determination, and although the road ahead was unknown, she was ready to take the first step.
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Chapter 3: The Revelation

[image: ]


The small café was dark, and the air was thick with mingled coffee and fried food smells. Across the table, Maya Patel sat clutching a chipped, cold mug she had barely touched. The wiry, enigmatic retired scientist leaned forward, his sharp, grey eyes narrowed as if the walls would tell him their secrets. At one time, a leader in laboratories and research teams, Julian carried the demeanour of a man who lived on the edge and was perpetually alert.

Uncertainly, but with a hint of excitement, Maya finally broke the silence. “You said you have something important to show me.” She had reeled from the past few days' events, and sitting across from this cryptic figure, she wondered what revelation she would receive.

His battered leather satchel was shaking slightly as Julian reached within. He pulled a worn, unmarked folder from it, its edges frayed and stained. It had no identifiers; the wear of years of handling marred the faded cover. He set it down on the table, its contents so heavy you could feel it before he even opened it. 

“This,” Julian said quietly, his voice low and ominous, “is where it begins to turn... if you let it.”

Maya’s breath caught as she looked at the papers inside. The pages were littered with numbers, graphs and photographs, and they painted a grim picture. The data was irrefutable: Global warming, shifting weather patterns, reports linking HelioCorp to profits generated during climate disasters ... all was evidence. Photographs of eroded coastlines, polluted rivers and decimated forests turned her off. And it was the last image that froze her, a satellite photo of her town with a red ring around it, and marked out as vulnerable to industrial pollution and flooding. 

“HelioCorp has known about this for years,” Julian continued, his voice heavy with restrained anger. “They not only ignored the warnings but have actively interfered with the messaging, tampering with climate data to downplay the threats,” she said. “Regulators have been paid off, critics have been silenced, and operations have been expanded—all for profit,” they said.

With white knuckles in her hand, Maya gripped the table's edge. “How could they do this? What I want to know is what kind of company profits from destruction?”

Julian’s expression hardened. That’s because destruction is profitable. Disasters are opportunities—opportunities for insurance companies, contractors, and most of all for energy conglomerates like HelioCorp. They’ve poured money into technologies and services to ‘help’ with recovery efforts, which they turn around and sell back to communities at a premium. "The higher their profits, the worse the disaster."

Cold reality washed over Maya, clenching her heart. Everything had been taken away from her—her family, her friends, her community—by a system that thrives on their pain. She instinctively pushed the folder away as if widening the physical distance would somehow diminish the weight of its revelations. 

She said in a trembling voice, “This can’t be legal.” “There have to be laws—people who can stop this.”

A bitter laugh cut through the quiet café, and Julian let it out. “If the people capable of stopping this aren't accomplices, they're powerless.” HelioCorp pays for political campaigns, buys silence, and makes sure through fear. They’ve turned the backs of communities like yours into their empire, and they’ll destroy anyone who stands in their way.”

She couldn’t understand the enormity of the situation. This flood that had ruined her town wasn’t just a one-off tragedy; it was part of a plot, a sinister plot. Maya felt like she was an anchor pulling her down. She was inexperienced. What could she, one person, do against a corporation as vast and as entrenched as HelioCorp?

“Why are you telling me this?” she whispered, her words barely audible.

His steely demeanour softened slightly, and Julian sat back. “Because I see a fire in you. Determination, yes, and anger. Anger without direction, though, is pointless. “I can help guide you, help you channel that rage into something that makes a difference.” If you’re willing.

The enormity of what he was asking Maya began to sink in. She considered her family, their broken lives, and all they had quietly accepted. Was she willing to gamble her home, relationships, a fight she might not win?

It seemed Julian sensed her doubt. He said firmly, “You’re not alone in this.” But there are others. People who are willing to take risks for change. It always starts with someone brave enough to take that first step.”

Maya looked back at the folder. It was indisputable evidence with horrifying implications. Fear and determination churned within her, but she could no longer deny the truth. 

She asked, with a steady voice, ‘What’s our next step?’ 

Julian smiled faintly. “Secondly, we get more than just numbers and graphs. We need names, witnesses, and proof, so damning it can’t be written off as a conspiracy theory. If we’re thorough, we can expose them,” he said. “It’s a difficult road.”

Maya listened as he outlined the plan, the weight of his words pressing down on her. It was insurmountable, but she felt a glimmer of agency for the first time in years. It was time to act.

The rain had picked back up when they stepped outside, the beat of the drops on the pavement matching the beat of her resolve. Maya tightened her jacket, her thoughts racing at the size of what was to come. She didn’t know what the future held, but one thing was certain: she couldn’t turn back now.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4: The Decision
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She paced the cramped confines of her small bedroom; the only sound was the soft squeak of her rubber-soled shoes on the carpet. The evening sun shone outside the town of Greenhaven, bathing everything in deep amber hues, the shadows growing long as if to reflect the storm within her. Julian’s folder sat open on the desk in front of her, its contents spilling out like the secrets that didn’t want to be secrets. The chart, the photograph, the damning piece of evidence felt like each pressing against her chest.

But she stopped abruptly, her eyes fixated on the family picture, blurred on the wall above her desk. Her father's broad smile, her mother's steady presence, and her carefree laughter from an easier time looked back. Could she risk their safety? Their fragile livelihood? She lifted the photo gently, her fingers passing over the frame as if looking for reassurance.

She was startled when the door knocked. She shoved the papers back into the folder and, in an instant, slid it under her bed.

“Come in,” she said, her voice colder than intended.

Her mother came in, bearing a tray of a cup of tea and a small plate of biscuits. Anjali’s eyes were also concerned as she set the tray down on Maya’s desk, her brows furrowed as she looked at her daughter’s tense face.

Anjali sat on the edge of the bed, looking down at me, still and silent, and said softly, “You
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