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INTRODUCTION
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Tomorrow never knocks. It simply enters.

Sometimes it arrives wearing a velvet glove, soft and golden, carrying birdsong and the smell of coffee and the sudden, startling gift of a good day. Sometimes it steps through the door in heavy boots, dragging chains of pain, prognosis, and the slow certainty that this might be the last night the lungs still rise and fall. Sometimes it slips in like smoke under the crack - unseen, uninvited - carrying only the weight of what someone has already decided they cannot survive another sunrise in. And sometimes it stands there quietly, patient, almost polite, waiting for an old man to finish shaving, fold the towel, and walk one more time to the bench that still remembers two people sitting side by side.

Tomorrow does not care whether you are ready. It does not care whether you prayed, bargained, ran, hid, or smiled into the mirror and told yourself you could do one more day. It arrives anyway. Every single time.

For one woman, tomorrow is the thief that might finally take the last clear echo of her husband’s laugh. For another, tomorrow is the judge who has already read the verdict but hasn’t yet spoken the sentence. For someone else, tomorrow is the open window at 3:17 a.m. - the only door left that still leads out. And for the last, tomorrow is simply the next morning that - against every expectation - still comes.

Four lives. Four very different masks.

None of them will ever meet. None of them will ever know the others are breathing the same question into the dark.

And yet every one of them is telling the truth.

Tomorrow really does wear many faces. Some cruel. Some tender. Some indifferent. Some so gentle they almost feel like mercy.

Every face is real. Every face is earned.

This book will not tell you that tomorrow is kind. It will not promise that tomorrow is fair. It will only show you - quietly, unflinchingly - that tomorrow always shows up.

Relentless. Particular. Wearing its own face that day.

Turn the page.

Tomorrow is already in the room with you.

And it is looking straight at you.
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CHAPTER 1 – Grace
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Grace lay in the dim light of her bedroom, the curtains drawn against the insistent push of dawn. She hadn't opened her eyes yet, but the pain was already there, waiting like an old enemy who knew her routines better than she did. It started in her abdomen, a low, grinding ache that spread upward like roots seeking soil, twisting through her ribs and into her spine. Terminal cancer, the doctors had said, as if the word "terminal" was just a stop on a train line. But Grace knew better. It was the end of the line, the place where the tracks ran out.

She breathed in slowly, counting to four, then out to six, a trick she'd learned from some online forum months ago. It didn't stop the pain, but it gave her something to focus on besides the fire building inside her. Fifty-two years old, and this was how she woke every day now - negotiating with her body before she even greeted the world. Her mind flickered to tomorrow, as it always did in these first moments. Would tomorrow bring more of this? Or would it be the day the pain finally won, the day she didn't wake at all?

She opened her eyes. The room was familiar, too familiar: the faded floral wallpaper she'd chosen twenty years ago when life felt permanent, the stack of unread books on the nightstand, the pill bottles lined up like soldiers. Grace reached for the water glass, her hand trembling slightly. She sipped, then swung her legs over the side of the bed, ignoring the sharp protest from her hips. Today, she told herself, would be bearable. And tomorrow? Tomorrow was a shadow she couldn't quite see.

The kitchen was a short walk down the hall, but it felt like a marathon. She leaned on the walls for support, her bare feet cold on the linoleum. Coffee. She needed coffee. As the machine gurgled to life, Grace thought about her daughter, Elena, who would visit later. Elena, with her bright eyes and her life full of tomorrows that stretched endlessly ahead. Grace envied that, in a quiet way that didn't feel like jealousy but more like nostalgia for something she'd once had.

By mid-morning, the pain had settled into a dull roar, manageable if she didn't move too quickly. She sat at the table, staring at the calendar on the wall. Each day crossed off was a victory, or perhaps a defeat - she couldn't decide. Tomorrow was unmarked, a blank square full of possibility and dread. Would she see it? The question hung in her mind like smoke.

Grace closed her eyes and whispered a prayer, the words coming automatically from childhood Sundays in the pews. "Lord, if it be Your will, let tomorrow be kind." But even as she said it, doubt crept in. What if His will was something else?

The doorbell rang at 2:17 p.m., sharp and cheerful, cutting through the quiet house like a bell in church. Grace shuffled to the door, smoothing her cardigan with one hand. Elena stood on the step, coat dusted with rain, holding a plastic bag and a small bouquet of supermarket tulips.

"Mom," Elena said, her voice too bright, the way it always was now. "I came as soon as the meeting ended. Brought soup from that place you like - the chicken and rice one - and these flowers. They're supposed to cheer up a room."

Grace managed a smile, stepping aside. "Come in, sweetheart. You didn't have to run through the rain."

Elena kissed her cheek - carefully, as if Grace might break. "I wanted to. Besides, it's not like I have anything better to do than sit in traffic and worry about you."

They moved to the living room. Elena set the soup on the coffee table, arranged the tulips in a vase Grace hadn't used in months. She talked fast, filling the silence: "Work's insane. They gave me the lead on the new project - finally. And Sarah's getting married next month. Can you believe it? She's asking me to be a bridesmaid."

Grace nodded, listening, but her mind was on what wasn't said. The cancer. The prognosis. The tomorrows that might not include her.

Elena sat on the sofa, knees together, hands clasped. "How are you feeling today, Mom?"

"The same," Grace replied. "Managing."

Elena reached for her hand. "And tomorrow? The doctor's appointment?"

Grace squeezed back, feeling the warmth of Elena's palm. "We'll see."

Elena looked down at their joined hands. "I hate this. I hate that you're going through it alone."

"I'm not alone," Grace said softly. "You're here."

Elena blinked hard. "I just... I wish I could take some of it away. Make it easier."

Grace felt a pang - not pain, but something deeper. "You already do. Every time you walk through that door. Every time you bring soup and pretend the flowers will help."

Elena laughed, a small, broken sound. "They might. A little."

They sat in silence for a while, the rain tapping against the window. Then Elena said, "Mom... are you scared?"

Grace considered the question. "Sometimes. Mostly of tomorrow being the day I can't get out of bed. Or the day I forget your name. Or the day you have to decide whether to keep me at home or... somewhere else."

Elena shook her head. "I won't let that happen. I'll be here. Every day."

Grace touched Elena's cheek. "You have a life, sweetheart. A job. A future. Don't let me steal it."

"You aren't stealing anything," Elena said fiercely. "You're my mom. This is part of my life now."

Grace looked at her daughter - really looked. The worry lines already forming around her eyes, the way her shoulders carried extra weight. "I love you, Elena. And I'm proud of you. Always have been."

Elena leaned in, resting her forehead against Grace's. "I love you too. More than you know."

They stayed like that until




































[image: ]





















































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BY S.MCLOETE. _ - 'l





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





