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    "To those who dream of worlds beyond their time,and to those who believe that even the silence of centuries can speak."
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​Introduction

​I Awoke Three Centuries Later

WHAT WOULD YOU DO IF death were not the end, and the world you once knew had vanished entirely?

This is the story of a man who, for reasons unknown, awakens three hundred years after his death, forced to confront a reality that no longer recognizes him and a society that has continued its course without pause or remembrance. What was once familiar has become foreign; what once felt natural now appears distant and estranged.

Through his voice, the reader enters a profoundly human experience: the confrontation with time, loss, and absolute disconnection. For centuries, his consciousness remained suspended in an endless silence, learning to inhabit absence, to find equilibrium in solitude, and to endure without the touch of the world that once sustained him. His account—melancholic, reflective, and restrained—draws us into a liminal state where time ceases to be linear and memory becomes the last remaining homeland.

Upon returning to a world transformed beyond recognition, he faces challenges that test both body and mind. Every gesture, every word, every social interaction becomes an obstacle demanding interpretation and adaptation. The transition is neither immediate nor gentle. The past, which once defined him, becomes a refuge, while the present demands constant reconstruction. Memory—what remains of what was—turns into both a means of survival and a fragile bridge to a world that has moved on without him.

I Awoke Three Centuries Later is an introspective journey that explores the fragility of existence, the resilience of human consciousness, and the role of memory as an anchor against oblivion. Blending speculative fiction with philosophical reflection, the novel offers a meditation on time, identity, and the cost of survival beyond one’s era. Each chapter immerses the reader in the protagonist’s inner landscape: his nostalgia, his discovery of silence, his confrontation with an unfamiliar future, and his attempt to reconstruct meaning from the fragments of memory that endure.

Written in an evocative, restrained, and poetic style, this novel invites readers to question the nature of existence, the value of remembrance, and what it truly means to survive when everything that once defined you has disappeared. It is a story of loss and rediscovery, disorientation and resilience, and above all, the relentless search for a place to call home—even if that place exists only in memory.

​

​Chapter I

​The Day Time Refused Me

I DO NOT REMEMBER DYING with any sense of spectacle. There were no flashes of light, no bells tolling, no unseen choir announcing my departure. My death was discreet, almost courteous, as though it wished not to inconvenience anyone. I remember the exhaustion, though—an old, accumulated weariness settled deep in my bones, as if my body had understood before I did that it was no longer meant to endure.

That afternoon, the air grew heavy. Each breath felt like a negotiation with pain. I did not think of death itself; I thought of the bed waiting for me, of the quiet of the room, of the relief of closing my eyes without the obligation of opening them again so soon. I was wrong about that last part.

There was a single instant—only one—when I understood that something irreversible was unfolding. What I felt was not fear, but a calm, almost dignified sadness. I thought of the names I no longer spoke, the letters I never wrote, the promises I had assumed eternal simply because I lacked the imagination to conceive an ending. Then my body ceased its insistence. Pain withdrew with the courtesy of a tired guest, and I was left suspended in a final heartbeat that never quite completed itself.

After that came silence.

Not an empty silence, but a dense one, laden with every word that would never be spoken. I tried to open my eyes and discovered that I no longer had eyelids to obey me. There was no darkness, but no light either. No up or down. I remained myself—or so I believed—but the world had quietly withdrawn without explanation.

Only then did I understand that I was dead, though the word felt imprecise. Death suggests an act, a definitive closure. What happened to me felt more like being forgotten in the middle of a sentence.

I cannot say how much time passed before I realized that time itself no longer moved as it once had. There were no days or nights, no hunger or sleep. Yet something flowed—a subtle current that carried my thoughts in endless circles. I found myself remembering with cruel precision: the sound of the streets of my childhood, the scent of damp wood, the faces of those I loved when I still believed there would always be another tomorrow.

Memory becomes merciless when there is no future.

Each recollection returned with painful clarity, as though the past refused to die with me. Entire conversations resurfaced, trivial arguments I had once dismissed and that now bore an unbearable weight. I wanted to regret, but even regret felt like an action too alive for the state I inhabited.

Soon I understood something far more unsettling: the world was continuing without me.

I did not see it, hear it, or feel it directly, but I knew it with a deep, almost humiliating certainty. Seasons followed their course, cities rose and fell, names changed, and I became nothing more than an acceptable absence. No one lingered long over my name. No one needed to explain my disappearance once grief had fulfilled its purpose.

That, perhaps, was the true death.

​Chapter II

​The Nameless Threshold

IF DEATH WAS A FADING, what followed was a forced permanence. I did not move forward into anything, nor was I received by anyone. I simply remained. I existed without occupying space, conscious without a body, attentive to a reality that refused to define itself. If it was a place, it had no boundaries; if it was a state, it obeyed no clear rules. I soon understood that trying to name it was a futile form of resistance.

There was no landscape. No horizon. And yet, I did not feel blind. I perceived an indefinite expanse, a kind of formless presence that surrounded and passed through me at once. It was not hostile, but neither was it welcoming. It simply existed, with an indifference more disturbing than any threat.

At first, I waited for instructions. Some indication of what one is meant to do after life ends. For years—or what I then believed to be years—I maintained the absurd discipline of waiting, as though a voice might appear at any moment, speak my name, and explain the meaning of that endless pause. No one came. Nothing happened.

That was when I realized an unsettling truth: I was the only possible movement within that threshold. My thoughts became the sole evidence that anything still occurred. Each idea, each memory, echoed like a sound in an infinite chamber, returning to me with uncomfortable clarity.

I felt neither cold nor heat, but I did feel a constant pressure, as though the weight of time—now detached from its human measurements—had settled upon my consciousness. It was not pain in any physical sense, but it was exhausting. A fatigue without rest, because there were no cycles, no alternation, no interruption.

I tried to reconstruct myself through memory. I repeated my name, my age, the defining events of my life, as an act of affirmation. I feared that if I stopped, something essential would dissolve forever. I did not know precisely what was at risk, but I sensed that identity, without a world to reflect it, is a fragile structure.

With time—again, that inadequate word—I began to notice subtle changes. Not in the environment, which remained immutable, but within myself. Memories no longer arrived in order. They ceased to follow chronology, appearing instead fragmented, overlapping, sometimes distorted by emotions I did not remember having felt so intensely in life.

I recalled insignificant moments with unbearable clarity: an ordinary afternoon, a passing glance, a laugh I failed to value. In contrast, events I had believed fundamental began to fade, their edges softening like photographs left too long in the light. This filled me with a silent panic. What remains of a person when even their past begins to betray them?

It was then that I understood the threshold was not a passage, but a test. Not a moral trial, nor a judgment, but a test of endurance. To remain conscious without stimulus, without purpose, without the promise of resolution, demanded a strength I had never known I possessed.

At times, I thought I sensed variations
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