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    To everyone who is currently writing a list for next week.To those who believe that perfection is just seven days away.May you find the courage to be messy,the strength to be ordinary,and the joy of living on a Tuesday afternoon.
Stop waiting for the start.The road is already beneath your feet.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Tomorrow is always the busiest day of the year."— Proverb

      

    

A Novel by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.
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Chapter 1: The Ritual of the Sunday List
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Mateo sat at his small wooden kitchen table. The clock on the wall said it was ten minutes past eleven o'clock at night. Outside, the city was quiet. Most people were sleeping, resting their eyes for the coming workday. But Mateo was awake. He was more than awake. He was vibrating with a special kind of energy that only appeared at this exact time every week.

It was Sunday night. For Mateo, Sunday night was the most religious time of the week. It was the time of the Great List.

He opened a fresh notebook. He liked the smell of new paper. It smelled like potential. It smelled like a person who never made mistakes. He picked up a black pen and wrote the date of the coming Monday at the top of the page. He used his best handwriting.

"Monday," he whispered to the empty room. "The day it all changes."

Mateo was thirty-two years old. If you looked at his life from the outside, it was fine. He had a job in a quiet office where he organized files. He had an apartment with a window that looked out at a small park. He had a mother who called him every Tuesday to ask if he was eating enough vegetables. But to Mateo, his life was not actually happening yet. He felt like a spectator in a theater, waiting for the main actor to walk onto the stage. The main actor was the Better Mateo.

The Better Mateo was a man of iron will. The Better Mateo woke up at five o'clock in the morning. He ran five kilometers before the sun was high in the sky. He drank green juice that tasted like grass but made his skin glow. He spoke three languages fluently and always knew how to fix a broken sink.

Mateo looked at his notebook and began to write his goals for the coming week.


1.  Wake up at five o'clock in the morning. No snooze button.
2.  Drink two liters of water.


3.  Only eat food that grew from the earth. No sugar. No bread.


4.  Practice Italian for thirty minutes.


5.  Finish the report for work two days early.


6.  Be kind and confident. Do not look at the floor when people speak.



As he wrote these words, Mateo felt a rush of heat in his chest. It was the feeling of hope. In this moment, on a Sunday night, he was already that man. He could almost feel the muscles in his legs from the running he had not done yet. He could almost hear the Italian words flowing from his mouth.

He felt so good about the new Mateo that he decided he deserved a reward for his great planning. He went to the kitchen and found a bag of chocolate cookies.

"This is the last time," he told himself. "I must eat these now so they are not in the house tomorrow. I am cleaning the kitchen of all bad things."

He ate the cookies quickly. They tasted like victory and sugar. He washed them down with a glass of milk. He felt a little full, but it did not matter. Tomorrow, he would be a different person. Tomorrow, he would be the man on the list.

Mateo went to bed at midnight. He set his alarm for five o'clock. He placed his running shoes right next to the bed so he would step into them the moment he woke up. He closed his eyes and imagined his new life. It was a beautiful life. It was organized. It was clean. It was perfect.

He fell asleep with a smile on his face. He did not think about the hundreds of other Sundays he had spent doing this exact same thing. He did not think about the stack of notebooks in his closet, each filled with a list from a different week. He did not think about the fact that he only knew how to say "hello" and "where is the library" in Italian, despite three years of Sunday lists.

To Mateo, the past did not exist on a Sunday night. Only the future existed. And the future always started on Monday morning.

The room was dark. The shoes waited on the floor. The list sat on the table like a contract with a god Mateo had invented himself. The god of Fresh Starts. Mateo slept deeply, dreaming of a version of himself that was only a few hours away.

But as the clock ticked toward Monday, the world remained the same. The dust in the corner of the room did not move. The Italian book on the shelf remained closed. The only thing that was moving was time, and time did not care about lists. Time only cared about passing.

Mateo snored softly. In his dream, he was running through the streets of Rome, speaking perfect Italian to everyone he met. He was fast. He was strong. He was happy.

Then, the alarm clock began to ring.

It was five o'clock in the morning. The air in the room was cold. The floor looked hard and unforgiving. Mateo reached out a hand from under the warm blankets. He did not open his eyes. His fingers searched for the button on the clock.

He found it. He pressed it. The room became silent again.

"Five more minutes," Mateo whispered into his pillow. "I will start the new life at five past five. That is a much better time to begin a transformation."

He pulled the blanket higher. The running shoes sat in the dark, waiting for feet that were not coming. The Great List sat on the kitchen table, its ink dry and its promises already beginning to fade in the morning light.

Would this Monday be the one that finally stayed? Or was Mateo just repeating a story he had told himself a thousand times before?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: The Glory of a Monday Morning
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At six o'clock in the morning, the second alarm clock rang. This one was across the room, placed on top of a high chest of drawers. Mateo had put it there because he knew his morning self would be a coward. To stop the noise, he had to physically stand up and walk across the cold floor.

His feet hit the hardwood. He groaned, but he did not get back into bed. This was the first victory of the week.

"I am a man who wakes up early," he told the mirror in the bathroom.

His reflection did not look like a man of iron will. His hair was messy, and his eyes were red. But Mateo did not care about the physical evidence. He cared about the idea. He splashed cold water on his face. The water was freezing, and for a second, he wanted to shout. Instead, he smiled. Every uncomfortable sensation was proof that he was changing.

He went to the kitchen. The Great List was still there. He looked at the first item: Wake up at five o'clock in the morning.

Technically, he had failed. It was six o'clock. But Mateo was an expert at what he called "Positive Negotiation." He took his pen and drew a neat line through the goal.

"I did not wake up at five," he whispered, "but I did wake up before the sun was fully up. In the spirit of the goal, I have succeeded. The energy of Monday is still pure."

This was the magic of Monday morning. On a Monday, Mateo was the most forgiving person in the world. He could turn a small failure into a secret success. He felt like a captain of a ship that had just left the harbor. The sea was vast, and the past was just a fading line on the horizon.

He decided to make the green juice. He had bought the ingredients on Saturday: spinach, ginger, green apples, and a vegetable that looked like a prehistoric weed. He put them all into a machine that made a sound like a jet engine. The result was a thick, dark liquid that smelled like a wet forest.

Mateo took a sip. It was terrible. It was bitter and sharp. It felt like his tongue was being punished for every cookie he had ever eaten. But as he swallowed, he felt a strange sense of pride.

"This is what health tastes like," he said. He forced himself to drink the whole glass. He felt slightly sick, but he also felt very superior. He imagined his neighbors eating sugary cereal and drinking brown coffee. They were living in the old world. Mateo was living in the new world of the Monday.

He dressed in his best suit. It was a dark blue suit that he only wore when he felt like a professional. He polished his shoes until he could see the light of the ceiling lamp in the leather. He felt sharp. He felt like a man who had important things to say and important places to go.

He left his apartment and decided to walk to the office. Usually, he took the bus and looked at his phone the whole time. Today, he would walk. He would observe the world. He would be present.

The air was crisp. As he walked through the small park, he saw a few people running. In his mind, he was one of them. He was not running today because he had to "ease into the routine," but he was walking with a very fast and purposeful stride. He looked at the trees. He looked at the birds. He felt a deep connection to the universe.

"Everything is a metaphor," he thought. "The rising sun is my career. The wind is my drive."

He arrived at the office twenty minutes early. The building was almost empty. The lights were dim, and the air smelled like cleaning products. Mateo went to his desk and began to organize it. This was an essential part of the Monday ritual. He could not do great work if there was a stray paper clip or an old receipt in his sight.

He lined up his pens by color. He wiped the dust from his computer screen. He threw away a half-empty bag of pretzels that had been sitting in his drawer since last Wednesday. Last Wednesday belonged to the Old Mateo, a man who was lazy and had no self-control. New Mateo did not eat pretzels at his desk.

By nine o'clock, the office began to fill with people. His coworker, a woman named Elena, arrived and sat at the desk next to his. Elena was a calm person who always seemed to be the same, no matter what day of the week it was. She did not have Great Lists. She just had a job and a life that she seemed to enjoy in a quiet way.

"Good morning, Mateo," she said. "You look very sharp today. Is there a big meeting?"

Mateo turned in his chair and gave her a wide, confident smile. "No meeting, Elena. I just decided that it was time to raise my standards. A man should dress for the life he wants, not the life he has."

Elena blinked. She looked at his polished shoes and then at his intense expression. "That is a very deep thought for a Monday morning. I just dressed because I did not want to be cold."

Mateo laughed. It was a gentle, slightly pitying laugh. He felt like he knew a secret that Elena did not know. The secret was that life could be perfect if you just planned it correctly.

"I have started a new regime," Mateo said. "Health, discipline, and constant growth. I am even learning Italian."

"Italian? That is wonderful," Elena said. "Can you say something?"

Mateo froze. His mind went blank. He had written "Practice Italian" on his list for three years, but he had never actually reached the part of the day where he opened the book. He searched his brain for a word.

"Buongiorno," he said finally. It was the only word he was absolutely sure about.

"Buongiorno," Elena replied with a smile. "What else?"

"I am focusing on the grammar right now," Mateo said quickly, turning back to his computer. "The basics are very important. You cannot build a house without a foundation."

He felt a tiny prick of shame, but he quickly pushed it away. He was not lying. He was a man who was learning Italian. It was on the list. The fact that he had not done it yet was a minor detail. He would do it at lunch. Or this evening. Monday was a long day.

For the next three hours, Mateo worked with incredible speed. He answered emails. He organized files. He felt like a machine. Every time he finished a task, he checked his watch. He was ahead of schedule. He was winning.

At noon, a group of coworkers came by his desk.

"We are going to the burger place around the corner," a man named Marcus said. "It is 'Buy One Get One Free' day. Do you want to come, Mateo?"

In the old life, Mateo would have said yes immediately. He loved those burgers. They were greasy and salty and came with a mountain of fries. But New Mateo was a man of the earth.

"No, thank you," Mateo said, his voice steady. "I have brought a salad. I am focusing on fuel, not just flavor."

The coworkers looked at him as if he had suddenly started speaking a foreign language.

"A salad?" Marcus asked. "It is Monday, Mateo. You need energy to get through the week."

"I have plenty of energy," Mateo said.

He watched them walk away. He felt a moment of loneliness, but it was replaced by a surge of power. He was different. He was stronger than the temptation of a free burger. He sat at his desk and opened his plastic container of spinach and raw carrots.

He chewed slowly. The salad did not taste like much. It mostly tasted like effort.

As he ate, he looked at his list again. He had already crossed off three things. He felt like he was flying. He imagined himself at the end of the year. He would be thin, rich, and speaking Italian in a villa by a lake. All because he had the courage to eat a salad on a Monday.

But then, around two o'clock in the afternoon, something happened. The initial rush of the morning began to fade. The cold water and the green juice had worn off. The office was warm, and the sound of the air conditioner was a low, steady hum.

Mateo felt a yawn stretching deep in his throat. He tried to fight it, but it was too strong. He yawned so wide his jaw clicked.

He looked at his computer screen. The words seemed to be moving slightly. He felt a small headache starting behind his eyes. He realized he had not had any coffee. He had decided that caffeine was a "crutch" for the weak.

"I just need a small break," he whispered to himself. "A five-minute rest for the mind."

He opened a news website. Then he clicked on an article about the most beautiful gardens in the world. Then he clicked on a video of a dog that could ride a skateboard.

When he looked at the clock again, it was three o'clock.

One hour had disappeared.

Mateo felt a cold shiver of panic. He had lost sixty minutes of his new life. He looked at the salad container on his desk. It looked sad. He looked at his list.

Practice Italian for thirty minutes.

He hadn't done it during lunch. He had spent his lunch eating the spinach and staring out the window, feeling superior.

"It is okay," he told himself. "I will just work harder now. I will make up for the lost hour. I am still the New Mateo. The day is not over."

But the headache was getting worse. And in the break room, someone had just put out a box of leftover donuts from a morning meeting. The smell of sugar and fried dough began to drift through the office. It was a sweet, heavy smell. It smelled like comfort. It smelled like the Old Mateo.

Mateo stared at his computer. He tried to focus on
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