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There is an ancient parable about a man who came to a sage with a question: "How should I live a worthy life?" The sage replied: "Live as if you will die tomorrow. Learn as if you will live forever."

This book is about a world where both parts of that advice collided face to face.

On January 15, 2026, humanity received a message. Not from God, not from aliens, not from some evil force. The message came from the Universe itself, written in the language of mathematics and physics, deciphered by thousands of scientists around the world simultaneously. Irrefutable. Final.

In exactly one year — January 15, 2027 — our planet will pass through a cosmic anomaly that cannot be prevented, avoided, or survived. There will be no explosion. No pain. Just... the end.

This book is not about how the world tried to save itself. There was no salvation.

This book is not about panic and chaos, though of course, there were both.

This book is about seven people from seven different corners of the world who lived through that last year. About how they loved, lost, forgave, and found beauty where it seemed none could remain.

Because in the end, perhaps we've always lived in a world without tomorrow. Perhaps we've always known our time was limited. Most of us just needed a catastrophe to realize it.

This is not a story about the end of the world.

This is a story about what it means to be human when you no longer need to pretend there's enough time.

This is the story of Earth's last year.

And about how seven souls — among billions of others — turned it into the first year of truly lived life.



"We do not remember days. We remember moments."
— Cesare Pavese
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Chapter 1: January-Day One

AMINA — Cairo, Egypt (14:22)
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The sand beneath Amina's feet was as ancient as the secrets it kept. She knelt in the excavation pit, carefully brushing dust from a pottery fragment, when her phone vibrated for the fourth time in a minute.

First her husband called. Then her eldest daughter. Then a colleague from the university.

"Just five more minutes," she whispered to the shard in her hand, as if it could hear her. This vessel was three thousand years old. It had survived empires, wars, oblivion. It could wait five more minutes.

The phone rang again. Amina sighed and answered without looking at the screen.

"Ahmed, I told you I'd be back by..."

"Mom." Her fifteen-year-old son's voice trembled. "Mom, did you see the news?"

Something in his tone made her stand. Around the excavation site, other archaeologists were also pulling out their phones, their faces turning pale beneath their desert tans.

"Karim? What happened?"

"They're saying... scientists... all over the world..." He couldn't finish the sentence.

Amina was already running toward the tent where the laptop was. The screen lit up, showing a live UN broadcast. The Secretary-General stood at the podium, his face gray as ash.

"...confirmed by independent researchers on all continents. The trajectory is unchangeable. We do not have the technology to alter the planet's course, and we do not have time to develop it..."

The shard slipped from Amina's hand and shattered against a stone.

Three thousand years, she thought, staring at the pieces. And we have three hundred sixty-five days left.



HIROSHI — Tokyo, Japan (22:22)

Hiroshi was making tea when the world ended.

It was his evening ceremony, the only ritual he'd maintained since Yuki died three years ago. Heat water to the precise temperature. Measure the leaves. Pour. Wait. These simple actions kept chaos at bay.

The television was on in the background — news he wasn't listening to, filling the apartment's silence. But suddenly the announcer's tone changed. Hiroshi looked up.

The screen showed a press conference. Scientists from different countries, their faces grave. The translator spoke quickly, stumbling over words like "cosmic anomaly" and "irreversible."

The kettle boiled. Steam rose toward the ceiling.

Hiroshi turned off the heat and sat on the tatami, not taking his eyes from the screen.

"The exact date — January 15, 2027, approximately 03:14 universal time..."

One year. Three hundred sixty-five days.

He had lived sixty-seven years, and how many of those had he truly lived? Worked for a corporation for forty-two years. Retired. Lost his wife. Waited for... what? Death?

Now there was no need to wait.

Hiroshi poured tea into Yuki's cup, which he hadn't touched in three years, and into his own. He raised both to the light.

"Well then," he said to the empty apartment. "It seems I have a bit of time after all."



MARIA — São Paulo, Brazil (10:22)

Nausea hit Maria right in the middle of her shift. She barely made it to the hospital bathroom, where she vomited for the third time that morning.

The pregnancy test had been in her bag for three days. She hadn't dared to take it. Afraid. She was twenty-eight, unmarried, working as a nurse in an overcrowded favela hospital where everything was in short supply — from bandages to hope.

But she was also afraid the test would be negative.

Maria washed her face with cold water and looked at herself in the mirror. Dark circles under her eyes. When was the last time she'd slept properly?

Her pager beeped. Emergency call to the ER.

When she ran in, the chaos was different from usual. Not trauma, not violence. People were just standing there, crowded around the TV mounted on the wall. Patients, nurses, doctors, security guards.

On screen, a female astrophysicist from NASA was explaining something using a computer model of the solar system. Numbers. Trajectories. Probabilities that all equaled zero.

"What's happening?" Maria asked a colleague.

"End of the world," she replied, and there was no irony in her voice. "In a year. Official."

Maria felt her hand instinctively move to her stomach. There, perhaps, was life. Tiny, the size of a grain of rice. Life that now had less than a year.

Or life that had a full twelve months to be loved.

She didn't know what to feel. Didn't know whether to cry or laugh.

So she just stood there, hand on her stomach, watching the world learn about its end.



DAVID — New York, USA (08:22)

David Cohen made two million dollars before breakfast.

Asian markets opened strong, his algorithms worked perfectly, and by the time he sat down in his fifty-second floor office overlooking Manhattan, his portfolio was seven figures heavier.

He was drinking espresso and reviewing morning reports when the trading floor suddenly went silent.

David looked up. All the monitors — hundreds of screens normally showing stock charts — switched to one broadcast. Emergency UN address.

"What the hell?" he muttered, stepping out of his office.

Traders stood frozen at their desks. No one was trading. No one was shouting. They just watched.

On screen, a scientist was explaining the inexplicable. Cosmic anomaly. Collision inevitable. All mathematical models converge. One year.

"Is this some kind of joke?" someone asked.

No one answered.

David returned to his office and looked at his monitor. Markets were starting to fall. Slowly at first, then in an avalanche. Tech stocks. Bonds. Futures. Everything plummeting so fast the numbers blurred.

He watched billions disappear. His billions.

And for the first time in fifteen years of his career, David Cohen felt nothing.

Money is future. Investments are bets on tomorrow.

And if there is no tomorrow?

He closed the terminal and looked out the window at the city that suddenly seemed very fragile.



ADWOA — Accra, Ghana (13:22)

Adwoa was in the university library, preparing for an organic chemistry exam, when her phone exploded with notifications.

At first she ignored them. The exam was in three days, and she couldn't afford to be distracted. This scholarship — her family's first chance at higher education — meant everything. Her mother had cleaned rich people's houses for twenty years to give her daughter this opportunity.

But then the library filled with noise. Students pulled out phones, started crying, screaming, hugging.

"What happened?" Adwoa asked her table neighbor.

The girl just handed her the phone.

Video from the UN press conference. English subtitles: "CONFIRMED: COLLISION INEVITABLE. 365 DAYS UNTIL THE END."

Adwoa read it three times.

Her eyes fell on the open textbook. Chemical formulas. Molecular bonds. She was going to become a doctor. Heal people. Save lives.

In a year there would be no lives left to save.

"Why?" she whispered. "Why did I do all this?"

Around her, students were leaving the library. Some sobbing. Some laughing hysterically. Some just walking silently, as if in a trance.

Adwoa remained sitting, staring at her notes, at these carefully written formulas that were supposed to be her future.

Her mother called. Adwoa didn't answer. Didn't know what to say.

Didn't know what it meant to dream when the future was cancelled.



SERGEI — Irkutsk, Russia (20:22)

Sergei Volkov didn't immediately understand what was happening.

There were no TVs in the cells at the colony, only in the common room, and prisoners usually watched football or old movies. But when the convoy brought him back from kitchen duty, everyone was sitting in front of the screen in dead silence.

On screen, the president was addressing the nation. His face was pale.

"...joining the international community in confirming this information. Our best scientists, our military, our allies — all have reached the same conclusion..."

"What's he saying?" Sergei asked a guard.

The guard, usually rough and indifferent, looked at him with something almost like compassion.

"End of the world. In a year."

Sergei slowly sat on a bench. Fifteen years ago in a drunken fight, he'd killed a man. A father of three children. A good man who was just in the wrong place at the wrong time.

Sergei got twenty years. Served five. There were still fifteen years ahead in these gray walls, fifteen years to wake up every day with the weight of guilt.

Now he wouldn't have those fifteen years.

He would have one year.

"What happens to prisoners?" someone asked.

The guard shook his head. "Don't know. Government promises decisions in the coming days."

That night Sergei couldn't sleep. He lay on his bunk staring at the ceiling, thinking about the wife who stopped coming to visits seven years ago. About children he hadn't seen, who had become adults without him.

Thinking about the man he killed. About his children.

One year. Could one year atone for guilt?

Could one year teach you to forgive yourself?



ZARA — Mumbai, India (18:52)

Dr. Zara Patel was holding a dying man's hand when the nurse burst into the room with a phone.

"Doctor, you need to see this. All channels. It's..."

"Not now," Zara said quietly.

The man on the bed — Mr. Kapoor, sixty-two, stage four pancreatic cancer — was squeezing her hand weakly. He'd been dying for several hours. His family was beside him, but they'd asked the doctor to stay.

"Doctor, please," the nurse insisted, her voice trembling.

Zara looked at her, ready to scold, but stopped. The nurse was crying. Not just upset — real tears streaming down her face.

Zara carefully freed her hand from Mr. Kapoor's and stepped into the corridor.

The nurse handed her the phone. On screen, a recording of a press conference that had already circled the world.

Zara listened calmly. She'd been an oncologist for twenty years. She specialized in conversations about death, in helping people face the inevitable with dignity.

But how do you prepare eight billion people for death simultaneously?

"What are we going to do?" the nurse asked.

Zara looked through the open door at Mr. Kapoor, at his family gathered around the bed. They didn't know about the news. In that room, time still flowed as before.

"The same thing we always do," Zara answered. "We help people live until the very end."

She returned to the room, took Mr. Kapoor's hand again, and quietly sang the prayer he'd asked for.

Twenty minutes later he died, surrounded by love, not knowing that the whole world had received the same sentence.
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Epilogue of the First Day
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By the end of January 15, 2026, every person on the planet knew.

Governments called emergency meetings. Religious leaders addressed the faithful. Scientists checked calculations for the hundredth time, hoping to find an error.

There was no error.

Some people took to the streets. Some locked themselves in their homes. Some prayed. Some looted stores. Some held hands with strangers and wept.

And seven people — an archaeologist in Egypt, a retiree in Japan, a nurse in Brazil, a trader in New York, a student in Ghana, a prisoner in Russia, and a doctor in India — went to bed on the first night of Earth's last year.

And each thought about the same thing:

What will I do with the time I have left?

How do I want to live these three hundred sixty-four days?

Who do I want to be, knowing tomorrow will end?
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Chapter 2: Three Weeks Later

AMINA — Cairo (Day 22)

[image: ]


A sandstorm covered the excavation on the third day after the announcement. Amina took it as a sign. The desert was protecting its secrets while the world collapsed.

The university closed indefinitely. Half the faculty simply didn't show up. Students went home. Why study if knowledge dies with us?

But this morning Amina returned to the excavation site. Alone.

Ahmed begged her to stay home. "The children need you," he said, and in his eyes was the panic he tried to hide. Her husband, always so confident, now woke every night in a cold sweat.

"That's exactly why I need to do this," she replied.

Now she stood before a half-uncovered tomb. Last year's work. They had been so close to opening the burial chamber when... when everything ended.

Amina picked up a shovel and began to dig.

The work was meditation. Each careful scrape, each brush sweeping away centuries of sand. The sun rose higher, the heat became unbearable, but she continued.

By noon she discovered the edge of a sarcophagus.

By sunset she removed the last layer of sand.

On the lid was an inscription. Hieroglyphs she read as easily as Arabic. A name: Neferura. A scribe's wife. Mother of four children. Lived thirty-two years, three thousand years ago.

Amina ran her fingers over the ancient symbols.

"You also knew time was limited," she whispered. "You lived in a world where death could come from disease, famine, war at any moment. And still you loved. Had children. Left a trace."

Tears mixed with sweat on her face.

Her phone rang. Video call from Yasmin, her eldest daughter.

"Mom! Where are you? We were worried!"

Amina saw all three children on screen. Yasmin, sixteen. Karim, fifteen. Little Layla, only nine.

"I'm at the excavation."

"Why?" asked Karim. "What difference does it make now?"

Amina looked at Neferura's sarcophagus, at this woman who lived and died three thousand years ago, but whose name still existed.

"Because we're not only what will die," she said slowly, formulating the thought for the first time. "We're what was. Every moment of love, every kind deed, every story. That doesn't disappear. It becomes part of the fabric of the Universe."

"That doesn't make sense," Karim muttered.

"No," Amina agreed. "But understand. Neferura didn't know that three thousand years later someone would stand over her grave and speak her name. She just lived. Loved her children. And that was enough."

Pause. Then Layla asked: "Mom, will you come home?"

"Yes, sweetheart. I'm coming home."

Amina covered the sarcophagus with a tarp. She would return. But not to excavate the past.

To create memories that might, perhaps, outlive the end.



HIROSHI — Tokyo (Day 22)

Hiroshi stood before Yuki's grave for the first time in two years.

After her death, he came every week. Then every month. Then he stopped. What was the point of talking to stone?

But this morning he woke with a clear sense: he needed to come. Needed to say what he hadn't said during her life.

He brought white chrysanthemums, her favorites. Lit incense. Knelt on the cold ground.

"Yuki," he began, voice trembling. "I'm sorry."

Wind rustled through the sakura leaves above the grave. The flowers hadn't bloomed yet. It was too early. They would bloom in March, as always.

But would he see them one last time?

"I'm sorry I worked so much. Sorry I missed the children's birthdays. Sorry that when you were sick, I still went to the office because I thought career mattered more. Sorry I never took you to Paris, though you dreamed of it for thirty years."

Tears flowed freely. Hiroshi didn't wipe them.

"I thought we had time. Always thought — next year, after the promotion, after retirement. Then you died, and I realized I'd spent my life waiting for a moment that never came."

He pulled a small box from his pocket. Inside was a ring. A simple gold ring with a tiny diamond.

"I bought this fifty years ago. Wanted to give it on our anniversary, but decided to wait until the jubilee. Then until the golden wedding. Then..."

Hiroshi opened the box and placed it at the headstone.

"Now there's no point in waiting, is there?"

He sat for a long time, listening to the cemetery's silence, broken only by birds and the distant city noise.

Then, unexpectedly to himself, he began talking about the past three weeks. About the chaos in the city. About the looting and violence of the first days. But also about the miracle.

"Yesterday in the subway I saw a young man give his seat to an old woman. Such a simple thing, but she cried and said: 'I thought all kindness had died.' And he replied: 'No. It still has a year.'"

Hiroshi smiled through tears.

"Stores are starting to open again. People are returning to work. Not all, but many. You know why? Because we still need to eat. Still need purpose. Still need something to do between waking and sleeping."

He stood, knees creaking.

"I've decided something, Yuki. I have a year. Three hundred forty-three days. I won't spend them on regrets. I'll do what we should have done together. I'll live."

On the way home Hiroshi stopped at a bookstore. It was open. The owner sat at the counter, reading, as always.

"Tanaka-san," he greeted. "Haven't seen you in a while."

"Do you have books about Paris?" asked Hiroshi.

The owner smiled. "Planning a trip?"

"Something like that."

Hiroshi bought three books: a Paris guidebook, a collection of French poetry in translation, and a book about Impressionist painting.

He wouldn't go to Paris. Too late.

But he could learn about it. Could walk its streets in imagination. Could fulfill Yuki's dream the only available way.

It was better than nothing.

It was all he had.



MARIA — São Paulo (Day 22)

The test was positive.

Maria stared at the two pink lines for ten minutes, as if they might change if she looked long enough.

Pregnant. Six weeks.

She should feel joy. Terror. Something.

Instead she felt numb.

Outside her apartment came the sounds of the city slowly waking after the first weeks' collapse. São Paulo was chaos the first ten days. Looting, fires, panic. Then the government declared martial law. Army in the streets. Curfew.

Gradually order was restored. Or at least the appearance of order.

The hospital was working again. Maria returned to shifts three days ago. Many nurses didn't come back, but she did. Where else to go?

Now she sat on the tiny bathroom floor, holding the test, thinking about the impossible choice.

Give birth to a child who would live maybe seven months?

Or...

Her phone rang. Mom.

"Maria, where are you? I've been calling for an hour!"

"Home, Mom. Everything's fine."

"Come to us. Please. I don't want you to be alone."

Maria looked at the test in her hand. "Mom... I need to tell you something."

Pause. Then, softly: "You're pregnant."

Maria froze. "How did you...?"

"I'm your mother. I know. When you last visited, I saw how you looked at your nephews. Saw your face."

The tears Maria had held back for three weeks came flooding.

"Mom, what do I do? How can I bring a child into this world? He'll die. We'll all die."

"Maria, listen to me." Her mother's voice was firm. "When I was pregnant with you, we lived in the favela. Your father was killed a month before you were born. We had no money, no future. Everyone told me to abort. But you know what I did?"

"What?"

"I had you. And every day of your life was a gift. Didn't matter that it was hard. Didn't matter that I didn't know how we'd survive. You were here. You were alive. And that mattered."

Maria pressed her hand to her stomach.

"But this baby will only have seven months..."

"This baby will have seven months of love," her mother corrected. "Seven months when he'll be wanted, cherished, adored. Some children live eighty years and never know such love."

"You think I should keep him?"

"I think only you can decide. But remember, Mom — it's not only who gives life. It's who gives love. And love isn't measured by time."

After the call Maria sat in silence for a long time.

Then she placed her hand on her stomach and whispered:

"Hello, little one. I don't know what to do yet. But if you stay... if we do this together... I promise you every second of love I can give."

Inside her something shifted. Not physically. But something important.

The decision wasn't made yet.

But she was beginning to feel what it would be.



DAVID — New York (Day 22)

David hadn't been to the office in nineteen days.

The first three days he simply couldn't get out of bed. Lay in his penthouse, stared at the ceiling, listened to sirens below. The city was burning, and he couldn't make himself care.

On the fourth day he tried to drink. Ran out of alcohol by evening, but the numbness didn't pass.

On the fifth day he went for a walk.

Manhattan was unrecognizable. Broken windows. Graffiti on walls: "365 DAYS," "THE END IS NEAR," "GOD DOESN'T EXIST." But also: "LOVE EACH OTHER," "WE'RE STILL HERE."

David walked for hours. Brooklyn Bridge. Central Park. Wherever his feet took him.

At Times Square a crowd gathered around a street preacher. Not a religious fanatic. Just an ordinary person speaking into a megaphone:

"We're not dead! We're here, right now! We have today! We have each other! That matters!"

People were crying. Hugging. Strangers holding hands.

David felt something strange in his chest. Something he hadn't felt in many years.

Envy.

These people, who had lost everything, had somehow found something. Connection. Purpose. Meaning.

And he, with his millions, with his penthouse, with his success — he had nothing.

He went home and for the first time in fifteen years called his sister.

She didn't answer. He left a message:

"Hi, Rachel. It's David. I know we haven't talked since... since that Christmas. The one when I said your husband was a loser and you were wasting your life on kids. I was an idiot. I was... I don't know who I was."

His voice trembled.

"I'm sorry. For everything. I think I was afraid. Afraid that if I stopped, if I stopped chasing money, I'd realize my life was empty. And now the world is ending
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