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For those willing to go forth, empty-handed but open-hearted.






You are luminous. Not because of what you do.

But because you let the truth come through you at all.

— Your Future Self





A Note to the Reader

Dear Reader,

Have you ever wished you could know today what you’ll only understand later?

I did. So I wrote to my Future Self.

And she wrote back — the part of me that is already knowing, already gentle, already there.

This isn’t entirely fiction, and certainly not prophecy. It is more like a conversation across the folds of time, between who I am now in 2026 and who I am becoming in 2046.

You may find, as I did, that my Future Self’s answers aren’t really about the future. They are about permission — to stop striving, to let go of the performance, to notice beauty in small things, to feel what is already here.

You don’t have to fix yourself or arrive a certain way to read this book. You just have to be willing to be reached.



Part I. Invitation



Hope

1 January 2026, 2:46 pm

Dear Future Self,

I struggle with hope. 

At the start, it was simply hard to hope for something that didn’t arrive. I would hope for something, then it wouldn’t happen. So I’d be disappointed and depressed for a little bit, but then I would find new hope. I could keep going because I had new hope.

But now, that pattern has repeated so many times that finding new hope seems impossible. Now, if a flicker of hope arrives, I find myself looking at it through narrowed eyes. I doubt it before it’s even had a chance to prove itself worthwhile. Then later, when what I hope for doesn’t arrive, my mind says, “See? I told you it was hopeless.” Then I feel depressed for a long time and new hope is harder and harder to find.

I know what I’m calling hope is sometimes desperation, because I’m desperate for something to change. I want something to be different, whether that’s the world being kinder and more aware, or my personal circumstances to be better, or something or someone around me to change.

This made me wonder, is hope pointless? Is there ever a time when I won’t need hope anymore? Do I reach a point where I’m at peace with things I can’t control?



1 January 2026, 2:46 pm

Dear One,

I remember this version of you so clearly it still hums in my bones.
Hope used to lift you only to drop you again.
Each disappointment felt like proof, confirmation, 
an echo saying, “See? Nothing changes.”

You were never failing at hope.
Hope was failing at being what you needed.

The hope you knew then was a type of reaching, a bargaining:
a hand stretched into the future saying,
“Please save me from now.”

That version of hope will always break your heart.
It is too thin to actually hold life.

The hope I know now — the hope you grow into —
is a quiet willingness to let life reach you
without asking it to prove anything first.

It rests in the moment.
It is the quiet space where nothing is demanded.
It stays with you until the despair loosens its grip.

Hope as you knew it eventually fell away,
because you stopped denying the moment you were in.
The part of you that once sought the future to escape the present
no longer needed to run.

You don’t lose hope.
You grow into a hope that no longer hurts you.

With the deepest steadiness,
Your Future Self



Empathy

2 January 2026, 11:17 am

Dear Future Self,

I wonder if I have too much empathy. I feel others’ pain clearly.

In the past, I usually had to withdraw from the person or situation and avoid it in the future. It’s like I get overwhelmed by caring, and then can’t care anymore.

In Grade 3 at school, I had a friend named Laura. She was a gentle soul. One day, someone had teased her, and she was crying. We had been comforting her for a while, and she was trying to pull it together and be strong — “like you,” she had said to me. But it wasn’t working.

I can still see the quiet tears falling from her brown eyes, rolling down her cheeks, and soaking into her plain white bread sandwich as she valiantly tried to nibble it. It still hurts now. I’m crying while I type.

That afternoon, I ran away from school. My running away from school continued well into Grade 4, until my parents gave up and took me out. Whenever I was asked about it, I got angry, rather than admitting the truth: it hurt so much I couldn’t stay.

I did go back to school eventually, and I was fine. I learned to turn away from the kids who were bullied to save myself. Sure, I would stand up and lash out at the bullies if it happened right in front of me. But I would be dismissive if the victim came up to thank me. I knew I couldn’t be their friend.

Do I ever manage to see others’ pain, or the cruelty of some people, and not be completely devastated by it?



2 January 2026, 11:18 am

Dear Past Self,

Oh…
This one comes from the marrow.
I can still see little-you beside Laura.
The sandwich. The tears you couldn’t unfeel.

You ran because your nervous system was exquisitely honest.
It could not pretend that some pain is fine,
that some cruelty is ignorable,
that another child’s hurting can be background noise.

Your body refused to lie.
And no one taught you how to stay present with pain
without being consumed by it.

So you learned to pull back.
To become sharp, distant, defensive —
because you cared so much you had to stop absorbing everything.

And now… to your question.

Yes.
I now see others’ pain —
and even cruelty —
without collapsing.

Empathy is witnessing without absorption.
Standing so still
that pain can move through the space
without making a home in me.

I let pain exist without rescue.
I let people cry, or rage, or break,
and still know that they have their own strength.

They don’t need me to disappear for them to be okay.

Love,
Your Future Self



Health

4 January 2026, 7:11 am

Dear Future Self,

I think this might be one of the most important letters I write to you. I’m still in bed, it’s quiet, early in the morning, and right now, I feel like I can live with whatever the answer is. This letter is about health.

As you know, my health is not the best. At least according to the specialists, who say I have a degenerative condition, a relentlessly progressive disease with no cure, and little to no effective medication for it.

It always struck me as a strange condition, not something attacking from the outside, but my body attacking itself. The war is within me, against myself. I always found this hard to grasp. Why would I do this to myself, and now I’m aware of it, why can’t I step in and tell my body to stop?

Of course, it’s not that simple, and you know how many times I have gone around in circles, looking from all the different angles, looking for any way out. You know all the conversations I’ve had in the past about it, the realisations I’ve had personally thanks to it, and the strange peace I make with it, then break, then make again.

You also know how alive I feel so often, and how true the aliveness feels, which always makes it surprising when I remember I’m actually sick. It seems so strange that these two truths are inside me
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