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Chapter 1: The First Cycle

The crackling of the old radio and the aroma of burnt coffee filled the small kitchen.
Standing by the sink, a steaming mug in hand, Arthur watched the sunrise through the
window. The warm hues of dawn illuminated his wrinkled face, tracing the passage of
time on his weary features. He had always cherished this peaceful moment of the day,
when the world seemed to take a deep breath before awakening.

Today, however, something felt amiss. A dull pressure in his chest, a slight dizziness that
made the cold tiles beneath his feet feel unsteady. He set down his mug, the sensation
intensifying, a vice tightening around his heart. Cold sweat beaded on his forehead. He
tried to call out, but no sound emerged from his constricted throat. His vision blurred, the
contours of the kitchen melting into a gray swirl. Then, nothing.

° **

A sharp crack. The shrill whistle of a kettle. Arthur opened his eyes, disoriented. He was
lying on the kitchen floor, his cheek pressed against the cold tile. The sun, higher in the
sky now, flooded the room with harsh light. He sat up slowly, his head spinning, his heart
pounding. He inhaled deeply, the smell of burnt coffee filling his nostrils. The same smell
from moments ago...

Rising painfully, he noticed the overturned mug by the sink, its contents spreading in a
dark puddle across the tiles. A strange feeling washed over him, a mixture of disbelief
and a vague fear. Had he dreamt it? A dream so real, so intense...

Still shaky, he made his way to the living room. The clock on the wall read 9:02. He
cursed under his breath. He was late. Late for... For what, exactly? A black hole opened
in his mind, swallowing his memories. He felt strangely empty, as if a part of him was
missing.

He sank heavily into his worn armchair, trying to gather his thoughts. What was
happening? He felt like he had lost his footing, like a swimmer swept away by the
current. He closed his eyes, trying to remember what he was supposed to do, where he
was supposed to be. In vain. Only the persistent image of the sun-drenched kitchen, the
broken mug, and that feeling of creeping unease remained.

A wave of heat crept up his cheeks. The newspaper! He'd forgotten the newspaper. Every
morning, for years, he had fetched the newspaper from the end of the driveway, an
unbreakable ritual that set the rhythm of his days. Except today.
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Leaping to his feet, he rushed to the front door, flung it open, and scanned the driveway.
Empty. A feeling of unease washed over him. Where could it be? He glanced at his
watch. 9:15. Far too late. The mailman was always on time, regular as clockwork.

Suddenly, a voice called out to him from across the street.
"Arthur! Are you alright? You look as white as a sheet!"

It was Mrs. Schmidt, his neighbor, an elderly woman with sharp eyes and an even sharper
tongue. She was watering her geraniums, her round face split in a friendly smile. A smile
that quickly faded as she saw Arthur's bewildered expression.

"Uh... yes, yes, I'm fine, thank you. Just a bit dizzy, nothing serious," he stammered,
feeling a flush of embarrassment.

"You should take care of yourself, Arthur. You're not as young as you used to be, you
know!" she retorted, a hint of concern lacing her voice.

He gave a forced smile, thanking the old woman for her concern, while inwardly cursing
himself for giving her such a fright. He closed the door, his heart heavy. What was
happening this morning? He felt strangely out of sync, as if he were a spectator in his
own life.

Wandering into the living room, his gaze fell upon a photograph displayed on the
mantelpiece. A picture yellowed with time, depicting a smiling young man with jet-black
hair and eyes that sparkled with joy. Arthur. Or rather, a version of Arthur he no longer
recognized. A carefree Arthur, full of life, a far cry from the tired old man he had
become.

A pang in his chest made him flinch. How long had it been since he'd looked at himself
in the mirror? Since he had stopped seeing the young man in the picture and saw only the
wrinkles, the age spots, and the sadness that clouded his eyes?

He sank onto the sofa, burying his head in his hands. A wave of fatigue washed over
him, an exhaustion that seemed to emanate from the very depths of his being. He closed
his eyes, recalling fragments of his dream. The kitchen, the shattered cup, the feeling of
oppression... It all seemed so real, so tangible. As if it wasn't just a dream, but...

A bolt of pain shot through his chest, forcing a gasp from his lips. The pain was so sharp,
so sudden, that he cried out. He clutched at his heart, feeling his pulse quicken. He
struggled to breathe, the air thinning around him. His vision blurred once more, the
vibrant colors of the living room melting into an indistinguishable mass. He tried to get
up, to call for help, but his limbs refused to obey. He slid slowly down the sofa, his body
collapsing in on itself, like a puppet whose strings had been cut.

Page | 4



Sphere A.l Books

And then, nothing.

A heavy silence fell, as heavy and cold as a tombstone. The insistent ticking of the
grandfather clock on the wall seemed to mock Arthur's sudden immobility. Dust danced
in the ray of sunlight that pierced through the window, illuminating the particles
suspended in the still air. On the coffee table, a half-empty cup of tea, already cold, bore
witness to the life that had so recently animated the room.

Then, slowly, as if reluctantly, life returned. A sharp intake of breath, a raspy gasp.
Arthur's eyelids fluttered, lifting with difficulty to reveal faded blue eyes filled with
unspeakable terror. He blinked several times, trying to dispel the black veil that obscured
his vision. The room gradually came into focus, blurry and unreal, as if seen through a
thick fog.

He tried to sit up, but his body refused to obey. He was lying on his kitchen floor, his
cheek pressed against the cold tile. The familiar smell of burnt coffee hung in the air,
mingled with a metallic odor he couldn't quite place. He tried to speak, but only a hoarse,
barely audible sound escaped his dry lips.

Panicked, he scanned the room. Everything was in its place, unchanged. The overturned
cup near the sink, the morning sun illuminating the room. Exactly like... like before.

An icy horror gripped him, rooting him to the spot. It wasn't possible. A bad dream? A
nightmare? But everything seemed so real, so terribly tangible. The smell of coffee, the
coldness of the tile, the frantic beating of his heart in his chest.

He squeezed his eyes shut, gritting his teeth, fighting against the wave of nausea that
washed over him. He needed to think, to understand. What was happening? Was he going
crazy?

Slowly, painfully, he pushed himself up to a sitting position, leaning against the kitchen
cupboard. His head spun, his entire body trembled with weakness and terror. He raised a
shaking hand to his face, feeling the cold, clammy skin under his fingertips. It was real.
He was alive. But for how long?

The memory of the searing pain in his chest, the feeling of suffocation, of life slowly
draining away, haunted him like a menacing shadow. Was he doomed to relive this
moment again and again? Trapped in an infernal loop, with no beginning and no end?

The thought made him shudder. He had to escape, to find a way to break this infernal
cycle. But how? He didn't even understand what was happening to him.

Pulling himself up on his trembling legs, he stumbled towards the window, as if hoping
to find an answer in the familiar sight of his peaceful street. The sun was shining, birds
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were singing, children were playing on the sidewalk. A banal, comforting sight, which
contrasted cruelly with the chaos that reigned in his mind.

The apparent normalcy of the scene hit him with full force. Was he the only one who
perceived the dissonance, the strangeness of a world that continued to turn as if nothing
had happened while his own had stopped? A silent panic began to grip him.

He had to talk to someone, share this weight that was crushing him. But to whom? And
above all, how to explain the inexplicable? Words tangled in his throat, forming a knot of
anxiety he couldn't untie.

He thought of his daughter, Sarah. His only child, his pride, but also the source of
constant turmoil. Years of unspoken words, of misunderstandings had accumulated
between them, erecting an impassable wall. The last time they had spoken was months
ago, a brief and strained conversation, concluded by a promise of a visit that never came.

Remorse gnawed at his soul. How many times had he pushed aside her calls, claiming
fatigue, the need for solitude? How many times had he let his pride dictate his behavior,
letting slip opportunities to renew the dialogue?

If he had only a few hours left to live, was this how he wanted to spend them? Haunted
by regrets, crushed by the weight of unspoken words?

The thought spurred him to action. He had to see her, talk to her, try to repair the broken
pieces of the past. Maybe this was the purpose of this waking nightmare, an unexpected
chance to make amends.

With a hesitant step, he crossed the kitchen, avoiding the gaze of the dried coffee puddle
on the tile as if it hid a secret too heavy to bear. Each step was an effort, his body seemed
to have aged several years in the space of a few minutes.

He reached the phone, a massive, old-fashioned device, a relic of a time when
communication wasn't just a few taps on a bright screen. His trembling fingers dialed
Sarah's number, each tone echoing in the heavy silence of the house like an inexorable
countdown.

The wait felt endless. Each ring of the phone sliced through the silence of the house like a
cleaver, fueling Arthur's anxiety. Would she answer? Would he find the courage to speak
the right words, he who had always hidden behind a wall of silence?

Finally, a warm, familiar voice broke through the incessant ringing. "Dad? Is that you?"

Arthur's heart tightened in his chest. The mere sound of her voice, laced with concern and
a hint of reproach, unleashed a torrent of conflicting emotions within him.
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"Sarah... yes, it's me,” he managed to articulate, his throat constricted with emotion. An
awkward silence settled over the line, heavy with unspoken words and painful memories.
Arthur took a deep breath, searching for the words that could bridge the gulf that
separated them.

"I... I wanted to see you. | thought maybe we could have lunch, if you're free." His voice
was raspy, hesitant, a far cry from the confidence he displayed in other circumstances.

A weary sigh came from the other end of the line. "Dad, you know I'm working today.
And we've already been over all this. Things don't change overnight.”

The bitterness in Sarah's voice made him flinch. She was right. How many times had he
promised to make an effort, to change, without ever really following through?

"I know, Sarah, | know... but this time is different. | need to talk to you, really. Please."

The pleading tone of his voice seemed to make her hesitate. A long silence followed,
punctuated by the distant sound of traffic. Arthur held his breath, hanging on her every
word.

"Fine, okay," she finally conceded, her voice tinged with a certain resignation. "l can take
a longer lunch break. Let's meet at the usual cafe, at 1 p.m.?"

"Yes... yes, perfect. Thank you, Sarah, really."”

Arthur hung up, his heart pounding. A mixture of hope and apprehension washed over
him. He had a date with his daughter, a unique chance to pick up the pieces of a family
bond shattered by the years. But time was running out, and a nagging question echoed in
his mind: would he have enough of these few hours to untie the knots of the past and
finally find peace, both with himself and with her?

The prospect of facing his reflection after so many years filled him with apprehension.
He felt like a stranger to his own image, an intruder in the life of this man he no longer
recognized. Yet, he sensed deep down that this rendezvous with the mirror was
unavoidable, a necessary step in his quest for redemption.

With unusual slowness, he made his way to the bathroom, each step echoing in the
silence of the house like a reminder of time's passage. The room was bathed in a bluish
twilight, only a few rays of sunshine managing to pierce through the lace curtain
yellowed by time. The air was heavy, saturated with humidity and the scent of old-
fashioned soap that reminded him of his childhood.

He approached the mirror hesitantly, his heart pounding in his chest. His trembling
fingers grazed the cold surface of the glass, leaving a damp streak on the condensation
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that had formed there. Then, with a sudden movement, he pulled back the curtain, as if to
force himself to confront the raw truth.

The face staring back at him from the mirror bore little resemblance to the young man in
the photograph. The years had etched deep furrows into his cheeks, drawing a map of his
joys and sorrows. His hair, once black as ebony, was now a pristine white, thinning in
places like a forest decimated by winter. His blue eyes, once sparkling with life, seemed
to have lost their shine, veiled by an unspeakable sadness and a hint of fear.

It was the face of a stranger, and yet, it was strangely familiar. He could detect traces of
the young man he had been, fragments of memories buried under the weight of years.
The shy smile of a first love, the pride of a job well done, the pain of an irreparable loss.

Each wrinkle, each imperfection told a story, bore witness to a life lived, with its highs
and lows, its triumphs and failures. A life of which only a few hours remained, a handful
of grains of sand inexorably flowing through the hourglass of time.

A feeling of vertigo seized him. Was this it, growing old? To witness helplessly the slow
decay of his physical shell, to feel the weight of regrets crushing him like a leaden cloak?

No, he told himself with newfound determination. It was not too late to make peace with
himself, to embrace the old man he had become and honor the young man he had been.

He straightened up, puffing out his chest as if to chase away the shadows of the past. He
had an appointment with his daughter, and nothing, not even death, would prevent him
from honoring that promise.

Arthur emerged from the bathroom, his mind racing. The sight of his reflection, far from
overwhelming him, had acted like an electric shock. He couldn't change the past, but he
could choose how to live the few hours he had left.

The urgency of the situation gave each object in the house a particular aura. The old
grandfather clock, whose ticking had measured so many years, now seemed to hammer
home the time slipping through his fingers. The polished furniture, silent witnesses to his
family history, took on the air of benevolent ghosts, surrounding him with a reassuring
presence.

He needed to keep busy, to chase away the torpor that threatened to engulf him. His gaze
fell upon the stack of mail lying on the living room table, letters and bills neglected for
days. He surprised himself by smiling. What did unpaid bills and missed appointments
matter now?

Yet, one envelope caught his eye. Delicate, elegant handwriting, which he would have
recognized anywhere. Marie. His hand closed over the yellowed paper, a flood of
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memories washing over him. Marie, his first love, the girl with sparkling eyes and a
crystalline laugh. A short and intense affair, brutally interrupted by life.

Years had passed without them seeing each other, but he had never forgotten the jasmine
scent of her hair, the sweetness of her stolen kisses in the falling evening. He had often
thought of her, wondering what had become of her life, if he had held a place, however
small, in her memories.

The envelope trembled between his fingers, as if reminding him of the urgency of the
situation. He hesitated a moment, his heart pounding in his chest. What if it was too late?
What if he was nothing more than a ghost of the past, a distant and painful memory?

Taking his courage in both hands, he tore open the envelope. The letter, written on old-
fashioned stationery, smelled sweetly of lavender. He settled into his worn armchair, his
heart pounding, and immersed himself in reading.

Marie wrote to him from a retirement home, near the sea. Her health was declining, the
years had not been kind to her. But her spirits were high, surrounded by her friends and
caring staff. She had heard, through the grapevine, about the death of his wife a few years
ago. She offered her belated condolences, with a sincerity that touched Arthur to his core.

Then, in a wave of nostalgia, she evoked their younger years, the shared laughter, the
promises whispered under the starry sky. She regretted nothing, she wrote, every moment
of life being a precious gift. She simply hoped that he had found happiness, that life had
smiled upon him.

A torrent of emotions washed over Arthur, overwhelming him. The joy of reunion, the
sadness of lost time, gratitude for this tenuous link that still bound them. He had to see
her, to speak to her one last time. To tell her that he had never forgotten her, that their
story, however brief, had illuminated his youth.

He jumped to his feet, galvanized by a new energy. He only had a few hours, but it was
enough. He would find Marie, tell her everything he had on his heart, and finally turn the
page on this unfinished chapter of his life.

He grabbed his old overcoat from the coat rack, ignoring the stiffness of his joints
protesting against this sudden burst of energy. Outside, the air was fresh and
invigorating, carrying the scent of the first spring flowers and the melodious song of
birds. The world seemed to vibrate with a new energy, in harmony with the rebirth that
was taking place within him.

Finding a taxi at this hour of the morning proved more complicated than expected. Arthur
waited on the sidewalk, his heart beating between impatience and apprehension. Every
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minute lost inexorably brought him closer to the fateful deadline, fueling the anxiety that
gnawed at him.

Finally, a yellow and black car stopped beside him. Arthur slumped onto the back seat,
giving the address of the retirement home in a hoarse voice, betrayed by emotion. The
driver, a young man with a cap pulled down over his head, nodded, indifferent to the
drama unfolding in the back seat.

The journey was torture for Arthur. Every red light, every slowdown drove him crazy. He
was annoyed by the driver's indifference, the nonchalance of passers-by going about their
business, unaware of the precious and ephemeral nature of time.

Arriving in front of the imposing residence that housed Marie, Arthur threw a few bills at
the driver and jumped out of the taxi before it had even come to a complete stop. He
crossed the well-maintained garden with hurried steps, ignoring the questioning glances
of the residents enjoying the spring sunshine.

The interior of the retirement home was peacefully quiet. A smell of beeswax and cooked
meals hung in the air, mingled with the bittersweet scent of faded flowers. Arthur
approached the reception desk, his heart pounding.

"Good morning, sir, can | help you?" asked the young woman sitting behind the counter,
her eyes full of concern.

"Marie Lambert, please, I've come to see her."

The young woman consulted her computer, a smile illuminating her face. "Of course,
Mrs. Lambert is in her room, on the first floor, room 112. Would you like me to let her
know you're here?"

"No, no, please don't," interrupted Arthur, seized by a sudden wave of anxiety. "I'd rather
surprise her."

He entered the corridor leading to the rooms, his heart heavy with apprehension. After all
these years, would he recognize her? And what would she see in his eyes? The ghost of
the young man he had been or the shadow of the old man he had become?

He stopped at the door, hesitating for a moment, his breath short. A nurse passed by,
pushing a metal cart that clinked softly in the silent hallway. She gave him a kind smile,
unaware of the turmoil stirring within the old man.

Taking a deep breath, Arthur knocked timidly on the door. A heavy silence greeted his
gesture, a silence that seemed to stretch on for an eternity. He was about to knock again
when the door slowly opened, revealing an elderly woman sitting in a wheelchair.
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Time had taken its toll, etching her face with lines and wrinkles, turning her once blonde
hair to silver. Yet, through the veil of time, Arthur instantly recognized the mischievous
glint in her blue eyes, the softness of her smile which had lost none of its radiance.

"Arthur?" she murmured, her voice filled with delighted surprise. "Is it really you?"

A smile lit up Arthur's face, dispelling the years of sorrow and regret. He knelt before
her, taking her thin, wrinkled hands in his own. "Yes, Marie, it's me."

Their eyes met, a silent dialogue passing between them, made up of shared memories and
emotions held back for too long. Words were superfluous, their souls had recognized
each other, breaking down the barriers of time and distance.

"I... | never expected to see you again,” confessed Marie, her voice trembling with
emotion.

"Neither did I," whispered Arthur, tightening his grip on her hands slightly. "But I'm so
happy to be here, to find you again."

He spent long hours by her side, telling her about his life, his joys and sorrows, without
ever mentioning the secret that gnawed at him, the heavy weight that burdened his heart.
He simply wanted to savor these moments stolen from time, to bask in Marie's presence,
like a dying man feeding on one last glimmer of hope.

As the sun dipped below the horizon, painting the sky in hues of orange and purple,
Arthur knew it was time to leave. He rose, his heart heavy at the thought of leaving her,
yet an unexpected peace settled over him. He had found Marie again, and this unexpected
reunion had rekindled a part of himself he thought lost forever.

"I should go," he said regretfully, gently caressing Marie's hand.

"Yes, it's getting late,” she replied, a hint of sadness clouding her eyes. "But promise me
one thing, Arthur.”

"Anything you want, Marie."
"Don't let yourself forget me again. Come back and see me, please."

Arthur hesitated for a moment, the words refusing to leave his lips. How could he
promise her something he couldn't keep?

"l... I'll do my best," he finally murmured, his heart breaking at the pain of this necessary
lie.
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He leaned down, placed a light kiss on her wrinkled forehead, then turned and left the
room, leaving behind the ghost of a lost love and the memory of a day that would forever
be etched in his memory.

Outside, night had fallen, scattering the sky with a thousand twinkling lights. Arthur
walked aimlessly, his heart in turmoil with conflicting emotions. He had just relived the
same day, and yet everything seemed different. As if this encounter with Marie had
opened a breach in the wall of misunderstanding that surrounded him, allowing a
glimmer of hope to filter into his temporal prison.

The taxi dropped Arthur off in front of his house, the silence of the night enveloping the
small street like a shroud. He got out of the car, his mind still clouded by the day's
memories, by the conflicting emotions that had washed over him. He had seen Marie, had
rediscovered a fragment of his past, a part of his life he thought was lost forever. He had
even tried to tell her his secret, but the words had stuck in his throat, transformed into a
knot of anguish that he had not been able to untie.

He climbed the steps of his porch, his hand gripping the doorknob. His home, usually a
refuge, seemed foreign to him today, an empty and cold place where time had stopped.
He entered the hallway, the atmosphere heavy and motionless. He felt like a spectator of
his own life, an observer of a scene frozen in time.

He walked into the living room, collapsing onto the worn sofa, his head in his hands. The
silence of the house was broken by the steady ticking of the grandfather clock, a nagging
sound that seemed to mock his helplessness. He closed his eyes, trying to concentrate, to
make sense of this strange day.

He had seen Marie, had rediscovered a fragment of his past, but the secret he was hiding
remained intact, a heavy weight on his heart. He had failed to free himself from this
burden, to share this truth with someone. He had not found the courage to break the
silence, to face the truth.

A feeling of deep disappointment washed over him. He had hoped so much that this day,
this time loop, would allow him to make peace with himself, to find some peace before
leaving. But he was still a prisoner of his past, his fears and regrets.

He got up, walked to the window and looked at the starry night. The moon, full and
bright, illuminated the garden, transforming the trees into ghostly silhouettes. A feeling
of loneliness seized him, a nagging anxiety that gnawed at him from within.

He felt like a sailor lost at sea, drifting, without a compass, without a landmark. He was
alone, facing the immensity of his own despair. He wondered if he was going to relive
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this day again and again, condemned to relive this encounter with Marie, to feel this pain
of failure.

The thought chilled him. He could not bear the thought of reliving this waking nightmare,
of seeing himself unable to escape, of being unable to find peace. There had to be a way
to break this infernal cycle. There had to be a solution, a path, a light at the end of the
tunnel.

He closed his eyes, breathing deeply, trying to calm down. He had to think, find a
solution. He couldn't let himself be defeated. He had to fight for his freedom, for his inner
peace.

He turned, noticing a familiar object on the coffee table, a small black leather notebook.
He had always kept it close to him, filling its pages with thoughts, memories, dreams. He
took it in his hands, feeling the soft, smooth texture of the leather.

He opened the notebook, letting his fingers brush against the pages yellowed by time.
There were words written on each page, words that had meaning for him, words that
reflected his soul. He began to read, to reread, to lose himself in the labyrinth of his own
thoughts.

He read poems, quotes, reflections on life, death, happiness. He read words that reminded
him of what he had forgotten, of what he had lost sight of. He read words that gave him
hope, that restored his self-confidence.

He read a poem about the beauty of nature, about the power of flowers that bloom in
spring, about the strength of life that is reborn after winter. He read a quote about the
need to forgive, about the importance of letting go of the past in order to move forward
into the future. He read a reflection on death, on the acceptance of its inevitability, on the
beauty of life that ends.

He read, and he understood. He understood that the solution was not in the past, but in the
present. He understood that he could not change what had happened, but that he could
choose how to live his last hours. He understood that inner peace was not to be found in
solving his problems, but in accepting his destiny.

He closed the notebook, letting it rest on his lap. He felt a wave of calm wash over him, a
serene peace that allowed him to see the situation more clearly. He was still stuck in this
time loop, but he had understood one essential thing: death was not the end, but a new
beginning.

It was time to accept his fate, to let himself be carried by the current of life, to surrender
to the unknown. It was time to embrace the future, whatever it may be, with courage and
serenity.
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He got up, walked to the window and looked again at the starry night. He took a deep
breath, letting the cool air fill his lungs. He felt lighter, freer, as if he had finally found
the way to escape from his inner prison.

He was about to go back to bed, to let himself fall asleep, when a strange noise startled
him. A muffled noise, like a metallic scraping, seemed to be coming from upstairs. He
frowned, a shiver running down his spine. He was not alone.

He crept down the hallway, his footsteps hesitant, his senses on high alert. He climbed
the stairs, his heart pounding. He approached his bedroom door, his hand trembling on
the knob.

He felt a shiver of fear run through him. He felt like he was back in a horror movie,
facing the unknown, the shadow of an invisible danger.

He hesitated for a moment, wondering if he should not turn back, run away, hide. But an
inner strength urged him forward. He could not continue to live in fear, to let himself be
dominated by anxiety. He had to face his fears, whatever the consequences.

He turned the handle, cautiously opening the door. The room was plunged in darkness,
only a faint ray of moonlight managing to make its way through the window.

He walked into the room, his steps light, his sense of smell on high alert. He smelled a
strange odor, an odor of metal and damp earth, which gave him the chills.

He turned to the bed, noticing a long, dark shape lying under the sheets. A shiver of fear
ran through him, but he forced himself to move forward, to illuminate the scene with his
flashlight.

He recoiled with a start, a cry of terror escaping his throat. It was not a man who was
lying on his bed, but a ghost, a spectral shadow that stared at him with empty eyes.

He dropped to his knees, his heart pounding. He couldn't believe his eyes. He was facing
the impossible, the world of shadows, the world of fantasy.

He closed his eyes, trying to reassure himself, to tell himself that it was a dream, a
hallucination. But the reality was there, tangible, horrible.

He opened his eyes, staring at the spectral shadow that stared back with empty eyes. He
could not flee. He could not hide. He had to face this ghost, this monster that had invaded
his room, his life.

He stood up, facing the spectral shadow. He felt a strange strength run through him, a
strength that gave him courage, a strength that allowed him to fight.
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He raised his hand, pointing his flashlight at the spectral shadow. "Who are you?" he
asked in a trembling but firm voice.

The spectral shadow did not answer. It still stared at him with empty eyes, as if it was
waiting for him, as if it had been waiting for him forever.

Arthur felt a shiver of fear run through him. He felt condemned, facing his final destiny.

But he didn't give up. He had always been a strong man, a man who faced his problems
head-on. He was not going to let himself be intimidated by a ghost, by a spectral shadow.

He looked the spectral shadow in the eye. "I'm not afraid of you," he said in a firm voice.
"I know you're there, but I'm not letting you dominate me."

He felt a strange strength run through him, a strength that gave him the confidence to
fight. He didn't know what was going to happen, but he knew he was ready to face
whatever came his way.

He closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and prepared to face the unknown.

He opened his eyes, fixing the spectral shadow with a firm gaze. "Show yourself!" he
cried out in a powerful voice.

The spectral shadow did not flinch. It still stared at him with empty eyes, as if awaiting
his command, as if it had been waiting for him forever.

Arthur felt a strange strength run through him, a strength that gave him the confidence to
fight. It still stared at him with empty eyes...
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Chapter 2: The Awakening

The pale light of dawn illuminated the kitchen, splashing its pale yellow across the walls
and revealing the overturned coffee cup on the tile floor. Arthur lifted his eyes toward the
ceiling, as if searching for an answer in the invisible cracks of the paint. A deep unease
gripped him, a sense of déja vu that left him both perplexed and terrified.

He stood up, the muscles in his legs stiff and sore, as if he had spent the night struggling
against an invisible enemy. His body, however, felt foreign, a suit too large that he could
no longer wear. He walked towards the mirror, scrutinizing his aged face, the features
etched by time and worry. His eyes, however, shone with an unusual brilliance, as if they
had suddenly been bathed in a new light.

"It's impossible,” he murmured, his voice hoarse, almost indistinct. "I dreamed it."

He remembered the taxi, the nursing home, Marie, her blue eyes still sparkling in his
memories. The conversation, the confidences, the secret that gnawed at him, the invisible
weight that pressed down on his heart. Everything was so real, so intense, that it was
impossible for him to believe it was just a dream.

"A dream," he repeated, as if trying to convince himself. "Yes, that's it, a dream."

He approached the counter, picking up the broken cup. Sharp pieces of ceramic glinted
under the morning light. He gathered them, hands trembling, and tossed them in the trash.
He leaned against the counter, his head heavy, his body weary. The unease that gripped
him did not fade, on the contrary, it intensified, transforming into a gnawing anxiety that
ate away at him from the inside.

"What's happening?" he wondered, his voice almost inaudible. "What have | done?"

He remembered Sarah, his daughter, her voice soft and full of love. He remembered her
face, her blue eyes, her smile that brightened his days. A deep yearning washed over him,
a desire to see her, to talk to her, to tell her everything that was on his heart.

He grabbed his phone, fingers trembling. He dialed her number, his hand clutching the
phone as if trying to cling to a hope, a lifeline in a sea of despair.

"Dad?" answered a sweet voice, a voice that filled him with both joy and sadness.

"Sarah, it's me," he replied, his voice shaky. "I need to see you. Can we have lunch
together?"

"Dad, are you alright?" asked Sarah, a hint of worry in her voice. "You sound strange."
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"I'm fine," he replied, trying to mask his panic. "I just want to see you, that's all."”

"Okay, Dad," said Sarah. "I'm free this afternoon. Shall we meet at your favorite
restaurant?"

"Perfect,” he replied, his heart pounding. "I'll be waiting for you."

He hung up, his hands clammy, his body racked with chills. He felt like he was floating
in a void, a ghost walking in his own body. He was there, but he wasn't really there. He
felt like a character in a movie, a movie whose beginning and end he did not know.

He looked at his watch, the hands frozen in time. He couldn't believe the day was already
so far gone. It felt like time had stopped, that he was frozen in a hellish loop, condemned
to relive the same five hours endlessly.

"It's impossible,” he repeated, his voice strangled by fear. "It's impossible."”

He walked towards the door, his hand hesitating on the knob. He needed to get out, to
break free from this invisible prison that locked him in his own home. He had to feel
alive, he had to regain control of his life.

He opened the door and stepped outside, breathing in the fresh morning air. The sun was
beginning to break through the clouds, illuminating the street with a soft, golden light. He
felt lighter, freer, as if he had finally found a semblance of normalcy.

He headed for his favorite restaurant, a small Italian trattoria that smelled of basil and
tomato sauce. He sat at a table near the window, watching people pass by, cars crossing
paths, children playing in the park. It was like watching a silent film, a scene devoid of
sound, of life.

"Arthur!”
He looked up and saw Sarah arriving, her smile as bright as the sun that lit up the sky.
"Sarah, you're here," he said, a forced smile forming on his lips.

"Dad, are you sure you're okay?" Sarah asked, settling into her chair. "You look really
tired."”

"I'm fine," he replied, trying to reassure her. "Just a little stressed, that's all."

"You know you can talk to me about anything, Dad,” Sarah said, placing her hand on his.
"I'm always here for you."

Page | 17



Sphere A.l Books

Arthur squeezed her hand, tears welling up in his eyes. He wanted to tell her everything,
to tell her he was scared, that he didn't understand what was happening. But the words
got stuck in his throat, as if they were too heavy to come out.

"I know, sweetheart," he replied, his voice trembling. "I know."

They spent the afternoon together, Sarah telling him about her work, her life, her plans
for the future. Arthur listened, his head down, his heart heavy. He felt like a spectator in
his own life, a stranger in his own body.

"Dad, are you sure you're alright?" Sarah asked, concerned. "You're not eating."
"I'm fine," he replied, trying to smile. "Just a little tired, that's all."

"You should go home and rest, Dad," said Sarah. "We'll see each other soon."
"Yes, sweetheart," he replied, his voice weak.

He returned home, his body weary, his mind foggy. He sat down on the sofa, his head in
his hands. He didn't understand what was happening. He felt like he was stuck in a time
loop, condemned to relive the same five hours over and over again.

"What am | supposed to do?" he wondered, his voice almost inaudible. "What am |
supposed to do?"

He stood up, walked to the window, and looked out at the street. The sun was setting,
painting the sky in vibrant, shimmering colors. It felt like the dawn of a new day, a new
chance.

"I can't let myself be defeated,” he murmured, clenching his fists. "I have to find a way to
break out of this loop."

He turned around, his eyes fixed on the overturned coffee cup on the tile floor. He
remembered the unease that had washed over him upon waking, the feeling of déja vu
that left him both perplexed and terrified.

"It's a sign," he murmured, his voice trembling. "A sign that something is wrong."

He walked into the kitchen, his hand resting on the counter. He took a deep breath, trying
to calm himself. He had to find a solution, he had to break this infernal loop.

"I'm going to figure it out,” he murmured, his eyes fixed on the broken coffee cup. "I'm
going to figure it out.”
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He felt a shiver run through him, a sense of hope that gave him the strength to carry on.
He had to find the truth, he had to understand what was going on. He had to break this
loop and get his life, his freedom, back.

Arthur felt a wave of panic wash over him. It was like drowning in an ocean of
confusion, the icy water of fear closing in from all sides. He began to pace the kitchen,
his steps heavy and uncertain, like an automaton programmed to repeat the same motion
endlessly. His hands trembled, fingers clutching desperately at the cold, smooth
countertop.

"It's a nightmare," he muttered, his voice hoarse and shaky. "A bad dream."

He turned, his eyes meeting the reflection of the shattered coffee mug in the black tiles of
the floor. The image seemed distorted, as if viewed through a warped mirror. The broken
mug, a symbol of his own shattered life, stared back at him with relentless coldness.

"No, it's not a dream,” he whispered to himself, his voice cracking. "This is real. This is
me."

He felt trapped in a hellish cycle, an endless hamster wheel forcing him to relive the same
five hours over and over. Every morning, he woke up with the same dread, the same
terror that chilled him to the bone. He felt caged, unable to escape this invisible prison.

"I have to get out,” he thought, determination flickering in his eyes. "I have to break this
loop."”

He stood up, legs shaky, and walked towards the door. He needed fresh air, to feel the
wind on his face, to feel life course through him. He stepped outside, eyes drawn to the
bustling street, the noise of cars and conversations reminding him that he was still alive,
he was still here.

He walked aimlessly, thoughts swirling in his head. He felt like a ship without a rudder,
tossed about by the waves of uncertainty. He needed answers, needed to understand what
was happening to him.

"Why me?" he wondered, his voice barely audible. "Why this loop?"
He felt like a lab rat, a pawn in a game he didn't understand. He felt powerless, lost.
"I can't stay here," he thought, clenching his fists. "I have to do something."

He made his way to a park, an island of green amidst the concrete city. He sat down on a
bench, head bowed, eyes fixed on the green grass. The sun glinted off the leaves of the
trees, creating a spectacle of light and shadow.
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"It's beautiful,” he murmured, a hint of nostalgia in his voice. "Life is beautiful.”

He remembered his childhood, playing in the fields, the laughter of children, the warmth
of the sun on his skin. He remembered his wife, her radiant smile, her blue eyes that
shone with a special light. He remembered his daughter, her soft voice, her arms wrapped
around him with immeasurable affection.

"I lost everything," he thought, a wave of sadness washing over him. "I lost it all."

He stood up, eyes moist, and walked towards the park's exit. He had to find his daughter,
to talk to her, to tell her everything that was on his heart. He needed her love, her support,
her presence.

He walked through the city, the bustling streets, the incessant noise of cars,
conversations, and horns. He felt lost in the crowd, an insignificant being in a vast and
indifferent world.

He arrived at his daughter's house, his heart pounding. He hesitated for a moment, then
rang the doorbell. Sarah opened the door, her face lighting up with a smile when she
recognized him.

"Dad, what are you doing here?" she asked, concern etched on her face. "You look
exhausted."

"I wanted to see you," he replied, his voice trembling. "I wanted to tell you something."”
"Come in," Sarah said, gesturing for him to enter.

He stepped inside, his gaze falling upon the photos hanging on the walls, memories of
happy moments, of lost moments. He felt like a ghost, a soul wandering in a world that
no longer belonged to him.

"Have a seat," Sarah said, pointing to an armchair.

He sat down, hands shaking, eyes fixed on the floor. He felt like a terrified child, unable
to speak, to express himself.

"Dad, what's wrong?" Sarah asked, her face etched with sadness and compassion. "You
don't look well."

"I... T don't know," he replied, his voice choked with emotion. "I don't know what's
happening. It's like... like I'm stuck in a loop."

"A loop?" Sarah asked, her eyes questioning. "What are you talking about?"
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"I wake up every morning, and it's like the day starts over,” he explained, his voice
trembling. "I relive the same events, the same conversations, the same thoughts. It's a
never-ending nightmare."

Sarah looked at him, her eyes filled with concern. She didn't understand what was
happening, but she knew her father was in distress.

"Dad, you need to see a doctor,” she said, her voice firm. "You're not well."
"I know," he replied, his voice weak. "But I'm not sick. I'm... I'm trapped."
"Trapped?" Sarah asked, her eyes fixed on her father. "By what?"

"I don't know," he answered, his voice breaking. "I don't know."

He stood up, eyes moist, and walked towards the door. He needed to leave, to find
himself, to understand what was happening to him.

"I'll be back," he said, his voice barely audible. "I'll be back."

He walked out of the house, his steps heavy and uncertain. He felt like a ghost, a soul
wandering in a world that no longer belonged to him. He needed to find a way to break
this infernal cycle, to regain his freedom, to reclaim his life.

Arthur found himself wandering the city streets, a man lost in a labyrinth of concrete and
steel. The setting sun painted the sky in hues of orange, but the beauty of the spectacle
could not dispel the dark cloud hanging over his head. He was like a ship without a
rudder, tossed about by the waves of uncertainty, with no anchor, no landmark.

A wave of fatigue washed over him, forcing him to stop on a bench in a small, forgotten
square. The trees, bare of their autumn leaves, stood like black skeletons against the
flamboyant sky. Arthur leaned against the cold wood of the bench, his head down, his
eyes fixed on the ground. The sounds of the city, the roar of cars, the shouts of children,
reached him as if through a thick veil, as if muffled by a profound inner silence.

"It's a nightmare,” he murmured, his voice hoarse and weak. "A bad dream | can't wake
up from."

He felt trapped in a distorted reality, a universe where time repeated endlessly, where
each minute was a repetition of the one before. He felt like a scratched record, doomed to
spin endlessly on the same groove.

His gaze fell on a little girl playing in the square, her crystalline laughter filling the air.
She was chasing a red balloon with boundless energy, her face illuminated by a radiant
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smile. Arthur watched her with a hint of nostalgia, remembering his own past, his
childhood games, his lost innocence.

"I forgot what it's like to be happy,” he thought, a wave of sadness washing over him. "I
forgot what it's like to truly live.”

He stood up, the muscles in his legs stiff, and headed for the exit of the square. He
needed to find himself, to find meaning in this infernal cycle. He had to understand why
he was stuck in this loop, what his purpose was.

He walked aimlessly, thoughts swirling in his head. He felt like an actor endlessly
rehearsing the same scene, never reaching the denouement. He needed to know the script,
to understand the role he was supposed to play.

"There's a message,” he murmured, his eyes fixed on the buildings rising before him,
concrete giants with blind windows. "There's a message hidden in this loop."

He remembered his conversation with Marie, her blue eyes shining with a particular light,
her smile that had brightened his day. He remembered her words, her confidences, her
regrets.

"She's right,” he thought, a flash of understanding crossing his mind. "I have to make
peace with my past. | have to forgive myself."

He remembered his secret, the invisible weight bearing down on his heart, the truth he
had been hiding for years. He felt like he was wearing a mask, living a life that wasn't his
own.

"I have to tell the truth,” he murmured, his voice trembling. "I have to free myself from
this burden."

He headed for a café, settling at a table on the terrace. He ordered a black coffee, the
bitter taste reminding him of the harshness of his life, of his existence. He took a sip, his
eyes fixed on the passers-by jostling each other in the street.

"This is life," he thought, the thought slithering into his mind like a venomous snake.
"This is life, with its joys and sorrows, its victories and defeats."

He felt exhausted, both physically and emotionally. He felt like he was living an endless
life, a succession of identical moments, of days that were all alike. He needed to find a
way to change, to get out of this infernal loop.

"I have to find the starting point,” he murmured, his eyes fixed on his coffee. "I have to
find the moment when everything changed."
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He remembered his overturned cup of coffee, the uneasiness that had washed over him
upon waking, the feeling of déja vu that left him both perplexed and terrified.

"This is the beginning,” he thought, a glimmer of lucidity allowing him to pierce the veil
of confusion. "This is where it all began."

He took another sip of coffee, the bitter taste reminding him of the harshness of his life,
of his existence. He stood up, the muscles in his legs stiff, and headed for home. He
needed to rest, to think, to find a way to break this infernal cycle.

Arthur woke with a start, the sheets tangled around him like a torn cocoon. The room was
plunged in a thick gloom, only a pale glow filtering through the curtains. He sat up, his
heart pounding in his chest, his hands clammy. The unease, the sense of déja vu that had
haunted him from the beginning, was even more intense. He got up, stumbled to the
window, and pulled back the curtains. Dawn was breaking, painting the sky a pale pink,
but Arthur felt no sense of renewal. He was trapped in an endless cycle, a five-hour
whirlwind that relentlessly brought him back to this starting point.

He went to the mirror, scrutinizing his sleep-distorted face, his eyes ringed with fatigue,
his skin wrinkled and dull. He was a specter, a ghost wandering the streets of a
motionless city, an actor endlessly repeating the same lines.

"This is impossible," he muttered, his voice hoarse, as if coming from the bottom of a
deep well. "I dreamt it."

He remembered the overturned cup of coffee, the searing pain that had shot through him,
the feeling of panic that had washed over him. He had tried to escape, to break this
infernal cycle, but each attempt had ended in failure. He was condemned to relive the
same five hours endlessly, an insidious torture that gnawed at him from within.

"I have to get out," he thought, his fists clenched, the muscles in his arms tense. "I have to
find a way to break this loop."”

He walked to the kitchen, his steps heavy and uncertain, like a man walking on a
minefield. The broken coffee cup was still lying on the tile, a cruel reminder of his
helplessness. He bent down, his hand trembling, and picked up the pieces of ceramic.

"It's a sign,” he murmured, his voice choked with emotion. "A sign that | have to change
something."

He threw the pieces of the cup in the trash, then turned to the window. The sun, now
higher in the sky, illuminated the street with a golden light. Cars were circulating, people
were crossing paths, children were playing in the park across the street. Life went on, but
Arthur was frozen in a still moment, a tableau frozen in time.
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He felt a wave of despair wash over him, a feeling of emptiness that left him without
bearings, without direction. He felt like a sailor lost at sea, tossed about by the waves,
without a compass, without a lighthouse.

"There must be a way," he murmured, his voice barely audible. "There must be a reason
for all this.”

He remembered his daughter, Sarah, her radiant smile, her blue eyes that sparkled with a
special light. He remembered her voice, her laughter, her words that filled him with joy.
A deep desire ran through him, a desire to see her again, to talk to her, to tell her
everything he had on his heart.

He grabbed his phone, his fingers trembling, and dialed her number. He waited, his heart
pounding, until she answered.

"Dad?" she said, her voice soft and familiar. "Are you alright?"

"Yes, honey," he replied, his voice trembling. "I wanted to see you. Can we have lunch
together?"

"Sure, Dad," she said, a hint of concern in her voice. "I'm free this afternoon. Meet you at
your favorite restaurant?"

"Perfect,” he replied, his heart pounding. "I'll be waiting for you."

He hung up, the feeling of despair fading slightly. He felt like he was clinging to hope, to
a lifeline in a sea of confusion. But he knew it was only a reprieve, that the cycle would
repeat itself.

He walked towards the door, his hand hesitant on the handle. He needed to get out, to feel
alive, to breathe the fresh morning air. He opened the door and stepped outside, his eyes
fixed on the bustling street. Life went on, but he was frozen in a still moment, a tableau
frozen in time.

He felt like a spectator of his own life, a silent observer of a never-ending film. He felt
like he was floating in a void, a ghost walking around in his own body. He was there, but
he wasn't really there.

He made his way to his favorite restaurant, a small Italian trattoria that smelled of basil
and tomato sauce. He sat at a table near the window, watching people pass by, cars
crossing paths, children playing in the park. He felt like he was watching a silent film, a
scene devoid of sound, of life.

"Arthur!™
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He looked up and saw Sarah arriving, her smile as bright as the sun that lit up the sky.
"Sarah, you're here," he said, a forced smile forming on his lips.

"Dad, are you okay?" Sarah asked, settling into her chair. "You look really tired."
"I'm fine," he replied, trying to reassure her. "Just a little stressed, that's all."

"You know you can talk to me about anything, Dad," Sarah said, placing her hand on his.
"I'm always here for you."

Arthur squeezed her hand, tears welling up in his eyes. He wanted to tell her everything,
tell her he was scared, that he didn't understand what was happening. But the words stuck
in his throat, as if they were too heavy to come out.

"I know, honey," he replied, his voice trembling. "I know."

They spent the afternoon together, Sarah telling him about her work, her life, her plans
for the future. Arthur listened, his head down, his heart heavy. He felt like a spectator in
his own life, a stranger in his own body.

"Dad, are you okay?" Sarah asked, worried. "You're not eating."

"I'm fine," he replied, trying to smile. "Just a little tired, that's all.”

"You should go home and get some rest, Dad," Sarah said. "I'll see you soon."
"Yes, honey," he replied, his voice weak.

He returned home, his body weary, his mind foggy. He sat down on the sofa, his head in
his hands. He didn't understand what was happening. He felt like he was stuck in a time
loop, doomed to relive the same five hours over and over again.

"What do | do?" he wondered, his voice barely audible. "What do | do?"

He got up, walked to the window, and looked out at the street. The sun was setting,
painting the sky with vibrant, shimmering colors. He felt like he was at the dawn of a
new day, a new chance.

"I can't let myself be defeated,” he murmured, clenching his fists. "I have to find a way
out of this loop."

He turned around, his eyes fixed on the overturned coffee cup on the tile floor. He
remembered the unease that had washed over him when he woke up, the feeling of déja
vu that left him both perplexed and terrified.

"It's a sign," he murmured, his voice trembling. "A sign that something is wrong."
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He walked to the kitchen, his hand resting on the counter. He took a deep breath, trying to
calm himself. He had to find a solution, he had to break this infernal loop.

"I'm going to make it," he murmured, his eyes fixed on the broken coffee cup. "I'm going
to make it."

He felt a shiver run through him, a feeling of hope that gave him the strength to go on. He
had to find the truth, he had to understand what was happening. He had to break this loop
and get his life back, his freedom.

Arthur sank onto the sofa, his back hunched, hands trembling. The living room, usually a
sanctuary, now felt hostile, an empty, cold place where time had stopped. He closed his
eyes, trying to focus, to make sense of this strange day, this infernal cycle that held him
captive.

The grandfather clock, hanging on the wall, ticked with unsettling regularity, each tick-
tock reminding him of the immutability of his fate. He felt like a character in a silent
film, frozen on a single frame, unable to move to the next scene.

Memories came back to him in successive waves, blurry images of his past, of his life
before this nightmare. He remembered his wife, Marie, her radiant smile, her blue eyes
that shone with a special light. He remembered their meeting, their love, their wedding,
their happiness. Then, he remembered her disappearance, her death, the emptiness that
had invaded him, the grief that had eaten away at him. He remembered his daughter,
Sarah, her childhood, her laughter, her zest for life. Then, he remembered his withdrawal,
his silence, his inability to tell her what he felt, to show her his love.

He felt like a sailor lost at sea, drifting aimlessly, without a compass, without a landmark.
He was alone, facing the immensity of his own despair. He couldn't bear the thought of
reliving this day again and again, condemned to relive this encounter with Marie, to feel
this pain of failure.

He stood up, walked to the window, and looked out at the starlit night. The moon, full
and bright, illuminated the garden, transforming the trees into ghostly silhouettes. A
feeling of solitude seized him, a gnawing anxiety that ate away at him from within.

"Why me?" he murmured, his voice barely audible. "Why this cycle?"

He felt like a subject in an experiment, a pawn in a game whose rules he did not
understand. He felt powerless, desperate.

"I can't stay here," he thought, clenching his fists. "I have to do something."

He walked towards his room, his steps hesitant, his mind clouded. He needed to rest, to
think, to find a way to break this infernal cycle.
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He lay down on his bed, the sheets cold against his skin. He closed his eyes, trying to
focus, to find an anchor in this whirlwind of thoughts.

"There must be a message,” he murmured, his voice barely audible. "There must be a
message hidden in this loop."

He remembered his conversation with Marie, her blue eyes shining with a special light,
her smile that had brightened his day. He remembered her words, her confidences, her
regrets.

"She's right,” he thought, a flash of understanding crossing his mind. "I have to make
peace with my past. | have to forgive myself."

He remembered his secret, the invisible weight that weighed on his heart, the truth he had
been hiding for years. He felt like he was wearing a mask, living a life that wasn't his.

"I have to tell the truth,” he murmured, his voice trembling. "I have to free myself from
this burden."

He got up, went to his bedside table, and picked up a black leather notebook. He had
always kept it close to him, filling its pages with thoughts, memories, dreams. He took it
in his hands, feeling the soft, smooth texture of the leather.

He opened the notebook, letting his fingers brush the pages yellowed with time. There
were words written on each page, words that had meaning for him, words that reflected
his soul. He began to read, to reread, to lose himself in the labyrinth of his own thoughts.

He read poems, quotations, reflections on life, death, happiness. He read words that
reminded him of what he had forgotten, of what he had lost sight of. He read words that
gave him hope, that gave him back his self-confidence.

He read a poem about the beauty of nature, about the power of flowers that bloom in
spring, about the strength of life that is reborn after winter. He read a quote about the
need to forgive, about the importance of letting go of the past in order to move towards
the future. He read a reflection on death, on the acceptance of its inevitability, on the
beauty of life that ends.

He read, and he understood. He understood that the solution was not in the past, but in the
present. He understood that he could not change what had happened, but that he could
choose how to live his last hours. He understood that inner peace was not found in
solving his problems, but in accepting his fate.

He closed the notebook, leaving it resting on his knees. He felt a wave of calm wash over
him, a serene peace that allowed him to see the situation more clearly. He was still stuck
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in this time loop, but he had understood one essential thing: death was not the end, but a
new beginning.

It was time to accept his fate, to let himself be carried away by the current of life, to
abandon himself to the unknown. It was time to embrace the future, whatever it may be,
with courage and serenity.

He got up, walked to the window, and looked out at the starlit night again. He took a deep
breath, letting the cool air fill his lungs. He felt lighter, freer, as if he had finally found
the way out of his inner prison.

He was about to go back to bed, to let himself drift off to sleep, when a strange noise
made him jump. A dull noise, like metal grinding, that seemed to be coming from
upstairs. He frowned, a shiver running down his spine. He was not alone.

He crept down the hallway, his steps hesitant, his senses on high alert. He climbed the
stairs, his heart pounding. He approached his bedroom door, his hand trembling on the
handle.

A chill of fear ran through him. He felt like he was back in a horror movie, facing the
unknown, in the shadow of an invisible danger.

He hesitated for a moment, wondering if he should turn back, run away, hide. But an
inner force urged him forward. He couldn't go on living in fear, letting anxiety dominate
him. He had to face his fears, whatever the consequences.

He turned the handle, cautiously opening the door. The room was plunged into darkness,
only a faint moonbeam managing to make its way through the window.

He stepped into the room, his footsteps light, his sense of smell on high alert. He smelled
a strange odor, an odor of metal and damp earth, that sent shivers down his spine.

He turned towards the bed, seeing a dark shape lying under the sheets. A chill of fear ran
through him, but he forced himself to move forward, to illuminate the scene with his
flashlight.

He recoiled with a gasp, a cry of terror escaping his throat. It wasn't a man lying on his
bed, but a ghost, a spectral shadow staring at him with empty eyes.

He fell to his knees, his heart pounding. He couldn't believe his eyes. He was facing the
impossible, the world of shadows, the world of fantasy.

He closed his eyes, trying to reassure himself, to tell himself that it was a dream, a
hallucination. But the reality was there, tangible, horrifying.
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He opened his eyes, staring at the spectral shadow that stared back at him with empty
eyes. He couldn't run away. He couldn't hide. He had to face this ghost, this monster that
had invaded his room, his life.

He stood up, facing the spectral shadow. He felt a strange force run through him, a force
that gave him courage, a force that allowed him to fight.

He raised his hand, pointing his flashlight at the spectral shadow. "Who are you?" he
asked in a trembling but firm voice.

The spectral shadow did not answer. It just kept staring at him with empty eyes, as if
waiting for him, as if it had been waiting for him all along.

Avrthur felt a shiver of fear run through him. He felt doomed, facing his final destiny.

But he didn't let himself be discouraged. He had always been a strong man, a man who
faced his problems head-on. He wasn't going to be intimidated by a ghost, by a spectral
shadow.

He stared the spectral shadow in the eyes. "I'm not afraid of you," he said in a firm voice.
"I know you're there, but | won't let you dominate me."

He felt a strange force run through him, a force that gave him the confidence to fight. He
didn't know what was going to happen, but he knew he was ready to face whatever came
his way.

He closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and prepared to face the unknown.

He opened his eyes, staring at the spectral shadow with a steady gaze. "Show yourself!"
he shouted in a powerful voice.

The spectral shadow did not flinch. It just kept staring at him with empty eyes, as if
waiting for his command, as if it had been waiting for him forever.

Arthur felt a strange force run through him, a force that gave him the confidence to fight.
It continued to stare at him with empty eyes, as if...
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Chapter 3: The Resignation

The alarm clock blared, the shrill sound piercing the silence of the room. Arthur opened
his eyes, the sunlight filtering through the curtains making him squint. A feeling of déja
vu washed over him, a familiar weight settling in his chest. He got up, legs stiff, and
walked towards the window. The garden was still, silent, like a photograph frozen in
time.

He made his way to the kitchen, the cool morning air enveloping him like a blanket. He
walked past the broken cup, shards of ceramic still scattered across the tiles. The thought
of having to start over, to relive this cursed day, chilled him to the bone. A heavy sigh
escaped his lips.

He sat down at the table, his eyes fixed on the emptiness before him. He wasn't hungry
anymore, nor thirsty. Food had lost its taste, coffee its aroma. His life had been reduced
to an endless loop, a tragedy replaying ad infinitum.

He felt a tear trace a path down his cheek, but he didn't let it fall. It was useless, a drop of
water in an ocean of despair. He had cried enough times already. He had felt the weight
of every emotion, every regret, every ounce of guilt.

He stood up and walked towards the living room, his heart heavy. He sat down on the
sofa, hands resting on his knees, his gaze lost in the void. He felt like he was floating in a
bottomless abyss, an unmoored being, devoid of purpose.

He remembered his conversations with Marie, her blue eyes that sparkled with a unique
light, her smile that had brightened his day. He remembered her laughter, her warmth, her
love. He remembered her absence, her void, her silence.

He stood up and walked towards the corner of the living room where an old wooden chest
was stored. He opened it, revealing precious memories: photographs yellowed with time,
love letters, objects from his past.

He picked up a picture of them, young and happy, smiling at life. Their eyes shone with
hope, love, trust. He remembered their meeting, their wedding, their happiness. He
remembered his dream, his promise to make them happy, to protect them from the world.

He had failed. He had let the world tear them apart, separate them, destroy them. He had
failed, and he had never been able to forgive himself.

He closed the chest, letting it rest on the floor. He felt crushed by the weight of his past,
his mistakes, his regrets.
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He walked towards the front door, his heart heavy. He stepped out into the garden, the
cool morning air enveloping him like a blanket. He walked towards the wooden bench,
sat down, and closed his eyes.

He took a deep breath, trying to calm his mind, to find some peace in this inner chaos. He
felt lost, disoriented, unable to find his way in this labyrinth of thoughts and emotions.

He opened his eyes and looked at the garden. The leaves of the trees were still, silent, as
if frozen in time. A feeling of sadness washed over him. He felt like a spectator in his
own life, a silent observer of a film that no longer made sense.

He stood up and walked towards the house, his steps heavy, his heart heavier. He felt
exhausted, empty, unable to find a single anchor point in this constantly changing world.

He remembered his daughter, Sarah, her childhood, her laughter, her zest for life. He
remembered her distance, her silence, his inability to tell her how he felt, to show her his
love.

He stood up and walked towards his room, his steps hesitant, his mind foggy. He needed
to rest, to think, to find a way to break this infernal cycle.

He lay down on his bed, the sheets cold against his skin. He closed his eyes, trying to
concentrate, to find an anchor point in this whirlwind of thoughts.

He remembered his secret, the invisible weight that weighed on his heart, the truth he had
been hiding for years. He felt like he was wearing a mask, living a life that wasn't his.

He stood up, walked towards his bedside table, and picked up a black leather notebook.
He had always kept it close to him, filling its pages with thoughts, memories, dreams. He
took it in his hands, feeling the smooth, soft texture of the leather.

He opened the notebook, letting his fingers brush against the pages yellowed with time.
There were words written on each page, words that had meaning for him, words that
reflected his soul. He began to read, to reread, to lose himself in the labyrinth of his own
thoughts.

He read poems, quotes, reflections on life, death, happiness. He read words that reminded
him of what he had forgotten, what he had lost sight of. He read words that gave him
hope, that restored his self-confidence.

He read a poem about the beauty of nature, about the power of flowers blooming in
spring, about the strength of life reborn after winter. He read a quote about the need to
forgive, about the importance of letting go of the past in order to move towards the
future. He read a reflection on death, on accepting its inevitability, on the beauty of life
that ends.
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He read, and he understood. He understood that the solution was not in the past, but in the
present. He understood that he could not change what had happened, but that he could
choose how to live his last hours. He understood that inner peace was not found in
solving his problems, but in accepting his fate.

He closed the notebook, letting it rest on his lap. He felt a wave of calm wash over him, a
serene peace that allowed him to see the situation more clearly. He was still stuck in this
time loop, but he had understood one essential thing: death was not the end, but a new
beginning.

He stood up, walked to the window, and looked out at the starry night again. He took a
deep breath, letting the cool air fill his lungs. He felt lighter, freer, as if he had finally
found the path that would allow him to escape his inner prison.

He was about to go back to bed, to let himself drift off to sleep, when he heard a strange
noise. A muffled sound, like metal scraping, that seemed to be coming from upstairs. He
frowned, a shiver running down his spine. He was not alone.

He crept down the hallway, his steps hesitant, his senses on high alert. He climbed the
stairs, his heart pounding in his chest. He approached his bedroom door, his hand shaking
on the knob.

A shiver of fear ran through him. He felt like he was back in a horror movie, facing the
unknown, the shadow of an invisible danger.

He hesitated for a moment, wondering if he should turn back, run away, hide. But an
inner strength urged him forward. He could not continue to live in fear, to let himself be
dominated by anxiety. He had to face his fears, whatever the consequence.

He turned the knob, opening the door cautiously. The room was plunged in darkness,
only a faint ray of moonlight managing to find its way through the window.

He stepped into the room, his steps light, his sense of smell on high alert. He smelled a
strange odor, a smell of metal and damp earth, which gave him chills.

He turned towards the bed, noticing a dark shape lying under the sheets. A shiver of fear
ran through him, but he forced himself to move forward, to illuminate the scene with his
flashlight.

He recoiled with a gasp, a cry of terror escaping his throat. It was not a man who lay on
his bed, but a ghost, a spectral shadow that stared at him with eyes filled with emptiness.

He fell to his knees, his heart pounding. He couldn't believe his eyes. He was facing the
impossible, the world of shadows, the world of fantasy.
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He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to reassure himself, to tell himself that it was a dream, a
hallucination. But the reality was there, tangible, horrible.

He opened his eyes, staring at the spectral shadow that stared back at him with eyes filled
with emptiness. He couldn't run. He couldn't hide. He had to face this ghost, this monster
that had invaded his room, his life.

He stood up, facing the spectral shadow. He felt a strange force run through him, a force
that gave him courage, a force that allowed him to fight.

He raised his hand, pointing his flashlight at the spectral shadow. "Who are you?" he
asked in a trembling but firm voice.

The spectral shadow did not answer. It continued to stare at him with eyes filled with
emptiness, as if waiting for him, as if it had been waiting for him all along.

Avrthur felt a shiver of fear run through him. He felt condemned, facing his final destiny.

But he didn't give up. He had always been a strong man, a man who faced his problems
head-on. He was not going to be intimidated by a ghost, by a spectral shadow.

He stared into the eyes of the spectral shadow. "I'm not afraid of you," he said in a firm
voice. "I know you're there, but | won't let you dominate me."

He felt a strange force run through him, a force that gave him the confidence to fight. He
didn't know what was going to happen, but he knew he was ready to face whatever came
his way.

He closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and prepared to face the unknown.

He opened his eyes, staring at the spectral shadow with a steady gaze. "Show yourself!"
he cried out in a powerful voice.

The spectral shadow did not flinch. It continued to stare at him with eyes filled with
emptiness, as if awaiting his command, as if it had been waiting for him forever.

Arthur felt a strange force run through him, a force that gave him the confidence to fight.
It continued to stare at him with eyes filled with...

Arthur froze, his eyes fixated on the spectral shadow. He stood motionless, paralyzed by
fear and disbelief. The silence was heavy, oppressive, punctuated only by the steady
ticking of the grandfather clock in the living room, a funereal melody that seemed to
accompany the macabre dance unfolding in his bedroom.

The shadow was still, silent, like a sculpture of darkness. Its eyes, two black points
burning in the obscurity, stared at him with an icy intensity. Arthur felt a shiver run down
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his spine, a sensation of intense cold that had nothing to do with the temperature of the
room. He felt as if he were being watched, scrutinized by a being from another
dimension, an entity that had pierced the veil of reality to contemplate him.

He tried to speak, but his voice broke into an inaudible murmur. He was incapable of
forming a question, a sentence, a sound. He was a prisoner of his own terror, a helpless
spectator to a spectacle beyond his comprehension.

Suddenly, the shadow began to move. It rose slowly, as if pulled by an invisible thread,
and moved towards Arthur. Its movements were fluid, silent, almost graceful.

Arthur backed away, his back hitting the wall. He was trapped, caught between the
shadow and the wall, with no escape. He felt fear engulf him, a wave of panic that
overwhelmed him.

The shadow drew closer, stopping inches away from him. Arthur closed his eyes, bracing
himself for the worst. He felt a cold breath caress his face, a chilling sensation that made
him tremble from head to toe. He opened his eyes, ready to face his destiny.

But the shadow was gone. It had vanished, as if it had never existed.

Arthur remained motionless, his heart pounding. He barely breathed, fearing that the
slightest movement would cause the shadow to return, to bring him back to that
paralyzing terror. He was unable to discern what was real and what was imaginary, what
was physical and what was spectral.

He stood up slowly, his legs trembling, and walked towards the window. The night was
dark, the air cool, and the garden silent. He took a deep breath, seeking some comfort in
the tangible reality of the outside world.

He turned back to his room, his eyes fixed on the empty bed. The fear had subsided,
replaced by a strange feeling of confusion and unease. He didn't understand what had
happened, what he had seen. He felt as if he had crossed the boundaries of the tangible
world, had been confronted with a reality that was beyond his comprehension.

He walked towards the door, hesitating for a moment before crossing the threshold. He
felt like he was leaving a nightmare, but he couldn't shake the feeling that the shadow
was following him, that it was still there, invisible, lurking in the corners of his house, of
his mind.

He walked down the stairs, his steps heavy, his heart heavy. He felt as if he were walking
on eggshells, afraid that each movement would trigger a new apparition, a new terror. He
walked into the living room, sat down on the sofa, and closed his eyes.
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He needed to calm down, to think, to make sense of what had happened. He needed to
understand what the shadow wanted to tell him, what it was trying to communicate.

He opened his eyes, his gaze blank, and realized that the room was plunged in a deep,
strange silence. The ticking of the grandfather clock seemed louder, more menacing, as if
it were counting down the seconds until the next apparition.

He got up, walked towards the clock, and stopped it with a sharp gesture. The silence
became even heavier, more oppressive. He felt as if he were trapped in a tomb, a place of
silence and darkness where time had stopped.

He turned, his eyes fixed on the wall, and he saw a shadow forming on the wallpaper. A
shadow that looked strangely similar to the one that had haunted him in his bedroom. He
felt a shiver run down his spine, a new wave of fear washing over him.

He took a step back, his eyes fixed on the shadow, afraid that it would come to life, that it
would detach itself from the wall and pursue him. But the shadow remained motionless,
silent, like an image frozen in time.

Arthur felt trapped, caught in a nightmare from which he could not awaken. He was
alone, confronted with the unknown, with the shadow of his own fears. He did not know
what was going to happen, what the shadow wanted, but he knew that he had to find a
solution, an answer, an escape.

He turned, his eyes fixed on the front door, and he felt a presence, a sensation of a gaze
piercing him. He turned slowly, his hands trembling, and he saw the shadow detach itself
from the wall, move towards him.

It approached slowly, its black eyes staring at him with an icy intensity. Arthur felt fear
engulf him, a wave of terror that paralyzed him. He was unable to move, to speak, to
breathe.

The shadow stopped inches away from him, staring at him with an implacable intensity.

He felt a cold breath caress his face, a chilling sensation that made him tremble from
head to toe. He turned slowly, his hands trembling, and he saw the shadow detach itself
from the wall, move towards him.

It approached slowly, its black eyes staring at him with a...

Arthur rose, his legs shaky, and made his way to the window. It was late, almost
midnight, and the moon bathed the garden in a pale light. The trees stood like silent
specters, their bare branches clawing at the night sky. A cold wind blew, rustling the dead
leaves that littered the ground.
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The fresh air did him good, but it couldn't soothe the anxiety gnawing at his insides. He
felt like a ship adrift, rudderless, compass lost, tossed about by the waves of a turbulent
sea. The time loop had become a cage, an invisible straitjacket that prevented him from
breathing, from living, from moving forward.

He thought back to his recent conversations with Sarah. He had tried to tell her about his
fears, his feelings of helplessness, but his words had been clumsy, hesitant. She had
listened patiently, tenderly, but he had seen a flicker of worry in her eyes, a hint of
despair that made him feel even more guilty.

He felt as if he were pushing her away, depriving her of a loving father. He felt like a
burden, a weight on her shoulders.

He turned, his gaze wandering around the room. The dim light of the lamps cast strange
shadows on the walls, as if ghosts were lurking in the corners of the house. He felt like he
no longer recognized his own home, like a stranger in a place that had always been his
sanctuary.

He thought of Marie. Her smile, her laughter, her blue eyes that shone with a special
light. He remembered their meeting, their marriage, their happiness. He remembered her
disappearance, her death, the emptiness that had invaded him, the grief that had
consumed him,

He felt guilty, responsible for her death, even though it had been an accident. He hadn't
been able to protect her, to shield her from the world. He had failed, and he had never
been able to forgive himself.

He walked towards the corner of the living room where an old wooden chest was stored.
He opened it, revealing precious memories: yellowed photographs, love letters, objects
from his past. He picked up a picture of them, young and happy, smiling at life. Their
eyes shone with hope, love, and trust.

He remembered their dream, their promise to live a happy life together, to share their joys
and sorrows. He remembered his inability to keep that promise, his failure to give them
the life they deserved.

He closed the chest, letting it rest on the floor. He felt crushed by the weight of his past,
his mistakes, his regrets.

He turned, his eyes fixed on the grandfather clock that adorned the living room wall. It
ticked with disconcerting regularity, each tick-tock reminding him of the immutability of
his fate. He felt like a character in a silent film, frozen on a single frame, unable to
progress to the next scene.
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He got up, his legs shaky, and headed for the kitchen. He opened the refrigerator, hoping
to find something to eat, but the interior was bare. He wasn't hungry anymore, nor thirsty.
Food had lost its taste, coffee its aroma. His life had been reduced to an endless loop, a
tragedy repeated ad infinitum.

He turned back, his eyes falling on the broken cup, the ceramic shards still scattered on
the tile floor. The thought of having to start all over again, to relive this cursed day,
chilled him to the bone. A heavy sigh escaped his lips.

He remembered his secret, the invisible weight on his heart, the truth he had been hiding
for years. He felt like he was wearing a mask, living a life that wasn't his own.

He walked towards his room, his steps hesitant, his mind clouded. He needed to rest, to
think, to find a way to break this infernal cycle.

He lay down on his bed, the sheets cold against his skin. He closed his eyes, trying to
concentrate, to find an anchor in this whirlwind of thoughts.

He remembered his conversation with Marie, her blue eyes that shone with a special
light, her smile that had brightened his day. He remembered her words, her confidences,
her regrets.

"She's right," he thought, a flash of understanding crossing his mind. "I have to make
peace with my past. | have to forgive myself."

He got up, went to his bedside table, and picked up a black leather notebook. He had
always kept it close at hand, filling its pages with thoughts, memories, dreams. He took it
in his hands, feeling the soft, smooth texture of the leather.

He opened the notebook, letting his fingers brush against the pages yellowed by time.
There were words written on every page, words that had meaning for him, words that
reflected his soul. He began to read, to reread, to lose himself in the labyrinth of his own
thoughts.

He read poems, quotes, reflections on life, death, happiness. He read words that reminded
him of what he had forgotten, what he had lost sight of. He read words that gave him
hope, that restored his confidence in himself.

He read a poem about the beauty of nature, about the power of flowers that bloom in the
spring, about the strength of life that is reborn after winter. He read a quote about the
need to forgive, about the importance of letting go of the past in order to move towards
the future. He read a reflection on death, on the acceptance of its inevitability, on the
beauty of life that ends.
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He read, and he understood. He understood that the solution was not in the past, but in the
present. He understood that he could not change what had happened, but he could choose
how to live his last hours. He understood that inner peace was not found in solving his
problems, but in accepting his fate.

He closed the notebook, letting it rest on his lap. He felt a wave of calm wash over him, a
serene peace that allowed him to see the situation more clearly. He was still stuck in this
time loop, but he had understood one essential thing: death was not the end, but a new
beginning.

He got up, went to the window, and looked out at the starry night again. He took a deep
breath, letting the cool air fill his lungs. He felt lighter, freer, as if he had finally found
the path that would lead him out of his inner prison.

He was about to go back to bed, to let himself drift off to sleep, when he heard a strange
noise. A dull sound, like metal grating, that seemed to be coming from upstairs. He
frowned, a shiver running down his spine. He was not alone.

He crept down the hallway, his steps hesitant, his senses on high alert. He climbed the
stairs, his heart pounding. He approached his bedroom door, his hand shaking on the
knob.

A shiver of fear ran through him. He felt like he was back in a horror movie, facing the
unknown, the shadow of an invisible danger.

He hesitated for a moment, wondering if he shouldn't turn back, run away, hide. But an
inner strength urged him forward. He couldn't go on living in fear, letting anxiety
dominate him. He had to face his fears, whatever the consequences.

He turned the handle, cautiously opening the door. The room was plunged in darkness,
only a faint moonbeam managing to force its way through the window.

He moved forward into the room, his steps light, his sense of smell on high alert. He
smelled a strange odor, an odor of metal and damp earth, that sent chills down his spine.

He turned to the bed, spotting a dark shape lying under the covers. A shiver of fear ran
through him, but he forced himself to move forward, to illuminate the scene with his
flashlight.

He stumbled back, a scream of terror escaping his throat. It was not a man lying on his
bed, but a ghost, a spectral shadow staring at him with eyes filled with emptiness.

He fell to his knees, his heart pounding. He couldn't believe his eyes. He was facing the
impossible, the world of shadows, the world of fantasy.
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He closed his eyes, trying to reassure himself, to tell himself that it was a dream, a
hallucination. But the reality was there, tangible, horrifying.

He opened his eyes, staring at the spectral shadow that stared back at him with eyes filled
with emptiness. He couldn't run. He couldn't hide. He had to face this ghost, this monster
that had invaded his room, his life.

He stood up, facing the spectral shadow. He felt a strange strength flow through him, a
strength that gave him courage, a strength that allowed him to fight.

He raised his hand, pointing his flashlight at the spectral shadow. "Who are you?" he
asked in a trembling but firm voice.

The spectral shadow did not answer. It continued to stare at him with eyes filled with
emptiness, as if it were waiting for him, as if it had been waiting for him forever.

Avrthur felt a shiver of fear run through him. He felt condemned, facing his final destiny.

But he didn't let himself be defeated. He had always been a strong man, a man who faced
his problems head-on. He was not going to be intimidated by a ghost, by a spectral
shadow.

He stared the spectral shadow in the eye. "I'm not afraid of you," he said in a firm voice.
"I know you're there, but I won't let you control me."

He felt a strange strength flow through him, a strength that gave him the confidence to
fight. He didn't know what was going to happen, but he knew he was ready to face
whatever lay ahead.

He closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and prepared to face the unknown.

He opened his eyes, staring at the spectral shadow with a steady gaze. "Show yourself!"
he shouted in a powerful voice.

The spectral shadow did not flinch. It continued to stare at him with eyes filled with
emptiness, as if awaiting his command, as if it had been waiting for him all along.

Arthur felt a strange power surge through him, a power that gave him the confidence to
fight. It continued to stare at him with eyes filled with...

Arthur froze, the spectral shadow staring at him with an intensity that turned his blood to
ice. He couldn't tear his gaze away, hypnotized by the unfathomable depths of its black
eyes. The metallic, earthy smell that had chilled him upon entering the room intensified,
reminding him of a battlefield, a land stained with blood and death.
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A raspy whisper, almost inaudible, reached his ears as if the shadow were trying to speak,
but its words were veiled by the dust of time, muffled by the darkness. A wave of panic
washed over Arthur, but he forced himself to remain still, to resist the fear that gripped
him.

He recalled the words he'd read in his diary, the quotes about forgiveness and acceptance.
He understood that he couldn't change the past, but he could choose how he faced it. He
needed to forgive himself, to let go of the weight of his mistakes, his regrets.

He lifted his eyes to the shadow, his gaze filled with newfound resolve. "I'm not afraid of
you anymore," he said in a firm voice, the sound of his own words strangely loud in the
silence of the room. "I know you're there, but | won't let you control me. I'm ready to face
the truth, whatever it may be."”

The shadow didn't move. It continued to stare with an intensity that sent shivers down his
spine. Then, slowly, it leaned towards him, as if wanting to whisper a secret in his ear.

Arthur closed his eyes, bracing himself for the pain, for the revelation that would shatter
him. He wondered if he would be able to bear the truth, if he would be able to live with
the weight of his secret once revealed.

But the shadow didn't whisper. It drew back, leaving a cloud of black smoke to dissipate
in the air. When Arthur opened his eyes, the room was empty. The shadow had vanished,
leaving behind a silence that was deeper, heavier.

Arthur remained motionless, his heart pounding, his hands trembling. He felt empty, as if
a part of him had been ripped away. He didn't understand what had just happened, what
the shadow wanted to tell him.

He stood up, his legs shaky, and walked towards the window. The night was still black,
the moon still hidden behind dark, menacing clouds. The wind blew more forcefully now,
rustling the dead leaves that littered the ground, as if nature itself was in mourning.

Arthur took a deep breath, seeking solace in the cool night air. He felt lighter, as if an
invisible weight had been lifted from his shoulders. He felt like he had crossed a
threshold, overcome an invisible obstacle that had separated him from inner peace.

He turned back, his eyes fixed on his room. He no longer felt afraid of the shadow. He no
longer saw it as an enemy, but as a guide, a messenger that had helped him confront his
fears, his regrets.

He walked towards the door, his heart filled with a strange serenity. He felt like he had
taken another step towards the truth, towards resolving his inner conflict.
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He descended the stairs, his steps lighter, his heart calmer. He walked towards the living
room, sat down on the sofa, and closed his eyes.

He felt tired, exhausted by the intense day, but also strangely at peace. He felt like he had
lived a lifetime in a few hours, endured trials that allowed him to discover himself, to
understand himself.

He opened his eyes, his gaze clearer, sharper. He felt like he was seeing the world with a
new perspective, understanding the fragility of life, the beauty of the present moment.

He stood up, walked towards the grandfather clock, and set it back in motion. The regular
ticking sounded more soothing, more reassuring. He felt like time was resuming its
course, that life was continuing, that the time loop had finally found its meaning.

He turned back, his eyes fixed on the broken cup, the ceramic shards still scattered across
the tile floor. He sighed, but this time, his breath was lighter, freer. He felt like he had
found a way to live with the pain, to integrate it into his life, to transform it into a force
that pushed him forward.

He walked to the kitchen, poured himself a glass of water, and drank it in one gulp. The
water tasted fresher, more flavourful. He felt like he was rediscovering the taste of life,
savouring every moment.

He felt ready to face the next cycle, to relive the five hours that separated him from his
death, but this time, he would do it with a newfound confidence, a new determination. He
knew he was no longer alone, that the shadow was there to guide him, to help him find
inner peace.

He walked towards his room, his steps lighter, his heart calmer. He lay down on his bed,
closed his eyes, and let sleep take him. He felt like the time loop had finally become a
cycle of healing, a journey towards inner peace, a path towards the light.
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Chapter 4: Confrontation with the Past

The shrill ringing of the alarm clock ripped him from a restless sleep, a sleep that still
carried the weight of shadows, the coldness of the specter that had haunted him. It was
6:00 AM, the start of a new cycle, another day to relive. Arthur rose, muscles aching, his
head heavy with troubled sleep. He felt as though he carried years on his shoulders, not
years lived, but years relived, phantom years that relentlessly haunted him.

He walked towards the window, the cool morning air biting at his face. The city still
slept, engulfed in a greyish fog that seemed to mirror the mist that had settled in his soul.
He observed the rooftops, the silhouettes of trees rising like silent specters, and a strange
feeling of déja vu washed over him.

He had seen this landscape before, felt this morning chill, breathed this same scent of
damp earth. It was the hundredth time, maybe the thousandth, and yet, he had the
impression that time stood still, trapped in an endless loop.

He sank into an armchair, the steaming cup of tea in his hands. Each sip seemed to burn
his throat, reminding him of the heat of the inferno that consumed him from the inside.
He thought of his wife, her smile, her gentle voice calling his name. He saw her, felt her
so real, so tangible, and yet, she was gone, swept away by a cruel fate that had left a
gaping hole in his heart.

A heavy weight settled in his stomach, a stabbing pain that reminded him of the tragedy
that haunted him. It was her, his daughter, who had vanished, disappeared without a
trace, swept away by the currents of an unforgiving river that had swallowed her into its
depths. He had searched, searched tirelessly, but she remained unfound, a ghost that
haunted him, a specter that followed him everywhere.

He closed his eyes, the pain overwhelming him, forcing him to curl in on himself. He had
tried to change the course of events, to alter the trajectory of his life, but nothing worked.
Fate, relentless, always brought him back to the same point, the same moment,
condemning him to relive the day of his misfortune, to relive the death of his wife, to
relive the disappearance of his daughter.

He was a prisoner of a time loop, an endless cycle that tortured him, that tore him apart
from the inside. He had tried to escape, to forget, to surrender to madness, but he was
always brought back to reality, to the harsh reality of his tragedy.

He stood up, determination in his eyes, rage burning within him. He was going to change
things, he owed it to his wife, to his daughter. He was going to break this loop, he was
going to find a way to escape this cruel fate.
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He grabbed his coat, left the house, and stepped into the street, the cool morning air
giving him a jolt of energy. He walked aimlessly, his head filled with thoughts,
memories, regrets. He felt like a robot, programmed to relive the same day, the same
tragedy, the same pain.

He wondered if this loop was a punishment, a curse, or maybe a chance. A chance to
right his wrongs, to fix things, to find his wife and daughter. He felt like he was at a
crossroads, a junction where he had to choose his destiny.

He stopped in front of a café, allowing himself the comfort of a hot cup of coffee. The
aroma of freshly brewed coffee brought him a sliver of comfort, a flicker of hope. He sat
at a table, observing the people passing by, the anonymous faces, the lives that continued,
despite the dramas and tragedies.

He wondered if these people were aware of the fragility of life, the precariousness of
existence. He wondered if they too were victims of time loops, cruel fates, regrets that
haunted them.

He got up, the cup of coffee half-empty in his hand, and resumed his walk. He felt like a
lost soul, tossed about by the winds of fate, a specter wandering in a world that was
foreign to him.

He headed towards the river, the place where his daughter had disappeared. He stood at
the water's edge, the cold air chilling him to the bone, the calm water reminding him of
the coldness of death. He watched the currents flow, the waves crashing against the
rocks, and he wondered if she was still there, in the depths of the river, watching him,
waiting for him.

He leaned down, staring into the water, his eyes filled with tears, his throat constricted
with pain. He whispered her name, a name that had become a funeral song, a hymn to the
memory of a lost daughter.

He turned away, his heart heavy, his eyes filled with sadness. He felt like a broken man, a
man who had lost all hope.

He wondered if this loop would last forever, if he would be condemned to relive the same
day, the same tragedy, the same pain.

He turned back, looking at the river, the cold air biting at his face. He felt alone, lost,
hopeless.

But suddenly, a flash of light, a new thought, a fragile hope dawned in his mind. He had a
feeling that this time loop wasn’t a punishment, but a chance. A chance to redeem
himself, to find inner peace, to forgive himself.
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He straightened up, his face illuminated by a newfound sense of hope. He was going to
fight, he was going to change things, he was going to find a way out of this loop, to find
his wife and daughter.

He walked towards his house, his step lighter, hope in his heart. He felt like a new man, a
man who had found faith, faith in himself, faith in the future.

He had a feeling that the time loop was a test, a trial that was putting him to the test, that
was transforming him, that was allowing him to grow.

He had a feeling that this time loop was a journey, a journey towards inner peace, a
journey towards redemption.

He entered his house, his heart filled with hope, his mind filled with determination. He
was going to change things, he knew it. He was going to find a way out of this loop, to
find his wife and daughter. He was going to find a way to live in peace.

The aroma of freshly brewed coffee, mingled with the smoke from the regulars'
cigarettes, hung in the air, a thick veil that seemed to envelop Arthur in a comforting
torpor. He sat at a dark wooden table, away from the hubbub of conversations and
laughter, his gaze lost in the steaming cup. Each sip scorched his throat, a sensation that
reminded him of the piercing pain that had been gnawing at him for months, for years,
since his daughter's disappearance.

He saw her, felt her, almost tangible, in the scent of jasmine wafting from the nearby
bakery, in the child's laughter echoing in the street, in the warmth of the sun caressing his
face. She was there, in every moment, in every detail, and yet, she was gone. Swept away
by an unforgiving river that had swallowed her into its depths.

Arthur stood, the bitterness of the coffee leaving a metallic taste on his tongue. He felt as
if he were dragging an invisible weight on his shoulders, a burden that prevented him
from moving on, from forgetting. He headed towards the river, the place of his daughter's
disappearance, the place where his heart had broken.

He walked along the quay, his eyes fixed on the course of the water flowing peacefully.
But the apparent calm of the river only accentuated the storm raging within his soul. He
remembered that fateful day, the joy of his daughter running along the bank, her laughter
ringing out in the air, her small hand in his. Then, the tragedy. The fall, the scream, the
water that had engulfed her, the horror that had invaded him.

Arthur knelt at the edge of the quay, his head in his hands. He felt helpless, trapped in a
time loop that forced him to relive that moment of terror endlessly. He had tried to
change the course of events, to alter the trajectory of his life, but nothing worked. Fate,
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implacable, always brought him back to the same point, the same moment, condemning
him to relive the day of his misfortune, to relive the disappearance of his daughter.

He raised his eyes to the sky, a gray and heavy sky that seemed to reflect his despair.
Why? Why him? Why this punishment? He had always been an honest man, a loving
father, a faithful husband. What had he done to deserve this cruel fate?

A soft, melancholic voice whispered in his ear, a murmur that seemed to come from the
depths of the river. "Arthur, my love, it's time to let go."

Arthur straightened up, his mind troubled. He felt as if he could sense his wife's presence
beside him, her benevolent gaze comforting him. He remembered her smile, her soft and
soothing voice, her unconditional love. She was gone, but her love was still there, a light
that illuminated his path, a force that guided him.

He stood up, his shoulders straighter, his heart lighter. He felt as if he understood. This
time loop was not a punishment, but a gift. A gift that allowed him to redeem himself, to
find inner peace, to forgive himself.

He headed home, his step lighter, his mind more serene. He felt like a new man, a man
who had found faith, faith in himself, faith in the future. He felt that the time loop was a
test, a test that challenged him, transformed him, allowed him to grow.

He felt that this time loop was a journey, a journey towards inner peace, a journey
towards redemption.

He entered his house, his heart filled with hope, his mind filled with determination. He
would change things, he knew it. He would find a way out of this loop, find his daughter.
He would find a way to live in peace.

The pale light of dawn seeped through the curtains, barely illuminating the room
submerged in an almost tangible darkness. Arthur felt like a ghost, a lost soul in a world
of black and white. He had woken up, again, at precisely 6:00 am, to the sharp sound of
the alarm clock that seemed to mock him, reminding him of his condition as a prisoner of
a time loop. The day he was about to relive was etched in his mind like an indelible scar,
every detail, every word, every gesture, forever engraved in his memory.

He rose, his muscles aching, his soul weary. Every morning, he woke with the illusory
hope that this time, something would change, that the loop would break, that his life
would resume its normal course. But hope invariably faded, like a candle blown out by an
icy wind, giving way to desolation and despair.

He walked to the window, observing the familiar landscape of the sleeping city. The gray
roofs of the houses, the bare trees that stood like silent specters, the river flowing
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peacefully towards the horizon, everything was frozen in time, motionless, trapped in a
hellish loop.

Arthur felt a wave of anger wash over him. He was a prisoner of his own past, unable to
move forward, unable to forget. He had tried to change things, to alter the trajectory of
his life, but to no avail. Fate, relentless, always brought him back to the same point, the
same moment, condemning him to relive the day of his misfortune, to relive the death of
his wife, to relive the disappearance of his daughter.

He felt like a broken toy, an automaton programmed to tirelessly repeat the same actions,
the same words, the same thoughts. He had tried to let go, to sink into madness, but he
was always brought back to reality, to the harsh reality of his tragedy.

He sat down on the sofa, the steaming cup of tea in his hands. The bitter taste of the tea
burned his throat, reminding him of the throbbing pain that had been eating away at him
for months, for years, since the disappearance of his daughter. He saw her, felt her,
almost tangible, in the scent of jasmine that escaped from the nearby bakery, in the
childish laughter that echoed in the street, in the warmth of the sun that caressed his face.
She was there, in every moment, in every detail, and yet, she was gone. Swept away by a
merciless river that had swallowed her into its depths.

Arthur stood up, the bitterness of the tea leaving a metallic taste on his tongue. He felt
like he was carrying an invisible weight on his shoulders, a burden that prevented him
from moving on, from forgetting. He headed for the river, the place where his daughter
disappeared, the place where his heart had broken.

He walked along the wharf, his eyes fixed on the peacefully flowing water. But the
apparent calmness of the river only accentuated the storm raging within his soul. He
remembered that fateful day, the joy of his daughter running along the bank, her laughter
echoing in the air, her little hand in his. Then, the tragedy. The fall, the scream, the water
that had engulfed her, the horror that had invaded him.

Arthur knelt at the edge of the wharf, his head in his hands. He felt powerless, trapped in
a time loop that forced him to relive this moment of terror endlessly. He had tried to
change the course of events, to alter the trajectory of his life, but nothing worked. Fate,
relentless, always brought him back to the same point, the same moment, condemning
him to relive the day of his misfortune, to relive the disappearance of his daughter.

He looked up at the sky, a gray and heavy sky that seemed to reflect his despair. Why?
Why him? Why this punishment? He had always been an honest man, a loving father, a
faithful husband. What had he done to deserve this cruel fate?
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A soft, melancholic voice whispered in his ear, a murmur that seemed to come from the
depths of the river. "Arthur, my love, it's time to let go."

Arthur straightened up, his mind troubled. He felt like he could sense his wife's presence
beside him, her benevolent gaze comforting him. He remembered her smile, her soft and
soothing voice, her unconditional love. She was gone, but her love was always there, a
light that illuminated his path, a force that guided him.

He stood up, his shoulders straighter, his heart lighter. He felt like he understood. This
time loop was not a punishment, but a gift. A gift that allowed him to redeem himself, to
find inner peace, to forgive himself.

He walked towards his house, his step lighter, his mind more serene. He felt like a new
man, a man who had found faith, faith in himself, faith in the future. He felt that the time
loop was a test, a test that challenged him, transformed him, allowed him to grow.

He felt that this time loop was a journey, a journey towards inner peace, a journey
towards redemption.

He entered his house, his heart filled with hope, his mind filled with determination. He
would change things, he knew it. He would find a way out of this loop, find his daughter.
He would find a way to live in peace.

The gentle melody of the chime above the café door faded, replaced by the murmur of
conversations and the hiss of espresso machines. Arthur sat in a discreet corner, the café’s
dim lighting concealing the tears welling in his eyes. He watched the incessant movement
of people, their faces etched with life, their smiles, their worries, their laughter. Each one
seemed to live, breathe, move forward, while he was frozen, a prisoner of a time loop that
condemned him to relive the same day, the same tragedy, the same pain.

He had tried to make sense of this absurd situation, to understand why fate had chosen
him for this torture. He had tried to change things, to alter the trajectory of his life, to
reflect on his mistakes, to redeem himself. But each attempt had failed, inexorably
bringing him back to the same starting point, the same precise moment, the same broken
heart.

The bitterness of the coffee burned his throat, reminding him of the bitterness of life. He
remembered his wife, her gentleness, her smile, her love that had filled him with
happiness. He remembered their daughter, her laughter, her joie de vivre, the light she
had brought into their lives. They were gone, swept away by a cruel fate, leaving behind
a gaping void, a deafening silence.

Arthur rose, the empty coffee cup in his hand, and headed for the exit. He felt as if he
were dragging an invisible weight on his shoulders, a burden that prevented him from
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moving forward, from finding peace. He felt like a broken man, a man who had lost all
hope.

He walked aimlessly, his gaze lost in the fog that enveloped the city. He felt like a ghost,
a lost soul in a world that was foreign to him. He had tried to run away, to hide, to forget,
but the past relentlessly pursued him, reminding him of his tragedy.

He stopped in front of a bookstore, drawn by the warm light escaping from its windows.
He entered, breathing in the scent of old books, the murmur of turning pages. He let his
instinct guide him, his hands running along the shelves, his eyes scanning the titles. He
was looking for answers, a glimmer of hope, a way out of this nightmare.

His gaze fell on a book whose title was "The Art of Resilience.” He picked it up, leafed
through it, reading passages that spoke to him of inner strength, of the ability to
overcome adversity, of the power of forgiveness. He felt as if he were discovering a new
world, a new perspective.

He bought the book, clutching it to him as if holding a treasure. He felt like he was
holding a lifeline, a compass that would help him find his way, to break free from this
infernal loop.

He returned home, his mind filled with hope, his heart a little lighter. He sat down in his
armchair, the book open on his lap, and began to read. He read avidly, absorbing every
word, every sentence, every idea. He felt as if he were discovering a new truth, a truth
that allowed him to see the world with new eyes, to understand the fragility of life, the
power of the soul, the necessity of forgiveness.

He felt like a new man, a man who had found faith, faith in himself, faith in the future.
He felt that the time loop was not a punishment, but a chance. A chance to redeem
himself, to find inner peace, to forgive himself.

He felt that this time loop was a journey, a journey towards inner peace, a journey
towards redemption.

He closed the book, his eyes filled with tears. He felt as if he had taken another step
towards the light, towards the end of this nightmare. He felt like he was finally ready to
face the next cycle, to relive the five hours that separated him from his death, but this
time, he would do it with a new confidence, a new determination. He knew he was no
longer alone, that the light was there to guide him, to help him find inner peace.

He got up, went to his room, and lay down on his bed. He closed his eyes, and let sleep
take him, a lighter sleep, more serene, a sleep that promised him a better tomorrow.
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Arthur rose, his legs trembling, and approached the window. The city was immersed in a
silent, black night, the stars sparkling like diamonds scattered across a velvet cloth. He
breathed deeply, the frigid air whipping at his face. The feeling of freedom that had
washed over him after the shadow's disappearance was slowly fading, replaced by a wave
of melancholy. He felt as though he were standing at the edge of a precipice, at the
boundary between past and present, between reality and dream.

He turned back, his eyes fixed on the broken cup, the ceramic fragments still scattered
across the tiled floor. The sight of it reminded him of life's fragility, how things could
shatter in an instant, leaving behind irreparable traces. He felt like he was reliving his
own story, standing at the edge of the abyss of his regrets, unable to forgive himself,
unable to forget.

He walked towards the sofa, sat down, and allowed himself to sink into his thoughts. It
was as if he were lost in a labyrinth of memories, feeling a throbbing pain that gnawed at
him from the inside. He remembered his wife, her radiant smile, her contagious laughter.
He could see her so clearly, almost tangibly, but she was no longer there. He had failed to
protect her, to protect their daughter, and this guilt haunted him relentlessly.

He stood up, the pain gripping him like a sharp knife. He had to change things, he owed it
to his wife, to his daughter, to himself. He had to find a way to break free from this
infernal loop, to free himself from the weight of his regrets.

He walked towards the desk, opened its drawer, and pulled out an old diary, bound in
brown leather. He had started it years ago, during a trip to Italy, and had developed the
habit of recording his thoughts, dreams, and emotions within its pages. He had stopped
writing since his daughter's disappearance, but he felt like the diary was still there for
him, a silent presence waiting for him.

He opened the diary, its cover slightly worn with time, and began to write. He wrote
about his pain, his guilt, his desire to redeem himself. He wrote about his wife, about his
love for her, about her loss. He wrote about his daughter, her laughter, her disappearance.

He wrote and wrote, his words flowing onto the paper like a river emptying into the sea.
He felt like a freed soul, a soul that could finally speak, that could finally confide. He felt
as if he were being freed from an invisible weight that had been suffocating him for
months, for years.

He closed the diary, leaving it resting on the desk. He felt lighter, calmer. He felt as
though he had taken another step towards inner peace, another step towards healing.
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He walked to the window, looking out at the sleeping city. He felt like he was seeing the
world with new eyes, understanding the fragility of life, the beauty of the present
moment.

He took a deep breath, the cool morning air chilling his face. He felt like a new man, a
man who had found faith, faith in himself, faith in the future.

He turned around, his eyes fixed on the grandfather clock. Its steady ticking seemed more
soothing, more reassuring. It was as if time was resuming its course, as if life was going
on, as if the time loop had finally found its meaning.

He walked towards the door, his heart filled with hope, his mind filled with
determination. He was going to change things, he knew it. He was going to find a way
out of this loop, to find his daughter. He was going to find a way to live in peace.

He stepped out of the house, the light of the rising sun caressing his face. He felt like he
was walking on a new path, a path that promised a brighter future, a future where he
could finally find inner peace.
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The shrill ringing of the alarm clock brutally tore him from his sleep. Arthur groaned, his
hand instinctively reaching out to silence the insistent device. He opened his eyes, his
vision blurry, and realized the room was bathed in a dull twilight. It was 6:00 AM. Again.

A shiver of dread ran through him, enveloping him like a cold shroud. The same routine
stretched before him, an immutable backdrop. He knew every sound, every smell, every
sensation of this cursed day. He was condemned to relive it again and again, never able to
change it.

He rose, his muscles stiff and aching, and walked towards the window. The city was
slowly awakening, the first rays of sun painting the sky with an orange hue. But for
Arthur, the daylight only represented a promise of suffering, a relentless reminder of
what awaited him.

He forced himself to swallow bitter coffee, the drink’s bitterness mirroring the sadness
that gnawed at him. The taste took him back to mornings shared with his wife, the
laughter of their daughter, the animated conversations around the kitchen table. For a
moment, he allowed himself a moment of nostalgia, remembering happy times, as if these
memories could erase the pain that gripped him.

The grandfather clock in the kitchen, with its steady ticking, had become an implacable
metronome, marking the rhythm of his despair. He watched the hands turn, time flowing
inexorably towards the fateful moment. He had tried so many things to escape the time
loop, to alter the course of events. He had tried to take his own life, to help others, to
change his habits, to go to the police, but nothing had changed. The day always ended the
same way, with the same pain, the same emptiness.

He realized that the time loop was not meant to punish him, but to offer him a chance to
fix what he had broken. A feeling of guilt washed over him. His daughter, his wife, both
swept away by an unforgiving river, and there he was, unable to save them.

He had tried to get closer to his son, to bridge the gap that had separated them since his
wife's death. But he had failed. Every attempt at communication ended in an argument,
an exchange of hurtful words, and a new fracture in their relationship.

Arthur felt like a ghost, a lost soul condemned to haunt his own past. He needed to do
something, to change something, to finally find peace. He had to repair his mistakes,
forgive himself, and maybe, just maybe, find serenity again.
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He left the house, the cool morning air stinging his face. He walked aimlessly, his gaze
lost, thoughts swirling in his head. He had to find a way to connect with his son, to make
him understand the depth of his regret, to show him the love he felt.

He went to the place where he had last seen his son, a cafe by the river. He sat down at a
table, ordering a black coffee, the bitterness of the drink helping him to focus.

His son arrived a few minutes later, looking haggard, his eyes red. He looked exhausted,
as if he were carrying the weight of the world on his shoulders. He sat down opposite
him, his eyes fixed on the cup of coffee, without saying a word.

Arthur tried to find the words, but they failed him. He felt both incapable and powerless.
He had tried to talk to his son, to make him understand the pain he was feeling, but his
words were always clumsy, his intentions misinterpreted.

He took a deep breath, forcing himself to look his son in the eye. "I know | haven't been a
perfect father,” he said, his voice trembling. "I know I've disappointed you. I've hurt
you."

His son looked up, surprise in his eyes. He seemed hesitant, as if he didn't know how to
respond.

"I know you're struggling to forgive me," Arthur continued. "And | understand. | should
never have let you believe that | was indifferent to your suffering. 1 was blind to your
need for love, your need for support.”

A heavy silence fell over the table. Arthur felt tears welling up in his eyes, but he fought
them back. He had to stay strong, he had to find a way to connect with his son, to make
him understand the depth of his regret.

"I'm sorry, son," he finally said, his voice hoarse. "I'm sorry for everything."

His son stood up, his eyes wet. He turned his back on Arthur and walked away without a
word. Arthur watched him go, his heart heavy. He felt like he had failed once again, that
he had lost another chance to make things right.

But he also felt a little less heavy, a little less tortured. He had tried, he had tried to tell
the truth, to say the words that had been stuck in his throat for all these years. He had
tried to connect with his son, to make him understand the pain he carried within him.

Arthur was aware that the time loop would not end until he found inner peace. He had to
learn to forgive himself, to forgive his son, and to accept the past. He had to find a way to
live with the pain, to find meaning in his suffering.
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He got up and left, his heart heavy, but his mind a little lighter. He had a long way to go,
a long road to travel, but he had finally found a direction, a reason to fight. He had
understood that the time loop was not meant to punish him, but to offer him a chance to
redeem himself, to reconcile with himself and with others.

With a heavy heart, Arthur exited the cafe. The meeting with his son hadn't been the
disaster he'd feared, but neither had it been the miracle he'd hoped for. The bitterness of
the coffee seemed to mirror the flavor of his own life, a blend of regret and unfulfilled
desires. He began to walk aimlessly along the riverbanks, the sight of the current flowing
towards the horizon reminding him of time's inexorable passage.

He thought of his wife, her bright smile, her soft and warm voice. He remembered her
eyes, their kind and loving gaze. He could see her so clearly, as if she were still there
beside him, yet he knew she was gone, swept away by the turbulent waters of the river. A
shiver of anguish ran through him, brutally reminding him of the reality of his existence.

He felt like a drifting ship, tossed about by waves of grief and despair. He was a prisoner
of his own thoughts, haunted by the specter of his mistakes. He had tried to forgive
himself, to forgive his son, to forgive life itself, but the task proved impossible.

He sat down on a bench, his back against a towering tree. The oak's branches stretched
towards the sky, as if trying to reach the sunlight. But the shadow of sorrow enveloped
Arthur, making him believe that the sun could never pierce the clouds that darkened his
existence.

He closed his eyes, breathing deeply, trying to calm the storm raging within him. He had
tried so many things to escape this time loop, to alter the course of events, but nothing
had worked. He was doomed to relive the same day over and over again, never able to
change the trajectory of his fate.

He had told himself that the time loop was a chance for redemption, an opportunity to
right his wrongs, reconnect with his son, find inner peace. But as the cycles passed, he
realized that the solution lay not in the past, but in the present.

He stood up, his muscles stiff and sore. He had to change his perspective, focus on the
present moment, on the small things that made life precious. He had to learn to appreciate
moments of happiness, however fleeting, and let go of the pain that gnawed at him.

He realized he'd spent years lamenting the past, dwelling on his regrets, getting lost in the
labyrinth of guilt. He had ignored the present, letting it slip through his fingers like sand.

He walked to a newsstand, bought a newspaper, and sat on a bench facing the river. He
began to read, trying to focus on the printed words, to detach himself from his obsessive
thoughts.
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He read an article about a group of children organizing a fundraiser to help earthquake
victims. He read another about an artist who painted pictures inspired by nature. He read
about a couple celebrating their 50th wedding anniversary.

Each article reminded him that life went on, that people were living extraordinary
experiences, that the world was filled with beauty and compassion.

He looked up at the sky, watching the birds flying in formation, their wings beating in the
light breeze. He realized he'd spent years focusing on his own pain, ignoring the joys and
sorrows of others.

He felt like a prisoner in a glass cage, observing the outside world without ever being
able to participate in it. He had to break out of this cage, open himself up to the world,
reconnect with others.

He resumed his walk, the newspaper clutched in his hand. He had decided to dedicate this
cycle to helping others, to sharing his own experience and offering his support to those in
need.

He crossed the street, stopping in front of a homeless shelter. He entered, his heart
pounding with both apprehension and hope.

He introduced himself to the staff and explained his situation. He told them he wanted to
help, that he wanted to offer his time and support.

The staff smiled, grateful for his willingness to help. They asked if he had any particular
skills, if he could read to the residents, if he could help organize activities.

Arthur hesitated. He had never been a man of action, he had always preferred to
withdraw into his solitude. But he realized that the time loop had offered him a chance to
change, to transcend himself, to come out of his shell.

He agreed to read to the residents. He told them stories, poems, short stories. He listened
to them talk about their lives, their difficulties, their hopes.

He felt more and more in tune with the outside world, more and more connected to
others. He felt like he was finally on the right track, that he was finally finding inner
peace.

He left the shelter, his heart filled with gratitude and hope. He realized that he was not a
man condemned to relive the same day over and over again, but a man who had the
opportunity to change, to redeem himself, to find peace.
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He felt like the time loop had offered him a gift, a chance to reconnect with himself, with
others, with life. He felt like the time loop wouldn't end until he found inner peace, but he
had finally found the direction, the path that would allow him to reach it.

The setting sun bathed the sky in hues of orange and violet as Arthur wandered along the
docks, hands buried deep in his coat pockets. He had spent the day roaming, losing
himself in the crowd, observing people living, laughing, loving, never stopping to reflect
on his own existence. He felt like a ghost, invisible, intangible, unable to touch the life
that surrounded him.

He had tried to get closer to his son, to bridge the gap that had separated them since his
wife's death. He had tried to talk, to apologize, to tell him how much he loved him, but
his words were always clumsy, his intentions misinterpreted. He felt like a stranger to his
own son, a man forever condemned to live in the shadow of his past.

Arthur sat down on a bench, his back leaning against the wrought iron railing. He
watched the boats sail on the river, their silhouettes outlined against the glowing horizon.
The icy wind whipped his face, reminding him of the coldness that had inhabited him
since the disappearance of his daughter. He felt like his heart had become a block of ice,
unable to feel the warmth of love, the tenderness of forgiveness.

He remembered the day his daughter had left, swept away by the unforgiving current of
the river. He had been there, powerless, unable to save her. He had seen her pale face, her
eyes filled with fear, and he had felt terror freeze him to the bone. He had tried to hold
her, to pull her out of the water, but it had been too late. She had disappeared, swallowed
by the waves, leaving behind an immense void, a heartbreaking silence.

Arthur stood up, his hands clenched. He had to change things, he had to find a way to
break free from this time loop, to free himself from the weight of his regrets. He had to
find a way to forgive himself, to forgive his son, to forgive life itself.

He headed towards a bar by the river, the air dark and noisy. He sat down at a counter,
ordering a whiskey, the burning alcohol giving him a brief sensation of warmth. He
looked at the people around him, couples in love, friends laughing, strangers crossing
paths, and he felt even more alone, more lost, more alien to this world.

He felt like a broken man, a man without purpose, a man without hope. He had lost his
wife, his daughter, his son, and he felt like his soul was empty, like an empty shell,
unable to contain the slightest emotion.

He raised his glass to his lips, the burning whiskey numbing his throat. He needed to lose
himself, to forget himself, to stop thinking about the pain that was eating away at him. He
needed a moment of respite, a moment of peace, even if it only lasted a moment.
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A woman sat down next to him, her eyes dark and deep. She ordered a glass of red wine,
her face illuminated by the red glow of the neon light. She looked tired, but there was a
certain softness in her features, a certain melancholy in her eyes that drew him in.

"You look lost,” she said, her voice soft and low.
Arthur looked at her, surprised. "I don't know what to say," he replied, his voice hoarse.

"There's no need to say anything," she replied, smiling slightly. "Sometimes, it's enough
to share a drink with a stranger."

They began to talk, sharing their stories, their fears, their hopes. She told him about her
life, her broken dreams, her regrets. He told her about his family, his loss, his pain.

They talked for hours, time flowing like a river, words flowing like beads on a string. He
felt like he was confiding in a kindred spirit, a person who understood his pain, who
shared his suffering.

"You know," she said, "life is a journey, a journey full of surprises, joys and sorrows. We
must know how to appreciate the moments of happiness, even if they are fleeting, and we
must learn to let go of the pain that gnaws at us."

Arthur looked at her, his eyes moist. He felt like he was facing his own reflection, a wiser
and more serene version of himself. He felt like her words were opening a door for him, a
door to healing, to forgiveness, to inner peace.

"Thank you," he said, his voice trembling. "Thank you for being there."

She smiled at him, a comforting and benevolent smile. "You're welcome," she replied.
"We are all travelers on this path."”

They parted ways, their hearts lighter, their souls a little less broken. Arthur felt as if the
night had erased some of his pain, as if the encounter with this stranger had offered him a
glimmer of hope, a sign that he was not condemned to live in the shadow of his past.

He left the bar, the rising sun painting the sky in hues of orange and pink. He felt like life
was offering him a new chance, a chance to rebuild himself, to forgive himself, to find
meaning in his existence. He felt like the journey was just beginning.

Arthur left the bar, his head heavy with a blend of whiskey and regret. The crisp morning
air stung his face, chasing away the last vestiges of alcohol and bringing him brutally
back to reality. He was alone, again. The woman with the melancholic smile was nothing
more than a blurred memory, a mirage in a desert of solitude. He felt like a drifting ship,
unable to find its course, unable to steer itself toward a safe harbor.
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He began to walk aimlessly, his feet leading him towards the river. He stopped at the
water's edge, observing the relentless current that swept everything in its path. He thought
of his daughter, her smiling face, her eyes sparkling with mischief. He remembered her
voice, her laughter, her arms wrapped around him in a warm embrace. A shiver of
anguish ran through him, bringing him brutally back to the reality of his loss.

He knelt at the edge of the wharf, letting his hands sink into the icy water. He felt the
cold seep into his bones, reminding him of the coldness that had inhabited him since his
daughter's disappearance. He felt unable to warm himself, unable to find inner peace.

He had tried so many things to escape this time loop, to alter the course of events, but
nothing had worked. He was condemned to relive the same day over and over again,
never able to change the trajectory of his fate.

He stood up, his muscles stiff and sore. He had to change his perspective, focus on the
present moment, on the little things that made life precious. He had to learn to appreciate
the moments of happiness, however fleeting, and let go of the pain that gnawed at him.

He realized that he had spent years lamenting the past, dwelling on his regrets, getting
lost in the labyrinth of guilt. He had ignored the present, letting it slip through his fingers
like sand.

He walked to a newsstand, bought a newspaper, and sat on a bench facing the river. He
began to read, trying to focus on the printed words, to detach himself from his obsessive
thoughts.

He read an article about a group of children who were organizing a fundraiser to help
earthquake victims. He read another article about an artist who painted pictures inspired
by nature. He read an article about a couple celebrating their 50th wedding anniversary.

Each article reminded him that life went on, that people were living extraordinary
experiences, that the world was filled with beauty and compassion.

He looked up at the sky, watching the birds flying in formation, their wings beating in the
light breeze. He realized that he had spent years focusing on his own pain, ignoring the
joys and sorrows of others.

He felt like a prisoner in a glass cage, observing the outside world without ever being
able to participate. He had to break this cage, open himself to the world, reconnect with
others.

He resumed his walk, the newspaper clutched in his hands. He had decided to dedicate
this cycle to helping others, to sharing his own experience and offering support to those
in need.
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He crossed the street, stopping in front of a homeless shelter. He entered, his heart
pounding with both apprehension and hope.

He introduced himself to the staff and explained his situation. He told them that he
wanted to help, that he wanted to offer his time and support.

The staff smiled at him, recognizing his willingness to help. They asked him if he had
any particular skills, if he could read to the residents, if he could help organize activities.

Arthur hesitated. He had never been a man of action, he had always preferred to
withdraw into his solitude. But he realized that the time loop had given him a chance to
change, to transcend himself, to come out of his shell.

He agreed to read to the residents. He told them stories, poems, short stories. He listened
to them talk about their lives, their difficulties, their hopes.

He felt more and more in tune with the outside world, more and more connected to
others. He felt like he was finally on the right track, finally finding inner peace.

He left the shelter, his heart filled with gratitude and hope. He realized that he was not a
man condemned to relive the same day over and over again, but a man who had the
opportunity to change, to redeem himself, to find peace.

He felt that the time loop had given him a gift, a chance to reconnect with himself, with
others, with life. He had a feeling that the time loop would not end until he found inner
peace, but he had finally found the direction, the path that would allow him to reach it.

He walked towards home, his heart lighter than it had been in years. He felt that the sun,
despite the gray clouds that enveloped it, shone a little brighter for him. He felt that life,
despite all its hardships, was worth living.

He entered the house, the smell of freshly brewed coffee enveloping him like a cocoon.
He sat down at the kitchen table, watching the sun's rays stream through the window. He
felt at peace with himself.

He felt like he had taken another step towards healing, another step towards inner peace.
He felt that the time loop, despite all its suffering, had given him a chance to rebuild
himself, to reconcile himself with himself and with the world.

He got up, went into the living room, and turned on the television. He watched a movie, a
light and funny movie, trying to relax, to let go of his thoughts.

He felt tired, but the fatigue felt sweet, comforting. He had a feeling that the time loop
wouldn't end until he found inner peace, but he felt like he was on the right track.
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He got up, stretched, and headed for the bedroom. He lay down in bed, his eyes closed.
He felt at peace with himself.

He felt that the time loop had given him a chance to reconnect with himself, with others,
with life.

He fell asleep, his heart filled with hope.

Arthur stood, his throat constricted by an emotion he couldn't name. The encounter with
his son had been strangely unsettling, a cocktail of hope and despair that left him
simultaneously disappointed and somehow lighter. He had tried to talk to him, to express
his regrets, to make him understand the immensity of his love, but the words had been
lost in the void, like leaves scattered by the wind. He felt like he had failed, once again, to
bridge the chasm that separated them.

He headed towards the river, the path feeling familiar despite its repetitiveness. The
setting sun painted the sky with hues of violet and orange, creating a magnificent and
melancholic spectacle. He felt drawn to the water, to its incessant movement, to the
promise of an escape from the time loop that held him captive.

He sat on a bench, his feet touching the cool water. The wind whipped at his face,
reminding him of the coldness that had gnawed at him since the disappearance of his wife
and daughter. He thought of them, their smiles, their laughter, their presence that he
missed so much. He felt like a tree torn from its roots, unable to take root in the present,
constantly pulled back by the past.

He remembered the day his daughter had disappeared, swept away by the unforgiving
current of the river. He had been there, powerless, unable to save her. He had seen her
pale face, her eyes filled with fear, and he had felt terror grip him to the bone. He had
tried to hold on to her, to pull her from the water, but he had been too late. She had
disappeared, swallowed by the waves, leaving behind an immense void, a deafening
silence.

Guilt gnawed at him, reminding him of his inability to protect them, to save them from
tragedy. He felt like a failure, a man unable to live up to his responsibilities, a man
incapable of love.

He stood up, his hands clenched. He had to change things, he owed it to his wife, his
daughter, himself. He had to find a way to break free from this infernal loop, to free
himself from the weight of his regrets. He had to find a way to forgive himself, to forgive
his son, to forgive life itself.

Page | 59



Sphere A.l Books

He headed home, his heart heavy, his mind tormented. He felt like a broken man, unable
to find inner peace. But deep down, he knew he couldn't give up. He had to keep fighting,
to find meaning in his suffering, to find a way to live in peace.

He entered the house, the smell of freshly brewed coffee enveloping him like a cocoon.
He sat down at the kitchen table, watching the sun's rays stream through the window. He
felt soothed, at peace with himself.

He felt like he had taken another step towards healing, another step towards inner peace.
He felt that the time loop, despite all its suffering, had offered him a chance to rebuild
himself, to reconcile with himself and with the world.

He got up, went into the living room, and turned on the television. He watched a movie, a
light and funny movie, trying to relax, to let go of his thoughts.

He felt tired, but it was a sweet, comforting fatigue. He felt that the time loop would not
end until he found inner peace, but he felt he was on the right track.

He got up, stretched, and went to his room. He lay down in bed, his eyes closed. He felt
soothed, at peace with himself.

He felt that the time loop had offered him a chance to reconnect with himself, with
others, with life.

He fell asleep, his heart filled with hope.

The next morning, Arthur woke up with a strange feeling of lightness. He got out of bed,
walked to the window, and watched the sunrise. The golden light illuminated the city,
giving it a peaceful and enchanting appearance.

He felt different, more serene, as if a weight had been lifted from his shoulders. He felt
that the time loop no longer held him in the same way. He felt that he had found a path, a
path that led him towards inner peace.

He realized that he had spent years dwelling on the past, replaying his regrets, getting lost
in the maze of guilt. He had ignored the present, letting it slip through his fingers like
sand.

He felt that the time loop had offered him a gift, a chance to reconnect with himself, with
others, with life. He felt that the time loop would not end until he found inner peace, but
he had finally found the direction, the path that would allow him to reach it.

He went to the kitchen and made himself a coffee. It tasted different, sweeter, more
comforting. He felt like the world tasted different, sweeter, more comforting.
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He left the house, his heart filled with hope. He felt that life was offering him a new
chance, a chance to rebuild himself, to forgive himself, to find meaning in his existence.
He felt that the journey was just beginning.
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Chapter 6: The Quest for Forgiveness

Arthur awoke with a start, his heart pounding a frantic rhythm against his ribs. The same
scene replayed in his mind, a relentless nightmare from which there was no escape. He
was stuck in a ceaseless cycle, five cursed hours repeating ad infinitum. The hours
leading up to his death, a fatal appointment he couldn't evade.

His legs trembled as he rose from the bed and stumbled towards the window. The sun
was breaking over the horizon, painting the sky in hues of orange and violet, a
magnificent spectacle that felt cruelly ironic. It was like a performance staged for a
condemned man before his execution, one last macabre dance before the grand finale.

A sigh escaped his lips, heavy with bitterness. He had tried everything, exhausted every
avenue to alter the course of events, but in vain. He had attempted to flee, to hide, to
change his habits, to reconcile with his son, to find meaning in helping others, to simply
make sense of his life, but the time loop always spat him back to his starting point, five
agonizing hours before his demise.

Exhaustion had seeped into his very bones. The incessant repetition of the same scenario
had drained him of energy, of hope, of the will to fight. He felt like he was drowning in
an ocean of regret, guilt, and despair.

Yet, something within him, a tiny spark of hope, a faint flicker, refused to be
extinguished. He knew he hadn't tried everything, that there was one thing left to do, one
last chance to break free from this temporal prison.

He turned to the mirror, his reflection staring back at him — a worn-out old man with
drawn features and hollow eyes, as if life itself had leeched away his essence. He studied
his reflection, trying to understand what held him back, what prevented him from finding
inner peace.

And then, it hit him. He had spent his life blaming himself, torturing himself for his
mistakes, for the choices he had made, for the people he had hurt. He had built a mental
prison, a labyrinth of regret and guilt, and he had never found the strength to escape it.

He realized that the true key to his liberation lay not in the past, but in the present. He had
to forgive himself, accept his mistakes, let go of the past, and focus on the now.

He felt like a dead leaf, carried by the wind, unable to take root in reality. But he sensed
the wind beginning to shift, felt the dead leaf poised to transform into a new sprout, full
of life and strength.
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He took a deep breath, a breath that felt like it was freeing him from an invisible weight.
He felt lighter, more serene, as if a dark cloud had dissipated, revealing a clear blue sky.

Walking to the living room, he settled on the sofa and switched on the television. He
watched a movie, a light and amusing film, trying to relax, to let go of his thoughts.

Fatigue lingered, but it was a gentle, comforting tiredness. He sensed that the time loop
wouldn't break until he found inner peace, but he felt he was on the right track.

He got up, stretched, and headed back to his room. Lying down in bed, he closed his
eyes. He felt calm, at peace with himself.

He felt like the time loop had offered him a chance to reconnect with himself, with
others, with life.

He fell asleep, his heart filled with a sliver of hope.

He woke up again, the same scene repeating itself yet again. The sun was rising, coffee
steamed on the table, the sounds of traffic were the same. It felt like reliving the same
day, the same moment, the same instant, endlessly.

But something had shifted. He felt different, lighter, calmer. The time loop no longer held
him in its grip in quite the same way. He felt like he had found a path, a path that led
towards inner peace.

He got up, went to the window, and watched the sunrise. The sun seemed to shine
brighter, the light more intense, life more beautiful.

He realized the time loop might not end, that he might forever be trapped in this endless
cycle. But he sensed the loop had become a tool, an instrument for transformation, for
rebuilding, for freeing himself from his fears and regrets.

He took a deep breath, a breath that filled him with new energy, new strength, new life.

He walked towards the phone, his finger hovering over the green button. He hesitated for
a moment, then dialed his son's number.

He knew the conversation would be difficult, that the words wouldn't come easily, that
the wounds of the past ran deep. But he had decided to take a step, to venture into the
unknown, to try and mend what was broken.

He heard his son's voice on the other end of the line, a voice that was both familiar and
distant. He took another deep breath and started speaking, his heart pounding in his chest.
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“I know I hurt you, son. I know I haven't always been the father you deserved. | know |
made mistakes, mistakes | deeply regret. But | want you to know that | love you, I've
always loved you, and I always will.”

He heard his son inhale sharply on the other end of the line, then a voice, soft and
hesitant.

“I... I don't know what to say, Dad. I don't know if I can forgive you.”

Arthur sighed, bitterness threatening to consume him once more. He felt like he was
hitting an invisible wall, a wall that separated him from his son, a wall built of
resentment, anger, and disappointment.

But he sensed the wall beginning to crumble, the bricks loosening, light starting to seep
through the cracks.

“I understand, son. I understand you're angry. But please, give me a chance, a chance to
fix what's broken. | can't go back, but I can try to change, to be a better father, a better
man. [ can try to make it up to you.”

He heard his son exhale on the other end, then silence, a heavy, pregnant silence.
“I don’t know, Dad. I need time to think.”

Arthur sighed, bitterness threatening to consume him once more. He felt like he was
hitting an invisible wall, a wall that separated him from his son, a wall built of
resentment, anger...

Arthur let the silence settle between them, his heart heavy with a mixture of hope and
disappointment. His son's voice, hesitant and laced with deep mistrust, had reminded him
of the chasm that separated them. He had spent years building a wall of silence and
bitterness, and he now realized how difficult it was to break down.

He sighed, the bitterness clamping down on him once more. He felt like he was hitting
his head against an invisible wall, a wall that separated him from his son, a wall built of
resentment, anger, and disappointment. He was convinced his son hated him, that he
could never forgive him for the mistakes of the past. He felt powerless, unable to change
things, to repair the damage he had caused.

"I understand, son. | understand you're angry. But please, give me a chance, give me a
chance to fix what's broken. | can't go back, but I can try to change, to become a better
father, a better man. | can try to redeem myself."

He heard his son breathe on the other end of the line, then silence, a heavy, oppressive
silence.
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"l don't know, Father. | need time to think."

Arthur sighed, the bitterness clamping down on him once more. He was convinced his
son hated him.

The silence on the other end of the line was almost tangible, a heavy weight pressing
down on Arthur's heart. He felt as though he had tried to penetrate a wall of ice, each
word shattering against its impenetrable surface. He had tried to speak, to apologize, to
justify himself, but his words found no echo in his son's soul.

He felt as if he were at a crossroads, a choice to make, a decision to take. He could give
up, accept the silence that separated them as an inevitability, a sealed fate. Or he could
keep fighting, keep searching for a path, an open door to reconciliation, even if it seemed
as improbable as a miracle.

He was caught in a heart-wrenching dilemma. He wanted his son to forgive him, yearned
for the inner peace that such a reconciliation would bring. But he also realized that this
forgiveness did not depend on him, that he could not force his son to forget the wounds of
the past.

"I understand, son. I'm not asking you to forgive me. | understand that you need time to
think. But please know that | am here, that I love you, and that | will always be here for
you."

He hung up the phone, his heart heavy with disappointment. He felt like a drifting ship,
without rudder or compass, lost in an ocean of regrets. He felt like he had failed, once
again, to mend the broken bonds with his son.

He sank onto the sofa, his body weary, his mind tormented. He looked at the picture of
his wife and daughter on the mantelpiece, a sad smile forming on his lips. He
remembered their laughter, their warmth, their presence, which he missed so much. He
felt as though he were living in a gray and dull world, where the colors of life had faded,
as if a veil of sadness had covered his soul.

He got up, walked to the kitchen, and poured himself a glass of whiskey. He did so with a
trembling hand, the amber liquid flowing slowly into the glass, as if time itself were
slowed by the pain that gnawed at him. He drank it down in one gulp, the acrid taste
burning his throat, reminding him of the bitterness of his existence.

He felt exhausted, at the end of his tether. He felt like he was fighting against an invisible
current, a current that was dragging him down, down into despair. He felt as if the time
loop would never end, that his life would forever be an endless repetition, a cycle of pain
and regret.
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He sighed, the bitterness gripping him again. He felt like a broken man, unable to find
inner peace. He felt as though he were living in a cruel and unjust world, where fate
seemed to be against him.

But something within him, a small flicker of hope, a faint glimmer, refused to be
extinguished. He knew he couldn't give up, that he had to keep fighting, to find meaning
in his suffering, to find a way to live in peace.

He went back to the living room, sat down on the sofa, and turned on the television. He
watched a movie, a light and funny movie, trying to relax, to let go of his thoughts.

He felt tired, but it was a sweet, comforting kind of tiredness. He had a feeling the time
loop wouldn't end until he found inner peace, but he felt like he was on the right track.

He stood up, stretched, and headed for the bedroom. He lay down in bed, his eyes closed.
He felt calm, at peace with himself.

He felt as though the time loop had offered him a chance to reconnect with himself, with
others, with life.

He fell asleep, his heart filled with hope.

He woke up again, the same scene repeating itself over and over. The sun was rising on
the horizon, the coffee was hot on the table, the sound of traffic was the same. He felt as
if he was reliving the same day, the same moment, the same instant, endlessly.

But something had changed. He felt different, lighter, more serene. He felt as though the
time loop no longer held him in its grip in the same way. He felt as though he had found a
path, a path that led him towards inner peace.

He got up, walked to the window, and looked at the rising sun. He felt as though the sun
was shining brighter, the light was more intense, life was more beautiful.

He realized that the time loop wasn't ending, that he was still trapped in this endless
cycle. But he felt as though the loop had become a tool, an instrument that allowed him to
transform himself, to rebuild himself, to free himself from his fears and regrets.

He took a deep breath, a breath that made him feel as though he was filling himself with a
new energy, a new strength, a new life.

He walked over to the phone, his finger trembling over the green button. He hesitated for
a moment, then dialed his son's number.
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He knew the conversation would be difficult, that the words wouldn't come easily, that
the wounds of the past ran deep. But he had decided to take a step, to step into the
unknown, to try to mend what was broken.

He heard his son's voice on the other end of the line, a voice that was both familiar and
distant. He took a deep breath and began to speak, his heart pounding.

"I know I've hurt you badly, son. I know | haven't always been the father you deserved. |
know I've made mistakes, mistakes | bitterly regret. But | want you to know that I love
you, that I've always loved you, and that I'll always love you."

He heard his son breathe on the other end of the line, then a voice, soft and hesitant.
"I don't know what to say, Dad. | don't know if I can forgive you."

Arthur sighed, the bitterness gripping him once more. He felt as though he were running
into an invisible wall, a wall that separated him from his son, a wall built of resentment,
anger, and disappointment.

But he felt as though the wall was beginning to crumble, that the bricks were beginning
to loosen, that the light was beginning to shine through.

"I understand, son. | understand that you're angry. But I'm asking you to give me a
chance, to give me a chance to fix what's broken. | can't go back, but I can try to change,
to be a better father, a better man. I can try to redeem myself."

He heard his son breathe on the other end of the line, then silence, a heavy, pregnant
silence.

"l don't know, Dad. | need time to think."

Arthur sighed, bitterness gripping him again. He felt like he was hitting an invisible wall,
a wall separating him from his son, built of resentment, anger, and disappointment. He
had convinced himself that his son hated him, that he could never forgive him for the
mistakes of the past. He felt powerless, unable to change things, to repair the harm he had
caused.

He hung up the phone, his heart heavy with disappointment.

Arthur sank onto the sofa, his body weary, his mind in turmoil. The conversation with his
son had been a battle, a desperate attempt to break through a wall of ice built of
resentment and silence. He had tried to talk, to apologize, to justify himself, but his words
had bounced off his son's impenetrable surface, dissolving into a heavy silence of
disappointment.
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He felt like a broken man, unable to find inner peace. It seemed he lived in a cruel and
unjust world, where fate seemed to be against him. He had lost his wife, his daughter, and
now, he was about to lose his son, the last link that bound him to life.

He looked up at the picture of his wife and daughter on the mantelpiece, a sad smile
forming on his lips. He remembered their laughter, their warmth, their presence, which he
missed so much. He felt like he was living in a gray and dull world, where the colors of
life had faded, as if a veil of sadness had covered his soul.

He got up, went to the kitchen, and poured himself a glass of whiskey. He did it with a
trembling hand, the amber liquid flowing slowly into the glass, as if time itself were
slowed down by the pain that gnawed at him. He drank it all in one gulp, the acrid taste
burning his throat, reminding him of the bitterness of his existence.

He felt exhausted, at the end of his strength. He felt like he was struggling against an
invisible current, a current that was dragging him down, down into despair. He felt like
the time loop would never end, that his life would be an endless repetition, a cycle of pain
and regret.

He sighed, bitterness gripping him once more. He felt like a broken man, unable to find
peace within. It seemed he was trapped in a cruel and unfair world, where fate was
determined to break him.

But something in him, a small glimmer of hope, a faint flicker, refused to be
extinguished. He knew he couldn't give up, that he had to keep fighting, to find meaning
in his suffering, to find a way to live in peace.

He went back to the living room, sat down on the sofa, and turned on the television. He
watched a movie, a light and amusing film, trying to relax, to let go of his thoughts. But
the images on the screen couldn't pierce the veil of sadness that covered his soul.

He felt tired, but it was a sweet, comforting fatigue. He felt like the time loop wouldn't
end until he found inner peace, but he felt like he was on the right track.

He got up, stretched, and went to the bedroom. He lay down in bed, his eyes closed. He
felt soothed, at peace with himself.

He felt like the time loop had offered him a chance to reconnect with himself, with
others, with life.

He fell asleep, his heart filled with hope.

He woke up again, the same scene repeating itself again and again. The sun was rising,
the coffee was hot on the table, the sound of traffic was the same. It was like reliving the
same day, the same moment, the same instant, endlessly.
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But something had changed. He felt different, lighter, more serene. It was as if the time
loop no longer held him in the same way. He felt like he had found a path, a path that led
him to inner peace.

He got up, went to the window, and watched the sun rise. It seemed to him that the sun
was shining brighter, the light was more intense, life was more beautiful.

He realized that the time loop was not ending, that he was still trapped in this endless
cycle. But he felt like the loop had become a tool, an instrument that allowed him to
transform himself, to rebuild himself, to free himself from his fears and regrets.

He took a deep breath, a breath that made him feel as if he was filling with a new energy,
a new strength, a new life.

He walked over to the phone, his finger trembling over the green button. He hesitated for
a moment, then dialed his son's number.

He knew the conversation would be difficult, that the words would not be easy to find,
that the wounds of the past ran deep. But he had decided to take a step, to step into the
unknown, to try to mend what was broken.

He heard his son's voice on the other end of the line, a voice that was both familiar and
distant. He took a deep breath and began to speak, his heart pounding in his chest.

"I know | hurt you badly, son. I know | haven't always been the father you deserved. |
know I've made mistakes, mistakes | bitterly regret. But | want you to know that | love
you, I've always loved you, and | always will."

He heard his son breathe on the other end of the line, then a voice, soft and hesitant.
"I don't know what to say, Dad. | don't know if | can forgive you."

Arthur sighed, the bitterness gripping him again. He felt like he was hitting an invisible
wall, a wall that separated him from his son, a wall built of resentment, anger,
disappointment.

But he felt the wall beginning to crumble, the bricks beginning to loosen, the light
beginning to shine through.

"l understand, son. | understand that you're angry. But please give me a chance, give me a
chance to fix what's broken. I can't go back, but I can try to change, to be a better father, a
better man. | can try to redeem myself."

He heard his son breathe on the other end of the line, then silence, a heavy, oppressive
silence.
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"l don't know, Dad. | need time to think."

Arthur sighed, the bitterness gripping him again. It was like hitting an invisible wall, a
wall that separated him from his son, a wall built of resentment, anger, disappointment.
He was convinced his son hated him, that he could never forgive him for the mistakes of
the past. He felt powerless, unable to change things, to repair the harm he had caused.

He hung up the phone, his heart heavy with disappointment. He felt like a ship adrift,
with neither rudder nor compass, lost in an ocean of regret. He felt like he had failed,
once again, to mend the broken bonds with his son.

He sank onto the sofa, his body weary, his mind in turmoil. He looked up at the picture of
his wife and daughter on the mantelpiece, a sad smile forming on his lips. He watched a
movie, a light and amusing film, trying to relax, to let go of his thoughts.

He felt tired, but it was a sweet, comforting fatigue.

Arthur rose from the sofa, his legs heavy as if the weight of his thoughts were dragging
him down. The movie he was watching, an unassuming romantic comedy, had failed to
hold his attention. The laughter of the characters on the screen seemed grotesque, a cruel
counterpoint to the melancholy that gripped him. He was trapped in a time loop, five
cursed hours that repeated endlessly, a cycle of pain and regret that was eating him alive.

He walked towards the window, the cool night air bringing a sense of awakening. The
sleeping city stretched before him, bathed in the pale moonlight. He observed the
scattered lights, the silhouettes of buildings, the cars passing silently in the street. He felt
like a spectator in his own life, a silent observer who could not change the course of
events.

He had tried to break the cycle, to free himself from the temporal prison that held him
captive. He had tried to escape, to hide, to change his habits, to reconcile with his son, to
help others, to find meaning in his life, but the time loop had always brought him back to
his starting point, five hours before his death.

He felt like he was drowning in an ocean of regret, guilt, and despair. The weight of his
mistakes, his poor choices, his hurtful words, crushed him. He felt like a broken man,
unable to find inner peace.

But something in him, a faint glimmer, a small spark of hope, refused to be extinguished.
He felt that the time loop was not a punishment, but a chance, an opportunity to redeem
himself, to right the wrongs of the past.

He turned around, his eyes falling on the photo of his wife and daughter on the
mantelpiece. He felt like he could see them smiling, hear them laughing, feel their warm
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presence around him. He remembered their love, their support, their joy for life. He was
suddenly overwhelmed by a wave of sadness and nostalgia.

He approached the photo, taking it in his trembling hands. He stared at it for a long time,
his eyes moist, his heart heavy. He felt like a lost man, distraught, unable to cope with the
pain of their absence.

He felt like the time loop had offered him a chance to reconnect with them, to say
goodbye, to express his love, to thank them for all they had been to him. He felt like a
man who had missed his chance, who had let the moment pass to tell them how much he
loved them.

He took a deep breath, the cool night air giving him a boost of energy. He felt like the
time loop had opened his eyes, that it had allowed him to see the world in a new way. He
felt like he finally understood the meaning of his suffering, the meaning of his life.

He felt like the time loop was a chance to redeem himself, to forgive himself, to
reconnect with himself, with others, with life. He felt like the time loop would not end
until he found inner peace, but he felt like he was on the right track.

He went to his room, lay down in his bed, his eyes closed. He felt at peace, at peace with
himself. He felt that the time loop had offered him a gift, a chance to rebuild, to forgive,
to find meaning in his existence. He felt like the journey was just beginning.

He fell asleep, his heart filled with hope.
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Chapter 7: The Truth Revealed

The morning dawned like all the others, gray and cold. Arthur rose, his joints stiff as dry
wood. He looked at his reflection in the mirror, a gaunt figure with hollow eyes that
reflected his despair. Every day was a carbon copy of the last, a monotonous repetition of
gestures and thoughts. The time loop had transformed him into a soulless puppet, dancing
to a dreary and repetitive melody.

He made his way to the kitchen, the feeling of emptiness that had haunted him for weeks
weighing heavily on his heart. His stomach clenched at the sight of the cold coffee and
stale bread on the table. He wasn't hungry anymore, didn't feel like anything. Food, like
life itself, had lost its flavor.

He sat down at the table, the lukewarm coffee cup trembling in his hands. His mind was a
battlefield where his thoughts clashed relentlessly. He was trapped by his own regrets, his
own mistakes, his own failings. He had spent weeks trying to correct the injustices of the
past, to repair broken bonds, to erase the traces of his own selfishness. But the past was a
tenacious shadow that he could not shake off.

He remembered the call to his son, the icy silence on the other end of the line, the weight
of his own failure. He had tried to apologize, but his apologies seemed empty, hollow,
like a penny in the face of the mountain of his mistakes. He felt like he could never
redeem himself, that he could never break free from the shackles of his own past.

He sighed, the coffee cup almost empty. He was exhausted, broken. He felt like a ship
adrift, without a compass, without moorings, without hope.

Suddenly, a memory flashed through his mind, a bright spark in the darkness of his
memory. A buried secret, a heavy weight he had been carrying for years. A lie he had
kept hidden, a pact sealed with silence. He felt it like a stone in his stomach, a tight knot
that reminded him of the guilt he had been carrying for years.

He stood up abruptly, the coffee cup falling to the floor with a dull thud. He went to the
bathroom, looking at himself in the mirror with a mixture of terror and fascination. The
face staring back at him was that of a broken man, a man eaten away by guilt. He felt like
an impostor, a liar, a hypocrite.

He ran his hands over his face, eyes closed, trying to chase away the thoughts that
overwhelmed him. But the secret was there, lurking in the recesses of his memory, a
constant threat that gnawed at him from the inside.
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He felt like he was drowning in an ocean of lies. He felt like an actor who had been
playing a role for years, a role that no longer suited him. He felt trapped in his own skin,
unable to breathe, unable to live.

He needed to talk, to free himself from the burden of his secret. He needed to tell the
truth, even if it cost him his life.

He walked towards the phone, his hand shaking. He dialed his sister's number, the only
person he could confide in. He felt like he was walking on a tightrope, a thread that could
snap at any moment.

The ringing tone sounded on the other end of the line. He waited, his heart pounding, fear
clutching at his throat.

"Hello?"

His sister's voice came to his ears, soft and familiar.
"It's me, Arthur."

"Arthur? What's going on? You sound... strange."

He hesitated, fear paralyzing him. He felt like he was standing at the edge of a precipice,
the truth beneath his feet.

"I... I need to talk to you. It's important.”

"Of course, Arthur. What's wrong? You know you can always count on me."”
He closed his eyes, taking a deep breath.

"I have to tell you something. A secret. Something I've been hiding for years."”

A heavy silence fell on the other end of the line. He could hear his sister breathing, the
tension in her voice palpable.

"Arthur, what is it? What's bothering you so much?"

He opened his eyes, fear gripping him. There was no turning back, he had to go all the
way.

"It's... it's something I did. A lie, a secret. | can't keep it to myself anymore, | have to tell
you."

"Arthur, tell me everything. I'm here for you."”

He took another breath, preparing to face the truth.
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"I... I'lied to you. I hid the truth from you. All these years."
He waited, fear clutching at his throat, for his sister's response.
"Arthur, what are you talking about? What do you mean?"

He opened his eyes, fear turning to determination. He had reached the end of the road, he
had to go all the way.

"Our parents. .. they didn't die in a car accident. It was... it was a... a suicide."
He felt the tension in his voice, the fear of his own words.

"Arthur, | don't understand. What are you saying?"

He closed his eyes, guilt burning him from the inside.

"I... T lied. I said it was an accident to protect them, to protect them from shame. But...
but I lied. 1 lied to you."

A heavy silence fell upon the line, breaking Arthur's heartbeat. He tried to picture his
sister's face, her eyes wide, her lips slightly parted, as if she were trying to find the words
to formulate a question that didn't need to be asked. He had broken a taboo, unveiled a
buried secret, a part of their shared past that they had carefully buried.

"Arthur..." she finally murmured, her voice soft but hesitant, "are you sure about what
you're saying? Are you sure... that it was suicide?"

"I know it's difficult to hear, but... it's the truth. I saw it with my own eyes. Dad... he... he
made a terrible decision.”

Arthur felt a wave of tears welling up in his eyes, a throbbing pain tightening his throat.
He felt both relieved and terrified, as if he had finally lifted a colossal weight from his
shoulders, but that weight had been replaced by another, even heavier one.

"But... but why? Why didn't he ever tell us? Why have we lived with this lie for all these
years?"

Arthur had no answer. It was a question he had been asking himself for years, a question
without an answer, a gaping wound in his heart.

"I imagine he was afraid,” he finally said, his voice trembling, "afraid of people's
reactions, afraid of shame. He protected us, even if he chose to lie to us."

"But... but why didn't you ever tell us? Why did you let us live with this lie?"
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Arthur felt trapped, like a rat in a maze. He felt like he was falling further and further
down, each explanation sinking him deeper into guilt.

"I... 1 was afraid too. Afraid of Mom's reaction. Afraid of your reaction. | was afraid
that... that everything would fall apart.”

The silence returned, thicker than ever. Arthur felt the tension rising in his throat, he felt
his skin crawl, he felt fear engulfing him. He felt like a child confessing a lie, a lie that
had taken monstrous proportions, a lie that had devoured his soul.

"Arthur... I... I don't know what to say," his sister finally said, her voice choked with
emotion.

"I understand,” Arthur said, "it's hard to hear. It's hard to accept. But... it's the truth."
"And... and what do we do now?"

The question was simple, but the answer was complex, evasive, painful. Arthur had no
answer. He had no idea what he should do, what he could do. He only had guilt, sadness
and fear.

"I... I don't know," he finally replied, his voice barely audible.

"Arthur... you have the right to be sad, to be angry. I'm here for you, we'll get through this
together."”

His sister's words were like a lifeline in an ocean of despair. He felt himself sinking,
losing his footing, but her voice, soft and reassuring, gave him a glimmer of hope.

"Thank you," he said, the tears finally released, flowing down his cheeks like a river of
grief.

He felt lighter, as if he had finally laid down an immense weight on his shoulders. But he
knew that the road ahead would be long and difficult, strewn with obstacles and pain. Yet
he felt that, for the first time in years, he had a chance to find inner peace.

He felt he was taking a step, a small step, but an important one, towards truth, towards
healing.

Arthur remained silent, his hand clutching the receiver, his heart pounding in his chest.
He pictured his sister on the other end, lost in thought, unable to find the words to express
the surprise, the anger, the sadness that must have been washing over her. He loved her,
his sister, and the thought of inflicting such pain on her gnawed at him from the inside.
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“Arthur?” she finally asked, her voice barely audible, as if she were afraid of breaking a
precious vase. “Are you sure about what you’re saying? Are you sure... that it was
suicide?”

He wiped the tears that streamed down his cheeks, his hands trembling. He felt like a
child caught red-handed, unable to find the words to justify himself.

“I know it’s hard to hear, but... it’s the truth. I saw it with my own eyes. Dad... he... he
made a terrible decision.”

He remembered the day he had discovered his father's body, lying on the living room
sofa, his face frozen in an expression of strange peace. He had been eighteen at the time,
an awkward and immature boy, unable to comprehend the depth of despair that had led
his father to such an act. He had listened to his mother’s words, the convoluted
explanations about a car accident, a fatal blow, a cruel twist of fate. He had believed her
words, blinded by grief, by the need to find meaning in the incomprehensible.

But the truth had been lodged in his thoughts, like a thorn in his flesh. He had found a
note on his father's desk, a word scrawled on a scrap of paper, a word that had changed
everything: "Goodbye." He had understood then, his heart clenched with a searing pain,
that his father had not been the victim of an accident, but of a choice, a painful and
definitive choice.

“But... but why? Why didn’t he ever tell us? Why have we lived with this lie for all these
years?”

His sister’s voice was full of reproach, of contained anger. He could almost see her, her
face contorted, her eyes wet, her voice trembling with rage. He felt like he was hurting
her, betraying her, tearing away a piece of her past, a past she thought she knew.

“I imagine he was afraid,” he finally said, his voice shaky, “afraid of people’s reactions,
afraid of the shame. He protected us, even if he chose to lie to us.”

He felt powerless, unable to explain his father’s torment, the demons that haunted him,
the inner struggles that had led him to this irreversible decision. He didn’t know all the
answers, he didn’t understand everything, but he felt that his father had acted out of love,
a desperate and twisted love, a love that had driven him to sacrifice his own life to protect
his and his family’s.

“But... but why didn’t you ever tell us? Why did you let us live with this lie?”

The question was direct, accusatory, it confronted him with his own guilt. He felt like a
child trying to justify a lie, a lie that had taken on monstrous proportions, a lie that had
devoured his soul.
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“I... T was afraid too. Afraid of Mom’s reaction. Afraid of your reaction. I was afraid
that... that everything would fall apart.”

He felt trapped, like a rat in a maze. He felt himself sinking lower and lower, each
explanation further engulfing him in guilt. He was afraid of his mother's reaction, of the
pain he would inflict on her by revealing the truth. He was afraid of his sister’s reaction,
of the loss of trust, of the resentment that might arise. He was afraid of losing everything
he had left, everything he had built on a lie.

Silence fell again, heavier than ever. Arthur felt the tension rise in his throat, he felt his
skin crawl, he felt fear engulf him. He felt like a child confessing to a lie, a lie that had
taken on monstrous proportions, a lie that had devoured his soul.

“Arthur... I... T don’t know what to say,” his sister finally said, her voice choked with
emotion.

“I understand,” Arthur said, “it’s hard to hear. It’s hard to accept. But... it’s the truth.”

He felt like he was offering her a poisoned gift, a truth that would forever change their
view of the past. He felt like he was destroying a house of cards built with lies, a house of
cards that had allowed his family to survive, to cling to hope despite the pain.

“And... and what do we do now?”

The question was simple, but the answer was complex, evasive, painful. Arthur had no
answers. He had no idea what he should do, what he could do. He had only guilt, sadness,
and fear.

“I... I don’t know,” he finally replied, his voice almost inaudible.

“Arthur... you... you have the right to be sad, to be angry. I'm here for you, we’ll get
through this together.”

His sister's words were like a lifeline in an ocean of despair. He felt himself sinking,
losing his footing, but her voice, soft and reassuring, gave him a glimmer of hope.

"Thank you," he said, the tears finally released, streaming down his cheeks like a river of
grief.

He felt lighter, as if he had finally laid down an immense weight on his shoulders. But he
knew that the road ahead would be long and difficult, fraught with pitfalls and pain. But
he felt that, for the first time in years, he had a chance to find inner peace.

He felt like he was taking a step, a small step, but an important step, towards the truth,
towards healing.

Page | 77



Sphere A.l Books

The silence that followed Arthur's confession was thick, like a leaden veil stifling all
words. He tried to decipher his sister's reaction through the thin wire that connected them,
but all he perceived was a heavy silence, laden with an emotion he couldn't identify. He
pictured her face, her eyes usually sparkling with mischief, now veiled with a deep
sadness, her lips pressed together as if trying to contain a torrent of words that refused to
come out.

"Sarah?" he finally asked, his voice trembling, "Are you still there?"
A breath, light as a whisper, reached his ears. "Yes, Arthur, I'm here."

"I... I know this is a lot to process. I imagine... that you must be angry, disappointed. I...
| understand.”

"No, Arthur, it's not that," she replied, her voice still hesitant, "I'm... I'm just... surprised.
I don't know what to think. Everything I thought I knew about our past... about our
parents... it's crumbled."

"I know," murmured Arthur, his heart clenching at his sister's sadness. He felt like he had
ripped a piece of her history from her, a piece she had always believed to be solid,
anchored in truth.

"And... and now what?" she asked, her voice trembling. "What do we do? What do we
do with all of this?"

Arthur had no answer. He had never thought about what might happen afterward. He had
just needed to tell the truth, to free himself from the weight of his secret, but he had not
imagined the consequences.

"I... I don't know," he confessed, his voice weak. "I guess... the first thing to do is to
understand. To understand why Dad did this. Why he lied to us."

"Yes," replied Sarah, "that's true. But how? How do we understand something we never
wanted to see?"

Arthur felt a weight settle on his chest, as if the truth he had unearthed was a stone that
kept rolling, crushing him more and more. He felt unprepared for this new truth, for the
questions it raised, for the answers it demanded.

"I don't know, Sarah,” he admitted, his voice weary. "I don't know how we can
understand what happened. But... maybe we can try to understand Dad. To understand
what he lived through, what he felt. Maybe by understanding him, we can finally let him
go in peace."
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Silence fell between them again, a silence charged with complex emotions, a mixture of
sadness, anger, and confusion. Arthur felt like a child who had ventured into a dark and
deep forest and no longer knew how to get out. He felt lost in a labyrinth of unanswered
questions, of truths difficult to accept.

"Arthur?" asked Sarah, her voice soft, as if afraid of breaking a precious vase. "You
know... you know we have the right to be angry. We have the right not to understand.
We have the right to feel betrayed."

"I know," replied Arthur, his voice choked with emotion. "But... I don't want to be angry.
| want to understand. | want to understand why Dad did this. | want to understand why he
lied to us."

"And what if... what if we never find the answers?" asked Sarah, her voice trembling.
"What if... what if none of this makes sense?"

"Then," replied Arthur, his voice soft, "we'll have to live with it. We'll have to live with
the truth, even if it's painful. We'll have to live with the mystery, even if it haunts us."

Arthur felt a fresh wave of sadness wash over him. He felt unprepared for this new truth,
for the questions it raised, for the answers it demanded. He felt lost in a labyrinth of
unanswered questions, of truths difficult to accept. He felt like he could never truly
understand what happened, that he could never truly let his father go.

"Sarah," he finally said, his voice soft, "I'm sorry. I'm sorry | did this to you. I'm sorry |
kept the truth from you all these years."

"Arthur," Sarah replied, her voice gentle, "it's okay. | understand. | know you did what
you thought was best. You wanted to protect us. But... now, we have to face the truth,
together.”

Arthur felt a glimmer of hope pierce the darkness of his despair. His sister's voice, soft
and reassuring, gave him a little courage. He felt that, despite the pain, they could find a
way forward, a path that would lead them to truth, to healing, to peace.

"Yes," he said, his voice strong, "together."

He felt a smile creep onto his lips, a bitter smile, a smile that tried to ward off the sadness
that gripped him. He felt like he was taking a step, a small step, but an important one,
towards the truth, towards healing. He felt that, despite the pain, they could find a way
forward, a path that would lead them to truth, to healing, to peace.

"Together," he repeated, his voice full of hope. "We'll find the truth, together."
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The silence that followed Arthur's confession was thick, heavy as a shroud. He pictured
Sarah on the other end of the line, her face contorted, eyes wet, unable to find the words
to express the surprise, anger, and sadness that must have been washing over her. He
loved his sister, and the thought of having inflicted such pain on her was eating him alive.

"Sarah?" he finally asked, his voice trembling, "Are you still there?"
A breath, light as a whisper, reached his ears. "Yes, Arthur, I'm here."

"I... I know this is a lot to process. I imagine... that you must be angry, disappointed. I...
| understand.”

"No, Arthur, that's not it," she replied, her voice still hesitant, "I'm... I'm just... surprised.
I don't know what to think. Everything I thought I knew about our past... about our
parents... it's all crumbled."

"I know," Arthur murmured, his heart clenching at his sister's sadness. He felt like he had
ripped a piece of her history away, a piece she had always believed to be solid, anchored
in truth.

"And... and now?" she asked, her voice trembling. "What do we do? What do we do with
all of this?"

Arthur had no answer. He had never thought about what might happen afterward. He had
just needed to tell the truth, to free himself from the weight of his secret, but he hadn't
imagined the consequences.

"I... T don't know," he admitted, his voice weak. "I imagine... the first thing to do is
understand. To understand why Dad did this. Why he lied to us."

"Yes," Sarah replied, "that's true. But how? How do we understand something we never
wanted to see?"

Arthur felt a weight settle on his chest, as if the truth he had unearthed was a stone that
kept rolling, crushing him more and more. He felt like he wasn't ready for this new truth,
for the questions it raised, for the answers it demanded.

"I don't know, Sarah,” he confessed, his voice weary. "l don't know how to understand
what happened. But... maybe we can try to understand Dad. To understand what he lived
through, what he felt. Maybe by understanding him, we can finally let him go in peace.”

Silence fell between them again, a silence charged with complex emotion, a mixture of
sadness, anger, and confusion. Arthur felt like a child who had ventured into a dark and
deep forest and no longer knew how to get out. He felt lost in a maze of unanswered
questions, of truths that were hard to accept.
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"Arthur?" Sarah asked, her voice soft, as if afraid of breaking a precious vase. "You
know... you know we have the right to be angry. We have the right not to understand.
We have the right to feel betrayed."

"I know," Arthur replied, his voice choked with emotion. "But... I don't want to be angry.
| want to understand. | want to understand why Dad did this. | want to understand why he
lied to us."

"What if... what if we never find the answer?" Sarah asked, her voice trembling. "What
if... what if none of this makes sense?"

"Then," Arthur replied, his voice soft, "we'll have to live with it. We'll have to live with
the truth, even if it hurts. We'll have to live with the mystery, even if it haunts us."

Arthur felt a fresh wave of sadness wash over him. He felt like he wasn't ready for this
new truth, for the questions it raised, for the answers it demanded. He felt lost in a maze
of unanswered questions, of truths that were hard to accept. He felt like he could never
truly understand what had happened, that he could never truly let his father go.

"Sarah," he finally said, his voice soft, "I'm sorry. I'm sorry | did this to you. I'm sorry |
kept the truth from you for all these years."

"Arthur,” Sarah replied, her voice gentle, "it's okay. | understand. I know you did what
you thought was best. You wanted to protect us. But... now we have to face the truth,
together."”

Arthur felt a glimmer of hope pierce the darkness of his despair. His sister's voice, soft
and reassuring, gave him a little courage. He felt that, despite the pain, they could find a
way forward, a path that would lead them to truth, healing, and peace.

"Yes," he said, his voice strong, "together."

He felt a smile touch his lips, a bitter smile, a smile that tried to ward off the sadness that
gripped him. He felt like he was taking a step, a small step, but an important step,
towards the truth, towards healing. He felt that, despite the pain, they could find a way
forward, a path that would lead them to truth, healing, and peace.

"Together," he repeated, his voice full of hope. "We'll find the truth, together."

The ringing of the phone abruptly pulled him from his thoughts. He looked at the screen,
his daughter's name displayed in bright letters. He hesitated a moment, his heart clenched
with anxiety. He knew she must know about his secret, that she must feel betrayed, too.

He answered, his voice trembling. "Hello, sweetheart?"
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"Dad?" His daughter's voice, soft and familiar, filled him with a wave of tenderness and
guilt. "It's me. I heard about... about what happened. I... [ wanted to know if it was true."

Arthur closed his eyes, the weight of the lie heavy on his shoulders. "Yes, sweetheart, it's
true."

"Dad... I... I don't know what to say. I... I'm so sorry."

"I know, sweetheart. I know it's hard to hear. But... it's the truth. I'm sorry I kept it from
you for all these years."

"Dad... why? Why did you lie to us?"

Arthur hesitated, his heart heavy with guilt. He couldn't explain the reasons for his lie, the
fear, the shame, the need to protect his family. He couldn't explain the pain he had felt,
the pain he had hidden for all these years.

"I... I was scared, sweetheart. I was scared of your mother's reaction. | was scared of
Sarah's reaction. I was scared that... that everything would fall apart."

"Dad... I understand. I know you wanted to protect us. But... now we have to face the
truth, together."”

Arthur felt a glimmer of hope in his daughter's words. She understood. She loved him
anyway.

"Yes, sweetheart. We'll face the truth, together. We'll try to understand Dad, to
understand what he lived through, what he felt. We'll try to let him go in peace."”

"I love you, Dad," she said, her voice soft and full of love.
"I love you too, sweetheart. | love you too."

Arthur hung up the phone, tears in his eyes. He had finally revealed his secret, a truth that
had weighed heavily on his soul for years. He felt like he had lifted an immense weight,
but he knew the road ahead would be long and difficult. He had no more secrets, no more
lies, but he still had a lot of work to do, a lot of truths to face, a lot of pain to overcome.
But he felt that, for the first time in years, he had a chance to find inner peace.

He looked out the window, the setting sun painting the sky in shades of orange and
purple. He felt like he was standing at a crossroads, on the edge between the past and the
present, between pain and hope. He felt like he could finally breathe, that he could finally
live.
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He stood up, his legs shaky, and walked towards the door. He needed to get out, to
breathe in the fresh air, to feel the earth beneath his feet. He needed to reconnect with the

world, to reconnect with life.

He opened the door and stepped out into the street. The city stretched out before him,
vibrant with life, full of hope. He felt like he could finally face the truth, that he could
finally move forward. He felt like he could finally live, that he could finally love.
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Chapter 8: The Cycle of Compassion

The sun rose, a blazing disk piercing the morning mists, like a promise of renewal.
Arthur, settled in his favorite armchair, watched the spectacle from his window. His cup
of tea in hand, he observed the birds swirling in the garden, their melodious songs
mingling with the buzzing of bees foraging among the flowers.

A gentle melancholy washed over him. He felt like a spectator, a silent observer of his
own life, a life that was flowing past him without him truly being able to participate. This
time loop, this poisoned gift, had allowed him to revisit his past, to right wrongs, to
forgive himself. But it had also revealed to him a stark and merciless truth: he had lived
his life self-centered, blinded by his own worries and regrets.

He had always thought that others were doing well, that their lives were easier, more
joyful. He had always envied their success, their happiness, their harmonious
relationships. But in observing the people around him, he had understood that they were
all confronted with their own challenges, their own difficulties, their own pain.

He had noticed the sadness hidden behind the forced smile of his neighbor, the loneliness
that inhabited the lost gaze of the man sitting on the park bench, the fear that vibrated in
the voice of the young girl waiting for her bus. He had understood that everyone had their
own story, their own burden to bear, their own battle to fight.

And he, he had always thought that his problems were the most important, that his
suffering was unique and incomparable. He had allowed himself to be absorbed by his
own concerns, forgetting that life was a shared journey, that compassion and empathy
were essential elements of the human experience.

This morning, he had decided to change. He had decided to look beyond his own worries,
to focus on others, to make a difference, however small, in the world. He had decided to
become a beacon of hope, a refuge of peace, a source of comfort for those in need.

He left the house, a timid smile illuminating his face. He walked slowly, observing the
people passing by, their faces marked by life's trials, their eyes sometimes extinguished,
sometimes filled with hope. He felt strangely light, as if an invisible weight had been
lifted from his shoulders.

He stopped in front of a small café, a lively place where conversations mingled with the
noise of espresso machines. He ordered a black coffee, settling at a table near the
window. He watched people coming and going, their lives intersecting, their stories
intertwining.
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A young woman approached him, her eyes red and swollen with tears. She seemed lost,
desperate.

"Excuse me," she said, her voice trembling. "I... I need to talk to someone."

Arthur felt a pang in his heart. He felt like he had met this woman before, like he had
heard her story before, but he couldn't remember anything.

"Of course," he said, a glimmer of hope in his eyes. "Sit down."

The young woman sat down opposite him, her shoulders shaking, her hands clutching her
bag.

"l... I had a fight with my fiancé," she said, her voice choked with sobs. "We... we love
each other, but we don't understand each other anymore. I... | don't know what to do."

Arthur listened attentively, his heart filled with compassion. He wasn't trying to give
advice, he wasn't trying to solve her problems. He was simply trying to be present, to
listen, to show her that she was not alone.

He told her about his own experiences, his own mistakes, his own regrets. He told her
about the strength of love, the power of forgiveness, the necessity of communication. He
told her about the beauty of life, the value of each moment.

The young woman listened, tears streaming down her cheeks, but her eyes were less
desperate. She seemed to find some comfort in his words, a sense of peace slowly settling
in her heart.

When she stood up to leave, she smiled at him, her eyes shining with gratitude.
"Thank you," she said. "You've helped me a lot."

Arthur felt a wave of warmth wash over him. He had only listened, been present, but he
felt like he had made a difference. He felt like he had touched a soul, brought a little light
into a dark heart.

He watched the young woman walk away, her smile widening with every step. He felt a
deep happiness wash over him, a happiness that was not linked to his own successes, but
to the simple satisfaction of having helped someone else.

He felt like he was waking up from a long sleep, opening his eyes to a new reality, a
reality where compassion and empathy were the keys to happiness. He felt like he had
finally found his place in the world, like he had finally found his own path.

He walked out of the café, a new sun in his heart, ready to continue his journey, ready to
make a difference, a small difference, in the grand theater of life.
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The day unfolded, bathed in a soft, golden light. Arthur, despite his desire to help, felt a
little lost. He was accustomed to his solitary routine, his thoughts turned inward. Opening
up to others, taking an interest in their stories, was a new and delicate task.

He decided to go to the local market, a place where people crossed paths, met, shared
laughter and conversation. He loved the lively atmosphere, the mix of colours and smells,
the sound of chatter and vendors hawking their wares.

At a fruit and vegetable stand, he noticed an elderly woman, her face etched with time,
her hands calloused and wrinkled. She seemed tired, dejected. Arthur approached her, his
heart gripped by a wave of compassion.

"Good morning, madam,” he said with a warm smile. "Those apples look delicious. I
think I'll take one."

The woman looked up, her blue eyes piercing the mist of her sadness. "Thank you, sir,"
she replied in a raspy voice. "They are fresh, picked this morning."

"You look tired,"” Arthur remarked, observing the drawn lines of her face. "Is everything
alright?"

The woman sighed, a deep, rattling sound. "I don't know," she confessed, her voice
trembling. "I feel so alone, sometimes. My husband passed away three years ago, and
since then, | feel like I'm just floating in a void."

Arthur sat down on a wooden crate, facing her, and listened as she spoke. She told him
her story, the simple life she had shared with her husband, the garden they had cultivated
together, the laughter they had shared. She told him of her loneliness, her difficulty in
rebuilding her life, the absence that haunted her.

"I understand,"” said Arthur, his voice soft. "Losing a loved one is an immense pain. |
myself have lost important people in my life."

"You are lucky," said the woman, her eyes welling up. "You still have your family. I am
all alone.”

"Everyone needs support,” replied Arthur. "And you, you have neighbours, friends,
acquaintances. You are not alone, even if you feel that way."

The woman looked at him, a flicker of surprise in her eyes. "That's true,” she murmured.
"I have a neighbour who calls me sometimes, and my niece visits me from time to time.
But I've never really opened up to them."

"Talk to them," Arthur encouraged. "Tell them how you feel. They need to know, and
you need them to help you."
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The woman nodded, her eyes moist. "I will try,” she said, a timid smile gracing her lips.

Arthur stood up, his hand clutching the apple he had bought. "I wish you a good day,
madam," he said. "Don't hesitate to talk to me if you need anything."

"Thank you, sir," replied the woman, her eyes shining with gratitude. "You are very
kind."

Arthur left the market, his heart filled with a comforting warmth. He felt like he had
taken another step in his new direction, that of compassion and empathy. He felt like he
had touched a soul, brought a little light into a dark heart.

He crossed the bustling square, observing the people passing by, children playing,
couples in love, elderly people strolling. He felt lighter, more alive. He felt like he was
part of the world, sharing his life with others.

He stopped in front of a small craft shop, drawn in by the beauty of the objects on
display. He noticed a young woman, focused on her work, her skilled hands shaping the
clay. She seemed passionate, absorbed in her art.

Arthur approached her, his gaze full of admiration. "What you create is beautiful,” he
said. "l love the finesse of your details."

The young woman looked up, surprised by the presence of a stranger. "Thank you," she
said, a shy smile lighting up her face. "It's a pleasure to create, to bring ideas to life."”

"You are very talented,” continued Arthur. "l imagine you are passionate about your
work."

"Yes," replied the young woman. "l am an artist, it is my calling. I love sharing my
creations with others, offering them a little beauty.”

"I like your philosophy,” said Arthur. "The world needs beauty, creativity, hope."

The young woman nodded, her eyes shining. "l agree with you," she replied. "That's what
motivates me to continue, to create, to share."

They chatted for a while, sharing their ideas, their dreams, their aspirations. Arthur felt
inspired by the passion of this young woman, by her positive vision of the world. He felt
surrounded by people who, despite the difficulties, sought to create, to love, to share.

He left the shop, his heart filled with a new energy. He felt like he had found a new
source of inspiration, a new reason to hope. He felt connected to others, united by an
invisible force that pushed them to share their talents, their passions, their dreams.
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The sun was beginning to set, painting the sky in orange and purple hues. Arthur felt
tired, but happy. He had spent the day observing people, listening to them, sharing their
emotions, their joys, their sorrows. He felt like he had learned something important,
something that had opened his eyes to a new reality.

He walked slowly, the streets of the city gradually lighting up. He felt like a solitary
walker, but at the same time, he felt surrounded by life, by the presence of others. He felt
like he was part of a large puzzle, a large painting, a grand symphony.

He returned to his home, his heart filled with a deep peace. He felt like he had made a
difference, however small, in the world. He felt like he had touched souls, brought a little
light into dark hearts.

He felt grateful, grateful to have the opportunity to live, to love, to share, to make a
difference. He felt grateful to be alive, to be a part of this great journey called life.

He sat down in his favourite armchair, a cup of tea in hand, and looked out the window.
The setting sun illuminated the sky with reddish hues, like a promise of renewal. He felt
like his life was taking on a new meaning, a new path, a new breath.

As evening descended, the sky transformed into a canvas of purple and orange hues,
signaling the end of an extraordinary day. Arthur, seated on a bench facing the church,
contemplated the imposing silhouette of the building, illuminated by the sun's last rays.
He had spent the afternoon observing people, sensing their emotions, offering assistance
in his own way. He had comforted a mother anxious about her sick child, listened to the
romantic woes of a young woman, and shared a smile with a lonely old man.

A newfound sensation washed over him, a gentle warmth that emanated from within. He
felt lighter, as if a heavy veil had lifted, allowing him to breathe fully. It was as though he
had finally found his place in the world, a sense of purpose in his life.

A young girl, no older than ten, approached him, her eyes moist, her lower lip caught
between her teeth. She sat beside him silently, her gaze fixed on the ground. Arthur felt a
pang of sadness, as if he recognized her distress within his own memories.

"Are you alright?" he asked softly, his voice filled with compassion.

The little girl looked up at him, tears streaming down her cheeks. "My cat is sick,” she
murmured, her voice trembling. "He's been vomiting all day and won't eat.”

Arthur understood the pain that consumed her, the fear of losing a loved one, however
small. He had lost his dog, Max, a few years ago, and still remembered the sadness that
had overwhelmed him.

"That's tough,"” he said, "But don't worry, there are veterinarians who can help."”
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"Yes, but my parents are at work," replied the little girl, her voice breaking. "And | don't
have any money to take him to the vet.”

A wave of anger surged through Arthur. It was unthinkable that a child of her age should
be faced with such a situation. He stood up, a kind smile gracing his lips. "Don't worry,"
he said, "I'll help you."

He accompanied her home, the young girl walking with small steps, her face illuminated
by a glimmer of hope. He felt as if he were walking through the night, guided by a fragile
yet precious moonbeam.

Once they reached her house, he called the nearest veterinarian, explaining the situation.
He offered to pay for the consultation fee, relieved to be able to offer some comfort to
this little girl.

The next day, he returned to see the girl, a box of cookies in hand. She greeted him with a
wide smile, her eyes shining with gratitude. "My cat is better," she said, "The vet said
he's going to be okay."

An immense sense of relief washed over Arthur, a profound joy that filled him entirely. It
felt as though he had contributed to saving a life, however small. He had made a
difference, brought a little light into a dark heart.

He spent the rest of the day observing people, listening to them, offering them a bit of
support. He realized that it wasn't necessary to do great things to change the world. A
smile, a listening ear, a simple gesture could be enough to bring comfort, to give hope, to
make a difference.

Returning home that evening, he felt exhausted, yet happy. It felt like he had lived an
extraordinary day, a day that had transformed him, filled him with joy and compassion.
He had found a new purpose in life, one that gave him a deep sense of meaning, one that
allowed him to feel useful, to be a source of light and hope in the world.

He sat in his armchair, a cup of tea in hand, and looked out the window. Night had fallen,
and the stars twinkled in the dark sky. He felt like a small point of light in a vast universe,
a light that shone faintly, yet illuminated the path of those around him. He felt connected
to every living being, united by an invisible force that urged him to love, to share, to
make a difference.

He closed his eyes, a gentle melancholy washing over him. He thought of all the people
he had met over the past few hours, their stories, their suffering, their hopes. He felt as
though he had witnessed a grand human spectacle, a spectacle filled with beauty and
sadness, joy and pain, love and hate.
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He felt grateful, grateful for the opportunity to live, to love, to share, to make a
difference. He felt grateful to be alive, to be part of this grand journey called life.

As the day wore on, the shadows of the buildings grew longer on the sidewalks, while the
sun made its way towards the horizon. Arthur, still animated by his newfound yearning
for compassion, felt nonetheless a little lost. He didn't know where to go, who to help,
how to engage in this new path. He felt like he was navigating by sight, guided by a
vague intuition.

He found himself on a park bench, watching children play ball, their laughter carrying
through the air. Suddenly, he noticed a group of young teenagers sitting on another
bench, a sullen air about them. They were silent, as if lost in their thoughts. Arthur felt a
pang of sadness run through him. He remembered his own adolescence, his own
anxieties, his own doubts. He felt as though he understood their unease.

He approached them, a shy smile on his lips. "Hello," he said, "Is everything alright?"

The teenagers looked at each other, a hint of defiance in their eyes. "We're fine,"” replied
one of them, a girl with black hair and dark eyes, her teenage voice hesitant.

"You seem a little down," observed Arthur, "Would you like to talk?"

The teenagers exchanged glances, as if wondering whether they could trust him. "We
have a problem,” finally said a boy, his face marked by adolescent acne. "We have to
choose a theme for our end-of-year project, and we don't know what to do."

Arthur felt a smile spread across his face. He remembered his own school projects, the
hours spent thinking, searching for inspiration. He suddenly felt transported to the past,
immersed in his own teenage memories.

"It's a big challenge," he said, "But it's also a great opportunity. You have the chance to
choose a subject that you're passionate about."

"That's easy to say," retorted the girl, "But we're stuck. We have no ideas."

"Tell me about your passions,” suggested Arthur, "What do you like to do? What interests
you? What makes you tick?"

The teenagers looked at each other again, a look of surprise in their eyes. They had never
thought of talking about their passions to a stranger, let alone an old man. But there was
something in Arthur's gaze, a gentleness and a kindness that put them at ease.

"I like music,” said the boy, his face brightening slightly. "I love playing the guitar.”

"And | like to write,” added the girl, "I love to invent stories, characters."
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"And you?" asked Arthur, turning to another teenager, a boy with blue eyes and blond
hair.

"I like science," he replied, "I like to understand how things work."

"So you already have some leads," concluded Arthur, "Music, literature, science. These
are fascinating subjects, rich in possibilities."”

The teenagers looked at each other, a glimmer of hope in their eyes. They felt as though
they had suddenly become unstuck, as though they had found a way forward. They began
to chat, to share their ideas, to think about projects that would combine their passions.

Arthur listened to them, his heart filled with joy. He felt as though he had made a
difference, as though he had helped these young people find their way, to believe in their
potential. He felt as though he had shared a precious moment with them, a moment where
he had been able to feel young again, where he had been able to recall the power of
inspiration and creativity.

He left them to continue their discussion, feeling suddenly tired. He stood up, saying he
should be getting home. He felt as though he had lived an extraordinary day, a day where
he had learned to see the world with new eyes, to feel the beauty of life, to share the joy
of being human.

He walked towards the park exit, a smile on his lips. He felt as though he had found his
place in the world, as though he had found meaning in his life. He felt as though he had
finally found inner peace.

Arthur left the park, his heart filled with a gentle and comforting warmth. He felt like he
had done something good, brought a bit of light into the lives of those young people by
helping them find inspiration for their project. He felt light, as if an invisible weight had
lifted from his shoulders. He felt like he was part of the world, sharing his life with
others, no longer just an observer but an actor, an active participant in the grand
symphony of life.

He walked towards his home, his step lighter, his gaze sharper. The setting sun painted
the sky in glowing hues, like a promise of renewal. He felt like a child discovering the
world for the first time, his eyes wide open to the beauty that surrounded him.

As he returned home, a wave of nostalgia washed over him. He remembered his
childhood, playing in the garden, dreaming of greatness. He had always been a dreamer,
an idealist, a romantic. But life, with its trials, its difficulties, its disappointments, had
darkened him a bit, made him lose sight of the beauty and joy of simple existence.
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He remembered his father, a hard man, a silent man, a man who never showed his
emotions. He had always been distant, cold, almost unreachable. Arthur had always
longed for his approval, his love, but he always felt he was not living up to his
expectations.

He remembered his mother, a gentle woman, a loving woman, a woman who had always
tried to give him the best. She had been his pillar, his source of comfort, his light in the
darkness. But she had disappeared too soon, taken by a merciless illness.

He remembered his sister, Sarah, his elder, his confidante, his best friend. She had always
been there for him, always supported him, always encouraged him. She had been his
source of strength, his beacon in the storm.

He remembered his son, David, his little boy, his pride, his joy. He had always been a
loving father, a present father, a devoted father. But he had struggled to express his love,
to show his son how much he loved him.

He felt like he had missed something, missed precious moments, let opportunities to
share his love, his tenderness, his compassion slip by. He felt like he had been a bit
distant, a bit cold, a bit unreachable.

But now, he felt like he understood, like he was seeing the world with new eyes, feeling
the beauty of life, sharing the joy of being human. He felt like he had found a new
purpose in his life, a purpose that gave him deep meaning, a purpose that made him feel
useful, a source of light and hope in the world.

He felt grateful, grateful to have the opportunity to live, to love, to share, to make a
difference. He felt grateful to be alive, to be a part of this great journey called life.

He stood up and walked to the window. He looked at the sky, the setting sun, the stars
beginning to twinkle in the black sky. He felt like a small point of light in a vast universe,
a light shining faintly but illuminating the path for those around him. He felt connected to
every living being, united with them by an invisible force that pushed him to love, to
share, to make a difference.

He closed his eyes, a gentle melancholy filling him. He remembered all the people he had
met over these last few hours, their stories, their sufferings, their hopes. He felt like he
had been a witness to a grand human spectacle, a spectacle filled with beauty and
sadness, joy and pain, love and hate.

He felt grateful, grateful to have the opportunity to live, to love, to share, to make a
difference. He felt grateful to be alive, to be a part of this great journey called life.
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He turned towards his armchair, a cup of tea in hand, and sat down. He looked out the
window, at the night sky, the stars shining in the darkness. He felt like his life was taking
on new meaning, a new path, a new breath. He felt like he was at peace with himself,
with the world, with life.

He felt ready to face whatever awaited him, to live each moment with gratitude, to love
each person he met, to make a difference, however small, in the world.

He felt like he was finally free.
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Chapter 9: The Search for Meaning

Dawn broke over the city, bathing the streets in a soft, rosy light. Arthur, seated in his
favorite armchair, observed the spectacle from his window. Time seemed to flow
differently since he'd been living in this loop, as if each second were stretched, giving
every detail a newfound importance.

He felt as though he had explored every nook and cranny of these five hours that repeated
endlessly. He had corrected his mistakes, reconciled with his son, forgiven his father, and
even attempted to forgive himself. Yet a feeling of incompleteness, of anticipation,
persisted. He felt like an actor on a stage tirelessly repeating the same play, never
managing to reach the final act.

He stood, paced the room, his eyes fixed on familiar objects. Each photo, each book, each
piece of furniture reminded him of a moment in his life, a memory, a regret. He felt like a
shipwrecked sailor on a deserted island, surrounded by the vestiges of his past, unable to
escape.

"Why me?" he murmured, his voice hoarse. The question had haunted him since the
beginning of this time loop. He had searched for answers in his memories, in his dreams,
in the words of the people he met. But the answer remained elusive, like a mirage in the
desert.

He left his home; the streets were still deserted, the silence almost palpable. He walked
aimlessly, letting his thoughts wander. He had become accustomed to the solitude of this
loop, had even learned to appreciate it. It was a time when he could think, reflect,
question himself without interruption.

He stopped at a bench in a park, sat down, and watched the children play. He observed
them with a sad smile, their energy, their innocence, their joy reminded him of his own
childhood, a distant time when he still nurtured dreams.

He closed his eyes, letting himself be overwhelmed by the memory of his father. A hard
man, a silent man, a man who never showed his emotions. Arthur had always been a shy,
introverted child; he needed his father's approval, his affection, but had always felt like
he fell short of his expectations.

He had always felt like he wasn't good enough, strong enough, smart enough, enough...
He had spent his life trying to please his father, to win his approval, but had never
succeeded.
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He opened his eyes, stood up, and headed towards the city center. He felt like he was lost
in a maze, searching for an exit that didn't exist. He felt like a puppet, manipulated by an
invisible force, unable to control his own destiny.

He entered a bookstore, letting himself be guided by the smell of paper and ink. He
browsed the shelves, looking for a book that could provide answers, a book that could
help him understand his fate.

He found a book on Buddhist philosophy. He picked it up and skimmed through it, his
eyes falling on enigmatic phrases, complex concepts, ideas that made him uncomfortable.

"Letting go," "acceptance,” “impermanence"”... These words seemed familiar, but he
didn't understand their meaning. He felt like he was touching a deep truth, but he couldn't
grasp it.

He left the bookstore, book in hand, his mind filled with unanswered questions. He had
always considered himself a rational, pragmatic man, a man who sought concrete
solutions to concrete problems. But he felt like his life was no longer a problem to be
solved, but a mystery to be deciphered.

He headed to a cafe, sat at a table, and ordered a coffee. He felt exhausted, his body and
mind worn down by this time loop. He felt like an automaton, a robot programmed to
tirelessly repeat the same actions, never finding meaning in his life.

He looked at the people around him, couples in love, friends laughing, strangers
exchanging glances. He felt apart, like a silent observer, unable to share their joy, their
sadness, their lives.

He felt like a ghost, a wandering soul, unable to find its place in this world. He felt like a
useless being, a being without purpose, a being without reason to be.

"What is the point of all this?" he wondered, his voice choked with bitterness. He felt like
a grain of sand in a vast desert, a grain of sand that didn't matter.

He closed his eyes, a wave of despair washing over him. He felt lost, trapped in an
invisible cage, condemned to endlessly repeat the same mistakes, the same regrets, the
same suffering.

He stood, paid for his coffee, and left the cafe. He walked aimlessly, the streets becoming
an endless maze, a reflection of his own confusion. He felt like a drifting boat, without a
rudder, without a compass, without a destination.

He stopped at the edge of a bridge, the cold wind whipping at his face. He looked at the
river flowing below, its dark, deep waters seeming to reflect his own despair.
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"Am | already dead?" he murmured, his voice almost inaudible. He felt like a specter, a
ghost wandering a world that no longer recognized him.

He closed his eyes, tears welling up. He felt like he was on the edge of a precipice, on the
edge of the abyss, on the edge of madness.

"What is the point of all this?" he repeated, his voice filled with despair. He felt like
nothing more than a grain of sand in a vast desert, a grain of sand that didn't matter.

He opened his eyes, a strange sensation running through him. He felt like he was being
watched, followed. He turned around, but saw no one.

"It's just my imagination,” he murmured, but he couldn't shake the strange feeling. He felt
like something was going to happen, something important, something that would change
his life.

He turned back and continued on his way, his step lighter, his eyes fixed on the horizon.
He felt drawn by an invisible force, a force that was leading him towards an unknown
destiny.

He felt like he was on the verge of discovering a secret, a secret that would change his
life forever.

The icy wind that whipped across the bridge cut through his clothes, chilling him to the
bone. Arthur tightened his scarf around his neck, searching for a semblance of warmth in
the cold, hostile cityscape. The river water, dark and churning, mirrored the depth of his
despair. He felt like a dead leaf swept along by the current, tossed about by the whims of
fate, unable to control his own trajectory.

He felt like an actor in an absurd play, condemned to endlessly repeat the same dialogues,
the same actions, without ever reaching the final curtain. Every morning, he woke up in
the same bed, with the same feeling of emptiness, the same weight on his chest. He tried
to convince himself that this time loop offered him a chance to right his wrongs, to get
closer to his loved ones, to find meaning in his life. But as the cycles went by, he realized
that the loop was just a distorting mirror, reflecting a twisted image of his own destiny.

He had tried to change everything, to fix everything. He had expressed his love to his
son, apologized to his sister, even tried to reconcile with his father, even though it had
taken immense effort. But every attempt led to the same result, the same impasse, the
same frustration. The time loop offered him no possibility of escape, no way to escape his
fate.

A piercing scream snapped him out of his thoughts. He turned and saw a young woman,
hair disheveled, eyes red with tears, rushing towards the railing of the bridge. She seemed
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ready to throw herself into the void. Arthur hesitated for a moment, his own distress
paralyzing him. But he remembered the compassion he had discovered in previous loops.
He couldn't stand still, he had to act.

He ran towards the young woman, grabbing her by the arm. "Wait!" he shouted, his voice
trembling. The young woman struggled, trying to free herself from his grip. "Let me go!"
she screamed, her voice breaking with sobs. "I can't take it anymore!"

Arthur held her tighter, forcing her to turn towards him. "Talk to me. Tell me what's
wrong." He tried to calm his voice, to find reassuring words. "I'm here to listen to you."”

The young woman looked at him, her eyes filled with infinite sadness. She hesitated for a
moment, then let out a torrent of words. She told him her story, her story of lost love,
betrayal, and despair. She told him about her pain, her loneliness, her desire to end it all.

Arthur listened patiently, holding her close, offering silent support. He didn't know this
woman, but he felt like he had known her forever, sharing her destiny, understanding her
pain. He felt like he saw in her a reflection of his own life, his own despair, his own need
to be loved and understood.

When she finished speaking, Arthur felt exhausted, but also strangely soothed. He felt
like he had helped this young woman, that he had made a difference in her life. He felt
like he had broken a loop, a loop of sadness and despair. He felt like he had found new
meaning in his life, a meaning that went beyond his own suffering.

He took the young woman's hand and led her off the bridge. "Come," he said, his voice
soft and reassuring. "I'll help you find your way."

The young woman followed him, her eyes fixed on the ground. She felt like she was
walking in a dream, letting herself be guided by an invisible force that was pulling her
towards an uncertain future.

They got off the bridge and headed towards a café located below. Arthur ordered two
cups of tea and they settled at a table by the window. The young woman was still silent,
but Arthur could feel that she was calmer, more serene.

He told her about his own life, his regrets, his mistakes, his desire to change. He told her
about the time loop, how it had forced him to reflect on his life, his choices, his place in
the world.

The young woman listened attentively, her eyes fixed on his. She felt like she was
discovering a new world, a world where compassion, understanding, and redemption
were possible.
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They sat together for hours, sharing their stories, their fears, their hopes. They felt like
they had known each other forever, connected by an invisible thread that united them in a
common quest for meaning and light.

By the time they parted ways, Arthur felt like he had taken another step towards inner
peace. He felt like he had found a new purpose in his life, a purpose that went beyond his
own suffering, a purpose that allowed him to make a difference in the world. He felt like
he was finally free.

He stood up, left the café, and headed home. The sun had set, but the city was still alive.
He felt like a traveler who had found his way, a traveler who was finally ready to face the
obstacles and trials that lay ahead.

He felt like he was finally free.

Arthur walked, shoulders slumped under the weight of his despair. Each step brought him
back to the brutal reality of his situation: a prisoner of five o'clock, endlessly repeating
the same cycle of regret and helplessness. The city, though so familiar, felt foreign, its
lights and sounds like a distant murmur, background noise to his own inner drama.

He stopped in front of a church, its Gothic architecture silhouetted against the twilight
sky. He had always been a rational man, not given to spirituality, but a strange force drew
him towards this religious edifice. He entered, the heavy silence offering a refuge from
the whirlwind of his thoughts.

The scent of incense filled the air, mingled with dust and the coolness of the ancient
building. Arthur sat on a cold wooden bench, his eyes fixed on the stained-glass windows
that illuminated the nave with an ethereal light. Biblical images, saints and angels,
seemed to look at him with silent compassion. He felt minuscule, insignificant in the face
of the grandeur of this architecture, the depth of faith that had inspired it.

An old woman, dressed in a black robe and a white veil, approached him. She sat on the
neighboring bench, her gaze fixed on the stained glass. "It's beautiful, isn't it?" she said,
her voice soft as a whisper.

Arthur nodded, unable to find the words. He felt ill at ease, both drawn to and repelled by
this woman, by her aura of peace and wisdom.

"You seem lost," the old woman continued, observing Arthur with a deep benevolence.
"Many people feel lost, my child. Life is a difficult path, full of doubts and suffering. But
we must remember that we are never alone. We are all connected by an invisible thread, a
force that unites us with the universe."
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Arthur felt strangely soothed by her words, as if a sweet melody resonated in his soul. He
felt he was touching a profound truth, a truth he had always ignored, too preoccupied by
his own worries, his own fears.

"How can | find my way?" he asked, his voice almost inaudible.

The old woman smiled, her blue eyes shining like stars. "The path is within you, my
child. It is in your heart, in your soul. You just have to listen to it, to trust it.”

She rose, her footsteps silent on the stone floor. "Let yourself be guided by your intuition,
by your desire for inner peace. And never forget that you are not alone.”

She disappeared into the crowd, leaving Arthur alone in the church, his soul traversed by
a new wind. He stood, eyes fixed on the stained glass, the colored light dancing on his
cheeks. He felt lighter, more serene, as if an invisible weight had been lifted from his
shoulders.

He left the church, his steps lighter, his gaze clearer. He felt like he was holding a thread,
a thread that guided him towards an unknown horizon, a horizon filled with hope and
light. The city, though so familiar, seemed new, its lights and sounds like a harmonious
symphony, a song of hope and life.

The icy wind blowing on his face reminded him of the reality of his situation, but he felt
stronger, better equipped to face the challenges ahead. He felt like he was waking up
from a long sleep, discovering the beauty of the world, feeling the power of his own
heart.

He felt like he was about to find his way.

Arthur walked away from the church, his heart filled with a strange peace. The old
woman's words still echoed in his mind, like a soothing murmur that dispelled the
darkness of his despair. He had always been a rational man, a man of science, a man who
relied on logic and reason. But he realized now that life was not an equation to be solved,
but a mystery to be deciphered, a mystery that could only be understood with the heart.

He found himself wandering the streets, aimlessly, letting his thoughts guide him. He felt
like an explorer venturing into an unknown land, each street, each building, each face
offering a new landscape to discover. He observed the passershy, their laughter, their
conversations, their expressions, as if seeing them for the first time. He felt more
attentive, more present, more aware of the beauty and fragility of life.

A cool wind whipped at his face, reminding him of the reality of his situation. The time
loop, that invisible prison that trapped him in an endless five-hour cycle, had not offered
him a solution, but it had allowed him to see the world with new eyes. He had learned to
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appreciate the simplicity of things, to focus on the present moment, to let go of the regrets
and fears that had always haunted him.

He stopped in front of a small bookstore, drawn by the warm light spilling from its
windows. He entered, the smell of paper and ink transporting him to a world of dreams
and imagination. He browsed the shelves, his fingers trailing along the spines of books,
reading titles, summaries, as if searching for an answer, a key to unlock the mystery of
his life.

He came across a book on the art of meditation. He picked it up, leafed through it, his
eyes lingering on the images, the instructions, the testimonials. He had always been
skeptical of meditation, considering it an esoteric practice reserved for the enlightened.
But he now felt open to new possibilities, ready to explore unknown horizons.

He bought the book, determined to try it. He felt like he was holding a thread, a thread
that was leading him towards a more serene path, a path that would allow him to find
inner peace.

He retreated to a park, sat down on a bench, the book open on his lap. He closed his eyes,
focusing on his breathing, trying to calm his mind, to let go of his thoughts, to connect
with his own heartbeat. He felt a wave of calm wash over him, as if a veil was lifting
from his eyes, revealing a clearer, more peaceful world.

He spent hours meditating, discovering a new dimension of his consciousness. He felt
lighter, freer, more at peace with himself. He felt as if he was freeing himself from the
weight of his regrets, his fears, his frustrations. He felt as if he was reconnecting with his
source, with his deep nature, with his essence.

He opened his eyes, a feeling of fullness washing over him. He no longer felt like a
prisoner of his time loop, but an explorer of his own inner universe. He felt like he held
the key to his destiny, a key that allowed him to unlock the doors of inner peace.

He stood up, left the park, the book clutched to his chest, his heart filled with a new hope.
The time loop had offered him a precious gift, a gift that had allowed him to find himself,
to reconnect with his essence, to find new meaning in his life.

He walked on, his steps light, his eyes bright, a smile on his lips. He felt like he was
about to write a new chapter in his life, a chapter filled with peace, love, and light.

He felt free at last.

The city was slowly waking up, a veil of rosy mist cloaking the rooftops and streets.
Arthur, seated on a park bench, observed the ballet of pigeons on the lawn, their grey
wings a stark contrast against the tender green of the grass. A strange sense of calm
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washed over him, a feeling of lightness he had never experienced before. He had spent
the night meditating, following the instructions of the book he had found in the
bookstore. He had tried to quiet his thoughts, to observe them without judgment, to let
them flow like water in a river.

And he had succeeded.

For the first time since the beginning of the time loop, he felt a profound inner peace. The
weight of his regrets, his mistakes, his fears seemed to have vanished, carried away by a
liberating wind. He finally felt free. Free from his past, free from his loop, free from
himself.

He stood up, the muscles in his legs slightly stiff after hours of stillness. The sun was
peeking over the horizon, painting the sky with gold and pink hues. He breathed deeply,
savoring the fresh morning air, the scent of flowers emanating from the flowerbeds. He
felt like he had been reborn, like a child discovering the world for the first time.

He headed towards the café where he had met the young woman the day before. The
place was still deserted, the tables empty, the lights dimmed. He sat at the same table,
ordered a black coffee, and leaned against the varnished wooden counter.

He didn't expect to see her again, but he felt a strange need to revisit the scene of their
encounter. He felt like he had shared something profound with her, a connection that had
transcended the boundaries of time and space.

He closed his eyes, reliving their conversation, her words, her tears, her despair. He
remembered how he had listened, without judgment, without trying to console or
convince her. He had simply let himself be enveloped by her pain, absorbing it like a
sponge.

And, in listening to her, he had understood. He had understood that suffering is universal,
that everyone carries their own burden, that everyone struggles with their own demons.
He had understood that compassion is the only true remedy for pain, that empathy is the
only bridge that allows us to cross the abyss of despair.

He opened his eyes, a gentle melancholy washing over him. He felt grateful to the young
woman, to her pain that had led him to the discovery of compassion. He felt grateful to
the time loop, this invisible prison that had forced him to look within himself, to face his
own demons, to free himself from his ego.

He stood up, his coffee half empty. He felt like he had found his way, found his purpose.
He no longer needed to change the past, to fix his mistakes, to forgive himself. He simply
needed to live in the present, to be present in every moment, to love every person he met,
to be a source of light and compassion in a world that so desperately needed it.
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He walked out of the café, the sun now high in the sky. The city was coming alive,
people rushing through the streets, their lives intertwining like threads in a complex
tapestry. He smiled, a bright and serene smile. He felt connected to every living being,
united with them by an invisible thread of compassion and love.

He felt like he had finally reached the end of his journey. The time loop had served its
purpose. He no longer needed to understand why he was trapped in those five hours. He
simply needed to live in the present, to savor every moment, to let himself be carried by
the current of life.

He felt like he was finally free.
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Chapter 10: The Cycle of Farewell

The sun, a blazing inferno on the horizon, painted the sky in hues of purple and orange as
it made its descent. Arthur, perched upon his favorite armchair, watched the spectacle
unfold from his window, a steaming cup of tea warming his hands. It was 6:30, the
commencement of his own personal inferno. Again. Once more, he felt ensnared in this
temporal carousel, fated to relive the final five hours of his life.

A sigh escaped his lips, the weight of repetition bearing down on his heart like a
millstone. He had attempted countless things during these ceaseless cycles: altering his
life's course, confiding in loved ones, striving to rectify past mistakes. All in vain. The
loop would invariably snap shut, yanking him back to this same starting point, the fateful
hour when his heart had ceased to beat.

But today, a subtle shift had occurred.

An unfamiliar serenity had taken root within him, banishing the anguish and despair that
had haunted him for weeks. He had grasped, after enduring countless repetitions, that the
loop was not a curse, but rather an opportunity. A chance to bid farewell, to mend broken
bridges, to liberate himself from the shackles of regret.

He had learned to embrace death, to perceive it not as an end, but as a passage, a new
chapter unfolding. He had learned to inhabit the present, to savor every fleeting moment,
to find beauty in life's simple pleasures: the whisper of wind through the trees, the sun's
gentle warmth on his skin, the aroma of freshly brewed coffee.

He had learned to forgive himself, to release the grip of the past, to focus on love and
compassion. He had discovered an inner peace he had never known before.

Today, he yearned to say goodbye.

He longed to bid farewell to his wife, his son, his sister, to all those he held dear. He
wished to express the depth of his love for them, to convey the joy he had experienced
sharing his life by their side.

He rose from his chair, legs stiff from hours of stillness. He made his way to the kitchen,
where he prepared a simple breakfast: toast, butter, and coffee. He felt like a specter, a
wandering soul in a world that no longer recognized him.

Stepping out of the house, he felt the cool breeze caress his face. The sun climbed higher
in the sky, bathing the city streets in a golden glow. He headed towards the park, a place
he frequented in his younger years.
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He settled on a bench, observing children at play, couples strolling hand-in-hand, birds
singing in the trees. It was as if he were reliving his childhood, a time when life seemed
simple and carefree.

Memories of his wife surfaced: their first encounter, their wedding day, the birth of their
son. He recalled joyous moments, challenging times, the tapestry of events that had
woven the fabric of their lives.

He had been a good husband, a good father, a good brother. He had loved his family
beyond measure. But he had also faltered, making mistakes that he deeply regretted.

He had been consumed by work, distant and detached, preoccupied with his own burdens.
He hadn't listened to his wife attentively enough, hadn't supported his son as he should
have, hadn't been present for his sister.

He felt a pang of remorse, as if he had let precious moments slip away, missed
opportunities to share in life's milestones. He felt he had failed those he loved.

Closing his eyes, tears streamed down his cheeks. He yearned to tell them how much he
loved them, how deeply he had cherished them. He needed to forgive himself, to find
solace in knowing that he had been an imperfect man, a man who had made mistakes.

He stood, legs trembling. He had to see his family, to bid them farewell. He needed to
love them one last time.

He walked towards home, his heart pounding in his chest. He knew this was his final day,
his last cycle. He had accepted his fate, was ready to depart.

But he desired to leave in peace, at peace with himself, and at peace with his family.

The door to the house opened with a murmur of familiar creaks. The cool morning air
rushed into the hall, chasing away the last traces of the night's stagnant atmosphere.
Arthur, his feet heavy, felt his way through the dwelling, his eyes gradually adjusting to
the dimness that still reigned within the house. Each object, each corner, brought back
memories. Each room, each piece of furniture, was imbued with traces of his life, of his
family.

He made his way to the kitchen, a place of life, laughter, and lively discussions, where he
had shared so many precious moments. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee, still pungent
in the air, washed over him, reminding him of the mornings he woke up beside his wife,
Anna, the scent of her hair mingling with that of hot coffee. A bitter smile touched his
lips. He had never been a morning person, preferring the silence of the night for his
thoughts, his reading, his moments of solitude. But Anna, she loved life, the light of day,
and he had learned to love mornings with her.
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His gaze fell upon the breakfast laid out on the counter: toast, butter, and a steaming cup
of coffee. He had the impression that time had stopped, that everything was fixed in a
moment from his past, like a sepia photograph yellowed with time.

He sat down at the table, his trembling hand reaching for the cup of coffee. He took a sip,
the hot liquid burning his tongue. The bitter taste reminded him of the moments of
tension, the arguments, the frustrations that had invaded their married life. He had been a
man absorbed by his work, often forgetting the needs of his wife, of his son. He had been
too preoccupied with his own ambitions, with his desire to succeed, forgetting that
happiness was within reach, in the smile of his son, in the eyes of his wife.

The sound of footsteps reached him from the hallway. He recognized the determined
tread of his son, Thomas. He had always been a dynamic boy, full of life, of energy. He
remembered the day Thomas was born, the happiness that had overwhelmed him, the
pride of becoming a father.

Thomas entered the kitchen, his dark, deep eyes scrutinizing his father. A heavy,
uncomfortable silence fell between them.

"Good morning, Dad," said Thomas, his voice a little hoarse, as if he hadn't slept all
night.

"Good morning, son," replied Arthur, his throat tight. He had the impression that years
had passed since their last conversation, years of silence, of unspoken words, of
misunderstandings.

"Are you alright?" asked Thomas, a slight hint of suspicion in his tone.

"Yes, I'm fine," replied Arthur, trying to smile. But his smile was forced, artificial. He
felt as if he were wearing a mask, concealing the pain that gnawed at him.

Thomas sat down opposite him, without saying a word. He had always been a reserved,
introverted boy, preferring observation to speech. But he was also an intelligent, sensitive
boy, able to read between the lines.

"I wanted to tell you something," said Arthur, his voice trembling. "I'm sorry, Thomas.
I'm sorry | wasn't there for you more. | was too caught up in my work, in my own
problems. I wasn't there enough for you, for you and your mother."

Thomas looked at him, his eyes fixed on him, without flinching.

"I know you suffered, Thomas. | know | made you suffer. I never wanted to hurt you,
never wanted to do you any harm."
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A tear rolled down Thomas's cheek. He got up, approached his father, and took him in his
arms.

"I love you, Dad," he whispered.

Arthur closed his eyes, holding his son close to him. He had so much to tell him, so many
regrets to express, so much love to give him. But he knew that words would never be
enough to fill the void that had grown between them, the void of absence, the void of lack
of communication.

He felt helpless, powerless in the face of the depth of his mistakes, the fragility of their
relationship. He felt as if there was nothing he could do to repair the past, to erase the
wounds he had inflicted on his son.

But he needed to tell him, he needed to express it, he needed to say it out loud, before it
was too late.

"I love you, Thomas. I love you more than anything," he whispered, his voice trembling.

He felt his son's tears on his shoulder, the tears of a son who had suffered, who had been
hurt, but who had always loved his father.

They parted, their eyes meeting, filled with an indescribable emotion.
"I'm okay, Dad," said Thomas, his voice still hoarse, but with a hint of hope. "I'm okay."

"I'm glad to hear that,” replied Arthur, a timid smile spreading across his face. "I'm glad |
have you."

They looked at each other for another moment, then Thomas turned and left the room.
Arthur remained seated at the table, the empty coffee cup in his hands. He felt drained,
empty, but also strangely at peace. He had said what he needed to say, he had expressed
his regrets, he had confessed his mistakes.

He stood up, walked towards the door, and stepped out into the garden. The sun was now
high in the sky, illuminating the trees and flowers with a golden light. He breathed deeply
the fresh morning air, the scent of cut grass and blooming flowers.

He felt free, light, as if he had rid himself of a heavy burden. He had made peace with his
past, with his mistakes, with himself. He had found peace, the peace he had sought for so
long, the peace he had so desired.

He still had much to say, many people to see, many regrets to express. But he felt he had
done the most important thing. He had told his son how much he loved him, how much
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he regretted his mistakes. He had finally found forgiveness, the forgiveness he had been
seeking for so long.

He walked towards the house, his heart filled with a strange serenity. He knew that his
time was limited, that the end was approaching. But he was no longer afraid. He was
ready, he was at peace.

Arthur left the house, the door closing behind him with a sharp click, like a silent farewell
to his past life. The street was bathed in a golden light, the sun's rays reflecting off the
shop windows, creating a kaleidoscope of shimmering colors. He breathed deeply, the
fresh morning air tickling his nostrils. He felt as if he were born again, a child
discovering the world for the first time.

He headed towards the city center, walking at a leisurely pace, savoring each moment,
each step. He passed by unknown faces, lives that intertwined like threads in a complex
tapestry. He observed the people, their expressions, their gestures, their gazes lost in
thought. He felt as if he understood their sorrows, their joys, their inner struggles. He felt
connected to them, as if they were all fragments of the same soul.

He arrived at the bookstore where he had bought the book on meditation. He entered, the
smell of paper and ink enveloping him like a cozy cocoon. He made his way to the
"spirituality” section, his gaze falling on the numerous titles on offer. He searched for a
moment, then found a book entitled "The Power of Forgiveness." He took it in his hands,
leafed through it, the cover soft and smooth between his fingers.

"Are you looking for something in particular?" asked a gentle voice behind him.

Arthur turned and faced a woman with a delicate face, her blue eyes sparkling. She wore
a floral dress, her smile warm and welcoming.

"I'm looking for something that could tell me about forgiveness," replied Arthur, his
voice slightly trembling.

"Forgiveness is a difficult path, but it is also a beautiful one,” said the woman, her gaze
falling on the book Arthur was holding. "This book could help you."

"Thank you," said Arthur, taking the book and paying for it. He left the bookstore, the
book clutched in his hands, his heart filled with a newfound hope.

He headed towards the park, a peaceful place where he liked to take refuge when he
needed to recharge. He sat down on a bench, watching the children play, the couples
walking hand in hand, the birds singing in the trees. He closed his eyes, breathing deeply,
letting the tranquility of the place seep into him.
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He opened the book and began to read. The words flowed like a soft, soothing melody,
whispering truths he had always known but had forgotten. He read stories of people who
had found forgiveness, who had managed to overcome their wounds, to free themselves
from the weight of their past. He read testimonies of compassion, of love, of healing.

He realized that forgiveness was not just an act towards others, but also an act towards
oneself. It was the way to free oneself from suffering, from anger, from hatred. It was the
way to find inner peace, the peace he had sought for so long.

He closed the book, his heart filled with a new determination. He wanted to forgive
himself, forgive himself for all the mistakes he had made, all the times he had hurt others,
all the times he had been cruel to himself. He wanted to free himself from the weight of
his regrets, the burden of his past.

He stood up, his legs a little stiff, and headed towards the city center. He needed to see
his sister, Sarah. He had hurt her deeply, he had disappointed her, he had ignored her. He
needed to tell her how much he loved her, how much he regretted his mistakes.

He arrived in front of Sarah's house, a modest but welcoming home, where she lived with
her husband and two children. He hesitated for a moment, his heart pounding. He was
afraid of her welcome, of her reaction.

He took a deep breath, pulled himself together and rang the doorbell. A moment later, the
door opened and Sarah appeared, her eyes slightly surprised, but a shy smile spreading
across her face.

"Arthur! What are you doing here?" she asked, her voice tinged with a hint of surprise.

"I wanted to see you," Arthur replied, his voice slightly trembling. "I wanted to tell you
something."

Sarah let him in, her eyes searching his face, as if trying to decipher his thoughts.
"Have a seat," she said, pointing to an armchair.

Arthur sat down, his hands trembling. He looked around, the house filled with family
photos, memories, laughter. He felt a little uncomfortable, as if he were an intruder in a
world that no longer belonged to him.

"I'm sorry, Sarah,” he said, his voice almost inaudible. "I'm sorry for everything I've
done, for everything I've done to you."

Sarah looked at him, her eyes filled with compassion.
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"I know you've suffered, Arthur,” she said, her voice soft and comforting. "I know you've
made mistakes, but | love you anyway."

"I know," replied Arthur, tears welling up in his eyes. "I know you love me, but | don't
deserve your love. I've been a bad brother, a bad friend."”

"Everyone makes mistakes, Arthur,” said Sarah, taking his hand. "The most important
thing is to forgive yourself and to forgive others. It's the only way to find peace.”

"I'm trying," Arthur replied, his voice trembling. "I'm trying to forgive myself, I'm trying
to forgive others. But it's hard."

"I know," said Sarah, looking at him with eyes filled with understanding. "It's hard, but
it's possible. And you're not alone.”

Arthur spent several hours talking to Sarah, telling her about his fears, his regrets, his
hopes. He explained everything he had been through, everything he had learned. He
confided in her his desire to find inner peace, the peace he had been searching for for so
long.

Sarah listened patiently, offering him her support, her compassion, her love. She
explained to him that forgiveness was a process, a long and difficult path, but one that
was worth it. She explained to him that forgiveness was the key to inner peace, the key to
freedom.

When Arthur left Sarah's house, the sun was setting, painting the sky in shades of orange
and purple. He felt a little lighter, a little freer. He had taken another step on the path of
forgiveness, the path of inner peace.

He headed towards the park, the place where he had met the young woman the day
before. He felt like he had to see her again, to thank her, to tell her that he had listened to
her, that he had understood her pain, that he had learned from her story.

He arrived at the park, but the young woman was not there. He sat down on the bench
where he had met her, watching the children play, the couples walking hand in hand, the
birds singing in the trees. He closed his eyes, breathing deeply, letting the tranquility of
the place seep into him.

He felt at peace, a deep and serene peace that washed over him like a soft, soothing wave.
He felt like he had found his way, found his meaning. He no longer needed to change the
past, to fix his mistakes, to forgive himself. He simply needed to live in the present, to be
present in every moment, to love every person he met, to be a source of light and
compassion in a world that so desperately needed it.
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He stood up, the sun setting on the horizon, painting the sky in shades of red and orange.
He felt like he had finally reached the end of his journey. The time loop had served its
purpose. He no longer needed to understand why he had been trapped in those five hours.
He simply needed to live in the present, to savor every moment, to let himself be carried
by the current of life.

He felt like he was finally free.

The sun, now firmly established in the azure sky, cast long shadows on the sidewalks,
creating a play of light and shadow that danced to the rhythm of the hurried steps of
passersby. Arthur, however, walked with a slow, deliberate pace, his gaze drifting over
the shop windows, the facades of buildings, the anonymous faces that crossed his path.
He felt like a silent spectator, an attentive observer of a play whose script he did not
know.

He headed towards the market, a lively and bustling place, where the stalls overflowed
with fresh fruits and vegetables, silvery fish, artisan cheeses and crusty breads. The
vendors, lively and talkative, shouted out their wares, attempting to attract customers
with skillfully orchestrated sales pitches. The air was filled with enticing scents, a
mixture of ripe fruit, exotic spices and aromatic herbs.

Arthur lingered near a flower stall, admiring the multicolored bouquets, the red roses and
white lilies, the yellow sunflowers and blue violets. He remembered Anna's passion for
flowers, her delight in growing them in their garden, in giving them as gifts for birthdays
and holidays. He felt as if he could see her again, her face radiant with happiness, her
delicate hands caressing the fragile petals.

A shiver ran through his body, a wave of sadness washed over him. He had so much to
tell her, so many words of love to whisper, so many regrets to express. But he knew that
time was running out, that the hours were inexorably passing, leading him inexorably
towards his final destination.

He turned around, his gaze falling on a pastry stall. The golden pastries, the multicolored
fruit tarts, the chocolate éclairs, the colorful macarons, everything made his mouth water.
He remembered Thomas's sweet tooth, his delight in savoring Anna's pastries, his eyes
shining with happiness when she baked him a birthday cake.

He bought an apple pie, a simple and traditional dessert, a symbol of his family, his
memories, his past. He intended to share it with them, to offer them one last moment of
happiness, one last moment of togetherness.
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He walked towards his house, his heart heavy with sadness and hope. He felt like he was
walking on a tightrope over an abyss, each step a struggle against fate, each movement an
attempt to delay the inevitable.

The door of the house opened with a murmur of familiar creaks. The cool morning air
rushed into the hall, chasing away the last traces of the stagnant atmosphere of the night.
Arthur, his feet heavy, slipped into the dwelling, his eyes gradually adjusting to the
dimness that still reigned in the house. Every object, every corner, brought back
memories. Every room, every piece of furniture, was imbued with traces of his life, of his
family.

He placed the apple pie on the kitchen table, his gaze falling on the family photo hanging
on the wall. Anna, smiling and radiant, Thomas, a mischievous smile on his lips, himself,
a little older, his hair graying, but his eyes still sparkling with life.

The sound of footsteps came from the hallway. He recognized the determined step of his
son, Thomas. He had always been a dynamic boy, full of life, of energy. He remembered
the day Thomas was born, the happiness that had invaded him, the pride of becoming a
father.

Thomas entered the kitchen, his dark, deep eyes scrutinizing his father. A heavy,
uncomfortable silence settled between them.

"Good morning, Dad,"” Thomas said, his voice a little hoarse, as if he hadn't slept all
night.

"Good morning, son," Arthur replied, his throat tight. He felt like years had passed since
their last conversation, years of silence, of unspoken words, of misunderstandings.

"Are you all right?" Thomas asked, a slight hint of suspicion in his tone.

"Yes, I'm fine," Arthur replied, trying to smile. But his smile was forced, artificial. He
felt like he was wearing a mask, concealing the pain that was eating away at him.

Thomas sat down opposite him, saying nothing. He had always been a reserved,
introverted boy, preferring observation to speech. But he was also an intelligent, sensitive
boy, able to read between the lines.

"I brought an apple pie,” Arthur said, his voice trembling. "It's a dessert your mother
loved very much."

Thomas looked up, a flash of surprise crossing his face.

"You thought of her?" he asked, his voice tinged with a hint of surprise.
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"Yes, | did," Arthur replied, his throat tight. "I miss her very much."
Thomas stood up, walked over to his father, and took him in his arms.
"Me too," he said, his voice muffled by tears.

Arthur closed his eyes, holding his son close to him. He had so much to tell him, so many
regrets to express, so much love to give him. But he knew that words would never be
enough to fill the void that had opened up between them, the void of absence, the void of
lack of communication.

He felt helpless, powerless in the face of the depth of his mistakes, the fragility of their
relationship. He felt like he could do nothing to repair the past, to erase the wounds he
had inflicted on his son.

But he needed to tell him, he needed to express it, he needed to say it out loud, before it
was too late.

"I love you, Thomas. | love you more than anything,” he whispered, his voice trembling.

He felt his son's tears on his shoulder, the tears of a son who had suffered, who had been
hurt, but who had always loved his father.

They parted, their eyes meeting, filled with an unspeakable emotion.
"I'm okay, Dad," Thomas said, his voice still hoarse, but with a hint of hope. "I'm okay."

"I'm glad to hear that,” Arthur replied, a tentative smile spreading across his face. "I'm
glad I have you."

They looked at each other for a moment longer, then Thomas turned and left the room.
Arthur remained seated at the table, the empty coffee cup in his hands. He felt drained,
empty, but also strangely at peace. He had said what he had to say, he had expressed his
regrets, he had confessed his mistakes.

He stood up, walked to the door and went out into the garden. The sun was now high in
the sky, illuminating the trees and flowers with a golden light. He breathed deeply the
fresh morning air, the scent of cut grass and blooming flowers.

He felt free, light, as if he had rid himself of a heavy burden. He had made peace with his
past, with his mistakes, with himself. He had found peace, the peace he had so long
sought, the peace he had so desired.

He still had many things to say, many people to see, many regrets to express. But he felt
as if he had done the most important thing. He had told his son how much he loved him,

Page | 112



Sphere A.l Books

how much he regretted his mistakes. He had finally found forgiveness, the forgiveness he
had been seeking for so long.

He walked back towards the house, his heart filled with a strange serenity. He knew that
his time was short, that the end was approaching. But he was no longer afraid. He was
ready, he was at peace.

The sweet melody of the phone's ring pierced the silence of the house. Arthur, settled in
his favorite armchair, furrowed his brow. He felt like he knew the ringtone by heart, as if
he had heard it thousands of times. It brought back memories of incessant calls from his
old boss, endless negotiations, constant pressure. He remembered how he had sacrificed
his free time, his weekends, his evenings, to meet the relentless demands of his job. He
had been a slave to his ambition, a prisoner of his own success.

He stood up, the muscles in his legs stiff after hours of stillness. He walked towards the
phone, the device appearing to him like a symbol of all his mistakes, all his frustrations,
all his disappointments. He took a deep breath, composed himself, and picked up the
receiver.

"Hello," he said, his voice trembling.

"Arthur? It's Sarah,"” replied a soft, familiar voice. "l just wanted to see how you were
doing."”

"Yes, I'm fine," replied Arthur, trying to smile. But his smile was forced, artificial. He
felt like he was wearing a mask, concealing the pain that gnawed at him.

"You sound tired," said Sarah, her voice laced with concern. "You sound different."
"I don't know," replied Arthur, his throat tightening. "I feel a little strange."

"You need to rest,” said Sarah, her voice full of compassion. "You need to take care of
yourself."”

"I know," replied Arthur, tears welling up in his eyes. "I know | need to rest, but I can't
seem to do it."

"You have to try," said Sarah, her voice firm and determined. "You have to try for
yourself, for your family, for those who love you."

Arthur closed his eyes, pressing the phone against his ear. He listened to his sister's voice,
her soft and reassuring voice, reminding him of the love he had always felt for her, the
love he had always tried to hide behind a mask of coldness and distance.

"I'll try," he said, his voice trembling. "I'll try to rest, to take care of myself."”
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"I know you can do it," said Sarah, her voice full of confidence. "You're a strong man,
Arthur. You've overcome so much, you can overcome this too."

Arthur hung up the phone, his heart filled with a new determination. He needed to rest, to
take care of himself, to free himself from the weight of his mistakes, his regrets, his fears.
He needed to find inner peace, the peace he had been searching for, the peace he had so
desperately desired.

He walked to his room, lay down on his bed, and closed his eyes. He let his thoughts flow
like a river, without judgment, without resistance. He observed his emotions, his fears,
his regrets, without trying to control them, without trying to chase them away. He
accepted them, he let them be.

And, little by little, a feeling of peace seeped into him, a deep and serene peace that
washed over him like a gentle, soothing wave. He felt free, light, as if he had rid himself
of a heavy burden. He had made peace with his past, with his mistakes, with himself.

He felt like he had finally reached the end of his journey. The time loop had served its
purpose. He no longer needed to understand why he was trapped in these five hours. He
simply needed to live in the present, to savor each moment, to let himself be carried away
by the current of life.

He felt like he was finally free.

He opened his eyes, the sun setting on the horizon, painting the sky with shades of red
and orange. He got up, walked to the window, and watched the city fall asleep. He felt
like he was waking up from a long sleep, like he was born again.

He breathed deeply, the cool evening air tickling his nostrils. He felt light, free, at peace.
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Chapter 11: The Last Obstacle

Dawn broke over the horizon, washing the sky in pastel hues. The soft, rosy light crept
through the curtains of his bedroom, rousing Arthur from a restless sleep. He sat up in
bed, his mind still hazy from the night's dreams. A sense of déja vu washed over him, a
familiar feeling that had been haunting him for weeks. He was back in the loop. Again.

The weight of repetition settled upon him like a heavy blanket. Arthur sighed, feeling
trapped in this infernal cycle. He had grown accustomed to the routine, to the sensation of
reliving the same five hours over and over again. He had learned to accept the death that
awaited him, to embrace the present, to forgive himself and make peace with his past. But
one final hurdle remained, a persistent regret that refused to fade.

He rose, his legs stiff, and made his way to the window. The familiar cityscape stretched
before him, unchanging and peaceful. Yet, Arthur knew that this seeming tranquility hid
turmoil, secrets, and regrets buried deep within the hearts of its inhabitants. He had
learned to discern the city's whispers, the breaths of existence that escaped from narrow
alleys, modest homes, and towering skyscrapers.

He thought of the woman, the improbable encounter he had experienced in the park the
day before. She had appeared like a flash of lightning in his life, a bolt of beauty and
mystery that had captivated him. He had been drawn to her piercing gaze, to the depth of
her blue eyes, to the elegance of her silhouette. But their conversation had been brief,
almost incongruous, like a parenthesis in the incessant flow of his thoughts.

He wondered if she was real, if she was more than a figment of his imagination, a ghostly
apparition in his time loop. He felt a compelling need to see her again, to talk to her, to
understand what had drawn him to her.

He turned towards his dresser, his gaze falling upon the black and white portrait of his
late wife. Her smiling face, etched with gentleness and joy, stared back at him. He
remembered her kind eyes, her infectious laughter, her voice that had calmed and
reassured him. He remembered their meeting, their blossoming love, their marriage, their
shared happiness.

But he also remembered their arguments, their frustrations, their misunderstandings. He
remembered the way he had hurt her, the way he had pushed her aside for his work, for
his ambition. He remembered her sad eyes, her silence heavy with reproach, her pain that
he had ignored, that he had suppressed.
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He wondered if he had been a good husband, if he had lived up to his commitment. He
wondered if he had truly loved his wife, or if he had simply loved the idea of loving her,
the idea of possessing her, of confining her in a cage of his own making.

He took a deep breath, the cool morning air reminding him of the fragility of life. He felt
torn between two opposing poles, between the past and the present, between guilt and the
desire for redemption. He knew he had to face his regret, the pain that had been eating
away at him for years.

He left his room, his heart heavy, and descended the stairs. The silence of the house was
deafening, a silence that seemed to amplify his thoughts, his fears, his regrets. He made
his way to the kitchen, a steaming mug of coffee waiting for him on the table. He took a
gulp, the bitter coffee burning his throat.

He looked out the window, watching the passersby hurrying down the street, absorbed in
their lives, their worries, their dreams. He wondered if they were aware of the fragility of
their existence, if they were ready to face death, if they were at peace with themselves.

He felt set apart, isolated, like a ghost wandering in a world that no longer recognized
him. He felt like a stranger in his own life, a silent observer of a spectacle that no longer
belonged to him.

He sighed, bitterness overwhelming him. He was a prisoner of his own loop, of his own
regret. He was condemned to relive the same five hours over and over again, until he
found peace.

He took another sip of coffee, the bitter taste reminding him of the reality of his
existence. He had to face his past, his mistakes, his fears. He had to free himself from this
weight that prevented him from living fully, from savoring every moment, from finding
inner peace.

He stood up, his gaze determined. It was time to face the truth. It was time to find peace.

Arthur took a deep breath, the morning chill biting at his lungs. He felt like he was
waking from a nightmare, his heart pounding in his chest. The walls of his house seemed
to close in on him, suffocating him. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee, usually
comforting, only served to remind him of the emptiness of his existence. The time loop,
this endless five-hour cycle, was a prison from which he could not escape.

He had learned to accept the death that awaited him, to embrace the present, to forgive
himself, but one last obstacle stood before him. An unfinished task, a persistent regret
that gnawed at his soul: he had never truly made peace with his wife, Mary. He had spent
years blaming her for her all-consuming ambition, her absence in their life together. He
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had let his work, his thirst for success, take precedence over their love. And now, it was
too late.

He left the house, the fresh morning air giving him a brief sense of freedom. He walked
aimlessly, thoughts swirling in his mind. He remembered Mary's laughter, the sparkle in
her eyes when she told him about her dreams, her plans. He remembered the warmth of
her hand in his, the sweetness of her kisses. But he also remembered her tears, the look of
pain on her face when he told her he was going on a business trip, again.

He arrived at the park, a place that reminded him of their youth. He felt like a ghost, a
silent spectator to the life unfolding around him. Children played, couples strolled hand
in hand, dogs frolicked in the grass. He observed them, the joy and carefreeness of these
simple moments hurting him. He had spent years chasing success, losing himself in his
work, and he had missed the precious moments, the moments of happiness that build a
life.

He sat on a bench, his mind flooded with sadness. He felt lost, unable to find a way to
redeem himself, to right the wrongs of the past. He wondered if Mary would ever forgive
him, if she would accept his apologies. He wondered if she knew how much he loved her,
how much he regretted his mistakes.

He closed his eyes, the pain gripping him. He imagined Mary sitting beside him, her face
illuminated by a soft, comforting smile. He imagined her taking his hand, telling him she
understood, that she forgave him.

He opened his eyes, his heart aching. It was just an illusion, a mirage in the desert of his
regret. He was alone, facing his pain, his regrets. He had to find a way to overcome it, to
make peace with his past, to find inner peace before he died.

He stood up, feeling more determined. He had to find a way to talk to her, to tell her how
he felt, to tell her how much he loved her. He had to find a way to ask for her
forgiveness.

He headed for the bookstore, looking for a book that might help him find the right words,
to express his feelings. He scanned the shelves, his eyes fixed on the titles and covers. He
was looking for a beacon in the storm, a guide to help him navigate the troubled waters of
his regret.

He finally found a book titled "The Art of Apology". He took it, holding it in his hands
like a precious treasure. He felt a little more confident, a little more ready to face his pain,
to face his past.
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He left the bookstore, his mind filled with hope. He intended to go to the cemetery, to
Mary's grave, to talk to her. He wanted to tell her how much he loved her, how much he
regretted his mistakes. He wanted to tell her that he still loved her.

He walked, his heart pounding, the book clutched in his hands. He wasn't sure what
awaited him, but he knew he had to move forward, that he had to face his pain, that he
had to make peace with his past. He had to find inner peace before he died.

He arrived at the cemetery, the atmosphere heavy and silent. He searched for Mary's
grave, identifying it by a simple marble plaque engraved with her name. He stood before
it, looking at it, his eyes filled with tears.

He took a deep breath, composed himself, and began to speak. He told her of his love, his
regret, his pain. He apologized for his mistakes, for his absence, for his coldness. He told
her that he still loved her, that he would always love her.

He spoke for a long time, his words escaping his throat like a torrent of tears. He felt
relieved, as if he had finally released the weight of his regret. He felt at peace, finally.

He stood up, his heart filled with sadness and hope. He knew that nothing could erase the
past, that nothing could bring Mary back to life. But he also knew that he had taken an
important step, that he had found some inner peace. He had made peace with his past.

He headed for the cemetery exit, the sun setting on the horizon. He felt a little lighter, a
little more ready to face the present, to embrace the future, to find peace before he died.

The sun began its slow descent towards the horizon, painting the sky in hues of orange
and violet. Arthur, seated on a park bench, observed the scene with a strange sense of
detachment. The sound of children playing, the laughter of couples strolling, it all seemed
unreal to him, like a film on repeat. He was a prisoner of this day, of these five hours that
endlessly repeated, and the feeling of déja vu clung to him.

He had found a book on the art of apology, a guide that promised to help him express his
regrets to Marie, his late wife. But with each attempt, he hit an invisible wall. Words
failed him, as if his heart was frozen in time, unable to open itself to pain and guilt.

He had gone to the cemetery, to Marie's grave, but the words he had prepared evaporated
upon contact. He found himself unable to find the strength to speak to her, to tell her how
much he regretted his absence, his lack of attention, his coldness. He was like a timid
child, unable to face the gaze of his parent.

So, he decided to go to the bookstore, hoping to find a new book, a new guide to help him
through this ordeal. He wandered the aisles, his eyes scanning the titles and covers. He
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was looking for something that could give him a little courage, a little light in this dark
tunnel of regret.

His gaze fell upon a book titled "Forgiveness: A Journey to Inner Peace”. He took it,
holding it in his hands, his heart beating a little faster. He flipped through the pages,
reading the words in bold, the inspiring quotes, the testimonies of people who had found
peace after forgiving.

A glimmer of hope sparked within him. Maybe forgiveness wasn't just meant for others,
but also for himself. Maybe he needed to forgive himself for his mistakes, for his
absence, for his coldness towards Marie.

He bought the book, taking it with him like a talisman, a compass that could help him
find his way. He decided to go home, settle into his favorite armchair, and read. He
needed to understand, to reflect, to find inner peace before he died.

He spent hours reading, highlighting important passages, meditating on the words of the
book. He learned that forgiveness is a process, an inner journey that takes time and
patience. He learned that forgiveness does not mean forgetting, nor excusing the mistakes
of the past. Rather, it means accepting reality, letting go, and freeing oneself from pain
and anger.

He understood that forgiveness is not only meant for others, but also for oneself. He
realized that he had spent years blaming himself for his mistakes, punishing himself for
his actions. He understood that this self-flagellation served no purpose, that it only
aggravated his pain.

He decided to forgive himself, to let go, to free himself from this prison of guilt. He
closed his eyes, breathing deeply, and allowed himself to feel the peace that washed over
him. He felt light, as if he had dropped a heavy burden.

He opened his eyes, the sun setting on the horizon, painting the sky in shades of red. He
smiled, a sincere and peaceful smile. He understood that the time loop was not a curse,
but an opportunity, a chance to redeem himself, to forgive himself, and to find inner
peace.

He stood up, feeling lighter, more serene, and decided to spend his last hours with his
family. He called his son, Thomas, and suggested they have dinner together. He called his
sister, Sarah, and suggested they meet at the café to talk. He felt like he could finally live
in the present, enjoy every moment, savor the beauty of life.

He decided to no longer worry about the death that awaited him. He decided to embrace
life, with all its imperfections, all its difficulties, all its joys. He decided to live in the
present, to forgive, to love himself and to love others.
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He understood that inner peace is a precious gift, a gift that one gives oneself. He
understood that life is a journey, a journey that leads us to inner peace, a journey that
leads us to truth.

Arthur left the bookstore, the book on forgiveness clutched in his hands like a shield
against the storm of his regrets. He walked with a slow gait, thoughts swirling within his
mind. The setting sun cast long, ominous shadows across the city streets, reminding him
of the inexorable flight of time. He felt torn between the promise of inner peace offered
by the book and the heavy reality of his past.

He headed towards the cemetery, his steps hesitant as if afraid to face the truth. The
heavy silence of the place enveloped him like a shroud. The tombstones, aligned like
sleeping soldiers, seemed to whisper to him stories of lives ended, of a time that waits for
no one. He walked towards Marie's grave, his heart pounding in his chest.

He knelt before the simple headstone, his gaze falling upon the name engraved in gold
letters: Marie Dubois. His breath caught in his throat, his eyes blurring with tears. He felt
ridiculous, kneeling before a cold stone, like a child begging forgiveness from a deceased
parent. But he needed to speak, to free himself from the weight of his regrets.

“Marie," he murmured, his voice trembling. “I'm sorry. I'm so sorry for hurting you. I'm
sorry for pushing you away, for forgetting you, for replacing you with my work, with my
ambitions.”

He felt himself submerged by a wave of guilt, sadness, and regret. He spoke to her of his
mistakes, of his absence, of his lack of attention, of his insensitivity. He told her how
much he loved her, how much he had loved her, how much he regretted his actions. He
begged her forgiveness for everything he had done, for everything he hadn't done.

The words poured out of his mouth like a torrent of tears. He felt exhausted, emptied, but
also a little lighter. It was as if he had laid down a part of his burden on the headstone, as
if he had finally let the truth be spoken.

He rose, his body aching but his mind a little more serene. He turned back to Marie's
grave, eyes filled with tears, and whispered, "I love you, Marie. | will always love you."

He left the cemetery, the sun setting on the horizon, painting the sky in fiery hues. He felt
as if he had reached a turning point, crossed an important stage in his inner journey. He
had not found peace, but he had taken one more step towards understanding, towards
acceptance, towards forgiveness.

He headed home, his heart heavy but his mind clearer. He needed to rest, to reflect, to let
the truth settle within him. He needed to find inner peace before he died.
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He entered his house, the atmosphere feeling heavier than usual. The shadow of his regret
hung over every corner, every object, every memory. He went to his favorite armchair,
sank into it, the book on forgiveness within reach.

He opened the book, his eyes scanning the printed lines, the words written by others,
strangers who had found inner peace after forgiving. He searched for answers, advice,
enlightenment. He sought inner peace, the peace he had desired for so long, the peace he
needed to find before he died.

He immersed himself in the reading, the book drawing him into a whirlwind of emotions,
reflections, questions. He discovered that forgiveness is a complex process, an inner
journey that takes time, patience, understanding, and willingness. He discovered that
forgiveness is not only for others, but also for oneself.

He realized that he had spent years blaming himself for his mistakes, punishing himself
for his actions, torturing himself with guilt. He understood that this self-flagellation
served no purpose, that it only aggravated his pain, that it prevented him from moving
forward, from finding inner peace.

He decided to forgive himself, to let go, to free himself from this prison of guilt. He
closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and allowed himself to feel the peace that was slowly
enveloping him. He felt lighter, as if he had set down a heavy burden.

He opened his eyes, the sun setting on the horizon, painting the sky in fiery hues. He
smiled, a sincere and peaceful smile. He understood that the time loop was not a curse,
but an opportunity, a chance to redeem himself, to forgive himself, and to find inner
peace.

He rose, feeling lighter, more serene, and decided to spend his last hours with his family.
He called his son, Thomas, and suggested they have dinner together. He called his sister,
Sarah, and suggested they meet at the café to talk. He felt as if he could finally live in the
present, enjoy every moment, savor the beauty of life.

He decided to no longer worry about the death that awaited him. He decided to embrace
life, with all its imperfections, all its difficulties, all its joys. He decided to live in the
present, to forgive, to love himself and to love others.

He understood that inner peace is a precious gift, a gift that one gives oneself. He
understood that life is a journey, a journey that leads us to inner peace, a journey that
leads us to truth.

Arthur rose, the book on forgiveness clutched against his chest like a talisman. The sun
had set, giving way to a star-studded night. He watched the city light up, its twinkling
lights like earthly stars. He felt like a silent spectator, a privileged witness to this
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nocturnal spectacle. But a malaise washed over him, a feeling of loneliness that gnawed
at him. He was alone, surrounded by millions of people, yet unable to share his thoughts,
his regrets, his fears.

He walked towards the phone, hesitant to dial his son's number. There were so many
things he wanted to say, so many regrets he wanted to express. He wanted to tell him how
much he loved him, how proud he was of him, how sorry he was for not being more
present in his life. But he was afraid. Afraid of his reaction, afraid of his silence, afraid of
his reproaches.

He dialed the number, his heart pounding. He heard the ringing, the sharp sound that
reminded him of the urgency of their conversations, the importance of the words he was
about to utter. Thomas answered, his voice tired but acknowledging.

“Dad? Is that you?”

“Yes, Thomas. Are you alright?”

“Yeah, I’m fine. I was working. How are you?”

“I wanted to talk to you. There’s something I need to say.”
“Okay, Dad. I'm listening.”

Arthur took a deep breath, trying to find the right words.

“Thomas, I’ve made a lot of mistakes in my life. I was too focused on my career, on my
work, and I forgot what was truly important: my family, my love for you.”

He hesitated, the fear of hurting his son gnawing at him.

“I know you don’t blame me, but I blame myself. I deprived myself of precious moments,
moments of happiness, moments of sharing. And I regret it.”

A silence fell, heavy and agonizing. Arthur waited, impatient, for his son's reaction.

“Dad, I love you. I know you did your best. We can’t change the past. But we can change
the present.”

Arthur felt an immense relief. He had finally expressed his regrets; he had finally laid
down this burden.

“You're right, Thomas. I finally understand. I need to live in the present, to enjoy every
moment, to focus on what's truly important.”

“I'm glad you feel better, Dad. I love you.”
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“I love you too, my son.”

Arthur hung up the phone, his heart filled with a newfound serenity. He had taken an
important step, a step towards inner peace, a step towards reconciliation with himself and
with others.

He got up, walked to the window, and looked at the starry night. He felt like he could
finally breathe, like he was finally free. He felt like he had finally reached the end of his
journey.

The time loop was no longer a prison, but an opportunity, a chance to redeem himself, to
forgive himself and to find inner peace. He no longer needed to change the past; he
simply needed to live in the present, savor each moment, and let himself be carried by the
current of life.

He felt at peace, at last.
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Chapter 12: The End of the Loop

The alarm clock blared. Arthur's eyes flickered open, the pale morning light filtering
through the curtains. For a moment, he lay there disoriented, as if his mind had forgotten
its bearings. Then, memory came flooding back, a torrent of recollections that washed
over him. The same room, the same bed, the same walls, the same seascape painting, a
legacy from his grandfather. The same view of the city, an urban panorama stretching
towards the horizon. He was back in his temporal cell.

He sat up, muscles aching as though he had run a marathon. The sensation was familiar,
this sense of déja vu that had been his companion for weeks, months even. He could no
longer distinguish the days, the hours blurring into a relentless cycle that condemned him
to relive the last five hours of his life.

Arthur rose, walked to the window, and watched the city awaken. Cars began to stir,
lights flickered off, and life resumed its course, oblivious to his own private torment. He
felt like a spectator, a silent witness to a spectacle he could no longer access.

He tried to recall the last loop. The peace he had found, the sense of release after
confessing his regrets to Thomas, the reconciliation with his son, the joy of finally
finding inner peace. But these feelings seemed to recede, to fade with each new cycle.

The loop had taught him many things. The importance of forgiveness, the fragility of
time, the beauty of life. But it had also reminded him of the cruelty of fate, the
relentlessness of his own destiny.

"Maybe this time, I'll manage to escape,” he thought, a flicker of illusory hope sparking
in his eyes. He had tried so many times, attempted to alter the course of events, to change
his own fate. But fate, it seemed, had other plans for him.

He went to the kitchen, preparing his usual breakfast of toast and coffee. Each gesture
was mechanical, a repetition of a routine he had learned by heart. He made an effort to
savor each moment, to live in the present, as he had learned, but the shadow of the past
still loomed over him.

As he sipped his coffee, he noticed a photograph on the table, a black and white snapshot
of himself, young and smiling, alongside Marie, his departed wife. Marie's smile was
radiant, illuminating the picture like a beacon in the night.

"I loved you so much,"” he murmured, his eyes moistening. He had spent so much time
blaming himself for not giving her enough time, for not showing her enough love. But he
knew now that the past was irrevocable, that his regrets could not change things.
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He stared at the photograph, the memory of Marie washing over him like a warm wave, a
vibrant recollection that took him back to their meeting, their laughter, their dreams. He
felt both happy and sad, nostalgic and grateful.

"I must live for you, Marie," he thought, a newfound determination washing over him. "I
must live for us.”

He stood up, picked up the photograph, clutched it to his chest, and walked towards the
door. He would live these five hours, savor them, appreciate them, as if it were the last
time.

He stepped out of his house, the city sprawling before him like a concrete ocean. The sun
was shining, a ray of hope in an azure sky. But Arthur felt a shiver, a premonition he
could not ignore. He had the feeling that something was different, that this loop was
different from all the others.

He felt lighter, freer, as if a weight had been lifted from his heart. He felt like he had
reached the end of his journey, that he had found the peace he had been seeking for so
long.

"I have accepted my fate,” he thought, his eyes fixed on the horizon. "I have accepted my
death.”

He began to walk, the sun on his back, the city stretching out before him. He felt like he
had reached the summit of a mountain, watching the world spread out at his feet. He was
ready to face what awaited him, ready to accept his end.

He did not know what would happen, but he knew he was ready.

Arthur walked, the city pulsing around him like background noise. He felt like he was
sailing on a tranquil river, the events of his life passing by like landscapes on the banks.
The time loop, once a prison, had become a garden where he could harvest the fruits of
his consciousness. He had made peace with his past, with his mistakes, with his death.

He stopped at a newsstand, his gaze drawn to a headline in bold letters: "The Man Who
Conquered Time." He smiled, a hint of irony in his expression. He hadn't conquered time,
he had simply learned to live with it.

The sun warmed his face, a gentle and comforting kiss. He sat down on a bench,
breathing deeply the fresh morning air. He watched people pass by, each with their own
story, their own temporal cycle. He felt strangely detached, as if he were observing a
scene from a play.

A young woman approached, her face etched with worry. She was carrying a baby in her
arms, who was crying inconsolably.
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"Excuse me, sir," she said, her voice trembling. "My baby has a terrible stomachache. |
don't know what to do."”

Arthur stood up, drawn to her plea for help. He had always had a soft spot for children, a
particular affection for their innocence and vulnerability.

"Let me help you," he said, reaching for the baby. "I'm a doctor, I might have a solution.”

The woman looked at him, her eyes filled with gratitude. She handed him the baby, who
calmed down slightly in his arms.

Arthur examined him carefully. He felt no physical pain, but simply seemed anxious. He
rocked him gently, singing him a lullaby he had learned in his childhood.

"Maybe he just needs to be reassured,” he said to the woman. "He might be scared of
something."

The woman nodded, relieved.
"Thank you, sir," she said. "You've really helped me."
Arthur smiled. He felt like a beacon in the night, a guide for lost souls.

He continued his walk, crossing bustling streets, the city's noise enveloping him like a
protective cocoon. He stopped in a park, admiring the towering trees and colorful
flowers. He felt in harmony with the world, as if he were part of a whole.

He sat down on a bench, the view of the city stretching out before him. He watched
pigeons squabbling over breadcrumbs, children playing ball, couples walking hand in
hand.

He felt like a privileged observer, a silent witness to a life that was constantly renewing
itself.

A man approached, a backpack slung over his shoulder, a weary and disappointed air
about him. He sat down on the bench next to Arthur without a word.

Arthur looked at him, guessing his story in his tired eyes and dejected posture.

"There's no shame in feeling lost,” he said, his voice soft and comforting. "Sometimes
you have to lose your way to find your path.”

The man looked up, surprised by his words.

"You know?" he said, his voice hoarse. "l feel like I've lost everything."
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"Everyone goes through difficult times,” said Arthur. "But you have to remember that
there is always hope, even in the darkest of moments."

"You're right," the man said, a hesitant smile spreading across his lips. "Thank you, sir."

Arthur stood up, feeling filled with an inner joy. He felt like he had accomplished
something great, something that transcended his own life.

He continued his walk, his heart light and his mind at ease. He felt like he had reached a
crossroads, a moment of transition between two stages of his journey.

He headed for the bookstore where he liked to spend time, a place of refuge where he
could escape from reality. He entered the bookstore, the smell of paper and ink
enveloping him like a protective cocoon.

He made his way to the fiction section, his eyes scanning the titles and covers. He was
looking for a book that would help him understand what he was experiencing, what he
was feeling.

He found a book titled "The End of Time", a title that sent a chill down his spine. He
picked it up, leafing through it curiously.

The book spoke of the nature of time, its relativity, its fluidity. It spoke of death as a
passage, a transition to another state of consciousness.

Arthur felt drawn to this book, as if it held the answers he had been searching for for so
long. He took it, paid for it, and left the bookstore.

He headed home, the book under his arm, his heart filled with a strange feeling of
fullness. He felt like he had found a new path, a path that would lead him towards the
light.

He entered his house, leaving behind the noise of the city. He felt at peace, finally.

Arthur sank onto the sofa, his book resting on his lap. He stared at it, a nostalgic smile
gracing his lips. He had always loved to read, to escape into imaginary worlds, to lose
himself in stories that transported him far from his own reality. But for several weeks
now, reading had lost its allure. The fictional world seemed bland, unable to compete
with the intensity of his own experiences.

He opened the book, his eyes scanning the yellowed pages. The words appeared foreign,
like indecipherable symbols. He tried to focus, to let himself be carried away by the story,
but his mind wandered. He found himself thinking about Marie, her smile, her voice, her
fragrance. He remembered their meeting, a love at first sight that had turned his life
upside down. He was young, ambitious, blinded by his dreams of success. He had
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married Marie for love, but he had never managed to devote enough time, enough
attention to her. He had always preferred his work, his projects, his aspirations.

He closed the book, a wave of sadness washing over him. It was too late to repair his
mistakes, to tell her how much he loved her, how much he regretted his actions. He had
let the years slip by, the precious moments, the opportunities to show her his affection.

He rose, walked to the window, and looked at the city stretching before him, an ocean of
concrete and glass. The setting sun painted the sky with a palette of orange and purple
hues. The beauty of the spectacle left him indifferent. He saw only the solitude, the
emptiness that had gnawed at him since Marie's death.

He heard the doorbell ring. He turned, surprised. He never received visitors. Who could it
be at this hour?

He opened the door to find a middle-aged man with graying hair and piercing blue eyes.
The man looked at him, a friendly smile on his lips.

"Good evening, sir," the man said. "My name is Thomas. I'm your neighbor from across
the street. I've seen you pass by several times these past few days. | was wondering if
everything was alright.”

Arthur looked at him, disconcerted. He didn't know his neighbor. He was sure he had
crossed paths with him on the street before, but he couldn't recall his face, his voice.

"Yes, yes, everything is fine," Arthur replied hesitantly.

"I saw you reading," the man continued. "You seem passionate about it. | enjoy reading
very much as well. I was wondering if you've ever read such and such a book."

The man mentioned a title, a novel that Arthur knew well. It was a classic of Russian
literature, a book he had read years ago, a book he had enjoyed immensely.

"Yes, yes, I've read it," Arthur replied, surprised by the familiarity of the conversation.

"It's magnificent, isn't it?" the man said. "It's a book that left a deep impression on me.
I've always wondered what you thought of it."

Arthur hesitated, then decided to share his impressions. He spoke of the story, the
characters, the themes that had touched him. He let himself be carried away by the
narrative, forgetting the present moment, the strangeness of the situation.

The man listened attentively, his eyes sparkling with interest. He seemed fascinated by
Arthur's words, as if he were discovering a hidden treasure.
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"I'm delighted to hear you speak about this book," the man said, a warm smile
illuminating his face. "I'm a great admirer of this author. May | ask if you have any other
books to recommend? I'm always looking for new reads."

Arthur hesitated, then suggested a few titles, classic novels, philosophical essays,
adventure stories. He felt strangely at ease with this man, as if he had known him forever.

"Thank you, sir,” the man said, a note of gratitude in his voice. "I greatly appreciate your
recommendations. I'll go and get these books. Thank you for your time."”

The man turned to leave, but he stopped suddenly, turning back to Arthur.
"Goodbye, sir," he said, a warm smile on his lips. "Have a pleasant evening."

Arthur watched him go, a feeling of confusion and unease washing over him. He felt like
he was living a dream, a surreal scene that made no sense.

He closed the door, feeling empty, lost. He felt like he no longer knew who he was,
where he came from, where he was going.

He walked to the sofa, sat down, and looked at the book on his lap. He didn't know what
he was going to do, what he was going to read. He felt exhausted, depressed.

He closed the book, placed it on the coffee table, and stood up. He walked to the window
and watched the city light up, the twinkling lights like earthly stars.

He felt alone, lost in a labyrinth with no exit. He no longer knew where to find peace,
comfort, love.

He turned back, his eyes fixed on the book lying on the coffee table. He felt like he knew
it, like he had read it before, like he had read and reread it hundreds of times.

He felt trapped, caught in an endless time loop.
He wondered if there was a way out, a way to escape this infernal cycle.
He turned back to the window, his eyes fixed on the illuminated city.

He felt lost, but he had a feeling that something was going to change, that something was
going to happen.

Arthur rose, clutching Marie's photograph to his chest like a talisman. He gazed at her,
his eyes brimming, the ache of her absence a lightning bolt through his core. He wasn't
ready to let her go, not yet. Not before he'd spoken the words trapped within his soul, the
words he owed her.
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He walked towards the door, the city sprawling before him like a vast game board where
he was but a pawn. He felt ensnared, powerless to alter the course of events, destined to
relive the same five hours for eternity. But he couldn't give up, not until he found peace -
the peace he'd hoped the loop would bring, the peace he yearned for by redeeming
himself in Marie's eyes.

He felt like a sailor lost at sea, tossed by unforgiving waves, unable to find his bearings.
He had strayed, wandered far from his path, his destination lost in the fog. He had lost his
way, the purpose of his journey fading with each passing moment.

He crossed the street, the city's cacophony swallowing him whole. Car horns blared,
pedestrians jostled, street vendors hawked their wares. He was adrift in this maelstrom,
unable to find a landmark, a point of reference.

He arrived at a bakery, the aroma of fresh bread a comforting caress. He remembered the
Saturdays he'd buy Marie croissants, a simple gesture of love that brought him joy. He
stepped inside, the warmth and humid air enveloping him like a blanket. He looked at the
colorful pastries, the golden croissants, the mouthwatering cakes. He ordered one,
savoring each bite as if it were his last.

Leaving the bakery, he felt lighter, more at ease. He'd reconnected with a piece of
himself, a fragment of his past, a sliver of happiness.

He headed towards the park, seeking a bench where he could sit and observe life unfold.
He settled on one, watching children play, couples stroll, dogs chase each other. He felt
like a spectator, a silent observer of this human comedy.

He felt at one with the park, with nature, with the world. He felt connected to himself, his
emotions, his dreams.

He rose, revitalized, filled with renewed energy. He'd cleared a hurdle, overcome an
obstacle. He could move forward, find his way back to himself.

He walked towards the library, a sanctuary he cherished, a place to escape reality, to lose
himself in fictional realms. Inside, the scent of paper and ink transported him to another
time, another place. He felt safe, surrounded by books, knowledge, stories.

He browsed the biography section, searching for a book that might illuminate his own
life, his own story. He found one titled "Living Your Life," a phrase that resonated deep
within him like a calling.

He picked it up, curiosity piqued. He discovered tales of extraordinary lives, incredible
destinies, individuals who'd overcome obstacles, who'd found their path. He felt inspired,
motivated.
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He purchased the book and left the library, feeling stronger, more confident. He'd found a
guide, a mentor, a friend.

He headed home, the book tucked under his arm, his heart brimming with hope. He was
on the right path, finally heading in the right direction.

He entered his home, leaving the city's clamor behind. He felt at peace, at last.

He sat on the couch, the book resting on his lap. He looked at it, a smile gracing his lips.
He'd found a treasure, a treasure that would help him understand his life, understand
himself.

He opened the book, his eyes scanning the yellowed pages. The words seemed familiar,
as if he'd read them before, as if he'd lived them. He felt drawn to these stories, these
lives, these destinies. He felt connected to these people, their struggles, their triumphs.

He felt at peace, finally at peace.

Arthur settled onto the sofa, book open in his lap. As he began to read, the words wove
themselves together, spinning tales of extraordinary lives that captivated him entirely. He
discovered individuals who had overcome immeasurable trials, seemingly
insurmountable obstacles, yet they had somehow found their way, reinvented themselves,
and embraced life fully.

Each story was a mirror held up to his own life, reminding him of the strength of the
human spirit, the capacity to overcome pain, the resilience of the soul. He saw himself in
their narratives, in their struggles and triumphs, in their weaknesses and strengths. He
found himself both comforted and inspired, as if a new breath of life was coursing
through his body, as if a forgotten flame was rekindled within him.

He read late into the night, his mind absorbed by these lives lived, these challenges
conquered, these dreams achieved. An insatiable need to nourish himself with these
stories seemed to animate him, compelling him onward. He felt as though he was
reconnecting with something profound, fundamental, primal. He felt like a sailor who had
finally found his compass, a guide to navigate the tumultuous waters of his existence.

The next morning, Arthur awoke with a feeling of lightness he hadn't experienced in
weeks. He rose, went to the window, and watched the sun rise over the city. The view
was familiar, but his eyes perceived it differently. He saw life, movement, hope. He was
no longer a passive spectator, but an active participant in this magnificent spectacle.

He took a deep breath, savoring the freshness of the air, the warmth of the sun on his
skin. He felt alive, as if his body and soul had finally reconciled, as if a deep inner peace
had settled within him,
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He went down to the kitchen, his mind clear and serene. He prepared his breakfast, a
simple toast and a cup of coffee, but he savored them with a newfound joy. He perceived
the flavors with heightened intensity, as if discovering hidden nuances.

He felt like a child discovering the world, curious, amazed, ready to learn everything, to
experience everything. He felt a deep gratitude for every moment, every breath, every
heartbeat.

He left his house, the book "Living One's Life" clutched to his chest like a precious
guide. He felt as if he were armed with a new treasure, a newfound strength. He was no
longer the discouraged and despairing old man, but a man reborn, ready to face the world
with a fresh determination.

He headed towards the park, his step light and brisk. He felt like he was walking on a
cloud, as if the world was swaying in rhythm with his thoughts. He observed the people
around him, their smiles, their laughter, their conversations. He felt in harmony with
them, as if he were part of a whole, a large human family.

He sat down on a bench, breathing deeply the fresh morning air, feeling the sun warm his
face. He watched the children playing, the dogs chasing each other, the couples walking
hand in hand. He felt at peace, in harmony with the world, with himself.

He opened the book "Living One's Life" and let himself be carried away by the stories it
contained. He felt in tune with these lives, these stories, these destinies. He felt as if he
shared something profound with these people, as if their lives were an extension of his
own, as if their struggles were his own.

He felt alive, as if he had finally found his place in the world, as if he had finally found
his way. He felt ready to live each moment, to savor each instant, to enjoy each day as if
it were his last.

He felt as if he had reached a turning point, a moment of transition, a new stage in his
journey. He did not know what the future held, but he felt ready to face it. He felt ready
to live, to love, to laugh, to cry, to feel every emotion, every sensation, every experience.

He felt as if he were born again, as if a new life was being offered to him, a life filled
with hope, joy, and love. He felt free, finally free.

Arthur rose, the book "Living Your Life" clutched against his chest like a precious
talisman. He felt filled with a newfound energy, a determination he hadn't experienced in
weeks. The time loop, once a prison, had become a training ground, a place of inner
transformation. He had learned to forgive, to accept, to live in the present moment. And
now, he was ready to face the inevitable, to embrace his destiny.
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He walked through the city, the bustling streets alive with a vibrancy that now washed
over him. He felt detached, almost an observer, as if his spirit were already soaring
towards another plane. He passed unknown faces, unfinished stories, dreams in the
making, and he couldn't help but think of all the lives that intersected, brushed against
each other, met, parted, in a ceaseless ballet of encounters and disappearances.

Drawn by the aroma of freshly brewed coffee, he stopped in front of a café. He entered,
seeking a quiet corner to sit and reflect. He ordered a black coffee, bitter like life, and
settled at a table near the window. He observed the people passing by, their faces etched
with worries, joys, sorrows. He felt strangely at peace, as if the outside world could no
longer touch him, as if his soul had already reached a state of inner peace.

He looked at the book "Living Your Life" lying on the table, its pages yellowed with
time. He felt like he had read it hundreds of times, knew every word, every sentence,
every story. But he knew that each reading brought him a new perspective, a new insight,
a new understanding.

He opened the book, his eyes scanning the pages with a newfound intensity. He felt ready
to absorb every word, every thought, every experience, as if it were his last meal. He read
with hunger, with passion, with an insatiable thirst for knowledge, for wisdom, for life.

He immersed himself in the stories of these extraordinary lives, of these individuals who
had overcome adversity, who had found their way, who had lived life to the fullest. He
found himself both admiring and grateful, as if these stories offered him a precious gift, a
guide for his own journey.

He felt a deep gratitude for the time loop, for this unique experience that had allowed him
to transform himself, to reconnect with himself, to make peace with his past. He had
understood that life was a cycle, a ceaseless dance between joy and sadness, love and
loss, light and shadow.

He rose, the book closed in his hands. He felt as if he had found something precious,
something that would accompany him on his final journey. He left the cafe, the setting
sun painting the sky in flamboyant colors.

He walked towards his home, his heart filled with a profound peace. He was no longer
afraid of death, he accepted it as a natural part of the cycle of life. He had made peace
with himself, with his mistakes, with his regrets. He had finally found inner peace.

He entered his home, the silence enveloping him like a protective cocoon. He sat down
on the sofa, the book "Living Your Life" resting on his lap. He looked at it, a gentle smile
on his lips. He felt like he had reached the end of his journey, that he had found the
meaning of his life.
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He stood up, walked towards the window and looked out at the glittering city. He felt like
a privileged spectator, a silent witness to a magnificent spectacle. He felt at peace, in
harmony with the world, with himself.

He closed his eyes, breathing deeply, savoring every moment, every breath, every
heartbeat. He felt ready to leave, ready to face the unknown, ready to surrender to the
great mystery of life.

He felt like he had reached the end of his journey, that he had found the peace he had
been searching for for so long. He felt like he had finally come home.

Page | 134



