
This story begins in the quiet of a presence —the kind that watches quietly, waiting to see what we’ll do with what we’ve been given.
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To those who dream beyond the limits of time —
and to the quiet voices that guide us when we think we're alone.
And of course, to my family.
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Preface

The Power Card: Hero By Chance began with a quiet question:
What if you had powers in a crowd — powers rare enough to isolate you, new enough to unsettle you?
This story grew from that tension: the weight of having something extraordinary, and the fear of using it wrong. It explores how power shapes destiny when you strive not to misuse it, when restraint becomes a form of rebellion. Is survival — earning, spending, enduring — the only valid use of power? Or could someone choose differently? Could someone even refuse it?

And deeper still: do we truly need such powers to be successful? Or are we chasing tools that distract us from the real work of becoming? Perhaps you've heard tales of extraordinary individuals — those gifted with powers beyond their time — and wondered:
What would I do if I held such power?
In this story, not one, not two, but seven distinct powers are bestowed upon someone much like you. At first, his joy seems boundless — a life transformed, a destiny awakened. But as the journey unfolds, subtle fractures appear. His thoughts shift. Emotions stir. Choices take unexpected turns.

And slowly, it becomes clear: power, even in abundance, does not guarantee peace.

I believe future generations will study us — not because we were perfect, but because we were intact. We lived through the questions without rushing to answers. We left behind traces, not conclusions.

This novella is one such trace.
I invite you to read not just with your eyes, but with your inner compass.
Let the symbols speak. Let the silences echo. Let the questions linger.
The journey is yours now.

—Navid Arcan
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Chapter 1: The Quiet Angel
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D

aniel is stepping into the third decade of his life, where youth fades and destiny begins to whisper. While he is going to enter a new solar year of his birth soon, he’s waiting for a birthday gift that actually means something — not just a gift, but a sign. It’s tradition now — one that Sarah, his wife, quietly established in their little family. No birthday passes without cake and a gift. Even the smallest present carries meaning. Daniel knows the drill — like every year, a surprise awaits. But this time, he wonders: what will Sarah choose? Deep down, he hopes it’s something different. Something that truly matters.

***
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It’s late now. The night has settled in. Sarah slips into bed, her voice soft but firm as she reminds Daniel, “Don’t forget your allergy pills before brushing your teeth and joining me.”

It’s June — the sun’s been relentless, and the dust in the air has stirred up Daniel’s sensitivities again.

To be precise, he’s now 29 years and 11 months — teetering on the edge of thirty. Back in high school, Daniel was more than just a decent student. He hovered above average, the kind of kid teachers quietly rooted for. Some might even say he was smart — smart enough to build an empire of happiness, if talent and effort were the only ingredients. And so, naturally, he believed in a future that promised prosperity.

But here’s the catch: smart people are often impatient. They expect the world to move at the speed of their thoughts — fast, sharp, responsive. Reality, however, tends to lag behind. And that’s where the irony creeps in. These so-called “smart ones” often find themselves at odds with the pace of life. When the world doesn’t deliver what they envisioned, they retreat into daydreams — grand, vivid, and persistent. Because sometimes, ambition needs a softer landing than disappointment. And guess what, Daniel is a master of daydreaming.

***
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Daniel is still caught in the quiet suspense of wondering — what makes this year’s gift special? What hidden meaning might Sarah have woven into it?

As Daniel rummages through the cabinet for his allergy pills, something unusual catches his eye. A parcel — elegantly wrapped, with a papillon-shaped bow — lies half-hidden beneath a towel in the cabinet. Just a corner peeks out, like it’s waiting to be discovered.

He pauses. “Sarah wants me surprised... I should just peek, then put it back like nothing happened.” But curiosity wins. He gently pulls the box into the light, studies its design, then slowly opens it — careful, deliberate, as if unlocking a secret.

Daniel freezes, surprised. There’s nothing flashy inside — no gadget, no trinket. Just a sleek, gleaming card paired with a simple marker. It looks like a miniature whiteboard, tucked neatly into the box.

He stares at it, wide-eyed, his face a portrait of confusion. “What kind of birthday present is this?” he mutters to himself. “Maybe it’s not even for me... or maybe Sarah ran out of money and this is the leftover echo of her budget,” he adds with a crooked grin. Daniel chuckles to himself, half-convinced it’s a prank. “She’s messing with me,” he thinks. “She’ll make it up with something real — something special.”

But the box still calls to him. Now steadier, more curious than skeptical, he lifts the card and marker from their nest. The card is thick, white, and clean — almost clinical. A series of neatly typed lines runs down its face, each one paired with a small checkbox.

It looks simple. Too simple. But something about its precision feels deliberate — like it’s waiting for him to engage.

Daniel scans the card. Seven options. Seven powers. But only three boxes can be checked.

Each line is typed with eerie precision, like a contract waiting to be signed.

First:     Take a leap through dimensions ☐  

Second:  Metal Work ☐  

Third:     Computronic ☐  

Fourth:     Fast as Blink ☐  

Fifth:     Telekinetic Mastery ☐  

Sixth:     Green Thumb Farmer ☐  

Seventh:    Duplication ☐  

The other side of card, Instructions; “you can checkmark up to three of above at a time, but you can change your choices to experience other powers too. These are powerful capabilities for your epoch, however in future, these may be publicly available with related regulations. For now, consider your methods of using them in a way that you won’t violate ethics, moral conscience and the rights of others.”

Daniel hesitates, then gently places the card back into the box — no need to make a mess. But his eyes linger on a single word, bold and impossible to ignore: POWERS. Powers? How?

Daniel is a scholar. He can imagine what “Computronic” might mean — a fusion of mind and machine. “Telekinetic” is familiar too, the stuff of theory and fiction. But the others? They’re cryptic. “Metal Work”? “Green Thumb Farmer”? “Duplication”? Each one feels like a riddle wrapped in possibility. Daniel studies the instructions again. “Three powers at a time... and I can change them whenever I want. That means the marker must be erasable,” he thinks.

He tests it — marking a tiny dot in the corner of the card, then rubbing it with the towel. Gone. Clean. Like it was never there. His pulse quickens. This is real. Or at least, it’s pretending to be.

“What if this is just a prank? A childish setup? Maybe I’m being filmed right now,” he wonders, half amused, half unsettled. “This kind of thing only exists in sci-fi movies.”

He turns his head slowly, scanning the room for anything out of place. Nothing. Everything looks normal — except one thing.

Sarah hasn’t called out. No goodnight. No check-in. And he’s been in the bathroom for a while. That’s unusual. Too unusual.

“She’s behind this,” he thinks, a grin tugging at the edge of his mouth. “She must be.”

Daniel exhales, letting the tension fade. He smiles to himself. “Okay, fine. It’s a joke. But why not play along? Might be fun.” He picks up the marker again, eyes scanning the card.

“Let’s save the world, shall we?” he grins. He goes for the three that start with “F”: “First, fourth, fifth.”

☑ Take a leap through dimensions  

☑ Fast as Blink  

☑ Telekinetic Mastery  

One by one, he marks them. The final checkbox is ticked. He lifts the marker off the card...

He had waited, breath held, for the air to shimmer with something magical — something otherworldly...

...and nothing. Silence. Not even a flicker. The place remained untouched and silence deepened.

Daniel bursts into laughter. “Ha! Got me. Well played, Sarah.” He places the card and marker back in the cabinet, still chuckling, and steps out. 
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Chapter 2: Chrono eclipse and the seven power trials
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S

arah is in bed, seemingly fast asleep. Odd — she usually stays up longer. No teasing, no goodnight. Just quiet. Daniel pauses, then shrugs. “Maybe she’s just tired”. Then Daniel decides to go to his son’s room, ready to plant a gentle kiss on his forehead.

Daniel closes his eyes and gives David a kiss. He opens his eyes slowly, adjusts the blanket over his son, and pauses.

Something feels... off.

He rewinds the moment in his mind, frame by frame. “I was just by Sarah’s bed. Downstairs. Now I’m here. Upstairs. With David.” His breath catches. “Wait — what about the distance between the two?” He stares at the floor, heart thudding. “Wow... wow... wow... I can’t believe this.” His thoughts race.

“It’s the card. It has to be. The marker. The powers.”

And then — he’s back in the bathroom. Instantly. No footsteps. No transition. This time not even blinked. Just... there. Unbelievable. Awesome. It works.

Daniel stares at the card, heart pounding, mind racing. He reads the checkmarks again, this time with reverence:

☑ Take a leap through dimensions  

☑ Fast as Blink  

☑ Telekinetic Mastery  

He runs his fingers along the card’s edge, then turns it over to revisit the instructions. The words feel heavier now. “I should consider my methods of using them in a way that I won’t violate ethics, moral conscience and the rights of others.” 

Daniel nods slowly. This isn’t just a game anymore. It’s power
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Power is responsibility.
Who decides who has it?
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