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The Wrath of Ra
                                              Chapter 1: Lost and found 

(Year: 2027, September 7th: 08:34 p.m. EST)
(NASA Satellite Control Station, Washington D.C): 
  The control room was filled with noises of tiny beeps that kept echoing on and on. A large screen at the front of the room was shown to be receiving a highly unusual number of narrowband signals. The wave-signals kept rising and falling, as if they were being fluctuated by an external force. Scientists were running around every now and then, switching controls, turning knobs around, flicking on buttons, in massive boards of circuitry that expanded infinitely. Dina smith, who was working amidst this chaos, bluntly refused to believe what her senses had just relayed to her. “Oh my…nine years ago…it can’t be,” she was lost in a raging sea of her own thoughts. At that moment, the entrance door opened again, and two people were illuminated by the dim ghastly lights suspended in the dark-grey concrete room. 
  The cold diamond-like eyes that shone in the darkness could not be mistaken for anyone but Boris Mechnikov. Facial features set firmly, matching that of the tribal Africans, he could silence the meanest of people with a fiery gaze from his venomous eyes. Bearing two PhDs each in Aerospace Engineering and Discrete Mathematics, he received a Nobel prize for his newfound theory on Astrophysics and designed the first ever satellite to land safely on Mercury.  Behind him was Harper Creed, an extremely sharp and intelligent 36-year-old man who had entered NASA on a recommendation cert from MIT for his unorthodox genius. He deduced and tackled the hardest of problems with the quirkiest of solutions, and was a father of 7-year-old Jia, whom he cherished with all his heart. 
  As Harper saw the display screens, he let out a muttered curse,” What the hell…”. Suddenly, an image flashed onto the screen, bathing the entire room and its occupants in a harsh yellow light. Dina rushed to Mechnikov and before she could utter a single word, he said in a clipped tone with brusque certainty-…
                                               

                                                      Chapter 2: Salvation 
(United Nations Headquarters; New York USA, September 8th, 05:41 a.m. EST)
  There was a total of 274 people, all representing their own nations, seated inside a massive conference room. The seats were arranged in rows of circles that expanded outwards. The ceiling and the floor appeared a dull white, reflecting the extreme tension that was hanging in the air as no one broke the deafening silence. 
Then, one of the United Nation leaders erupted in a fit of fury,” Enough! What is this? First, you call all the national leaders, bomb them with the news of an apocalypse we literally RECEIVED NO INFORMATION ON, expect us to remain cool, and DISCUSS CALMLY WHAT TO DO NOW?”, panting and gasping by the end of his tirade.
  “Ladies and gentlemen, if I haven’t made myself clear about the current situation, I will clarify everything now for those who are possibly confused. I urge you all to stay with me and understand carefully what I intend to convey. Please sir, sit down.  
      At 08:27 EST today, we re-established connection with the Parker Solar probe, which was launched nine years ago. The Parker Solar Probe was intended to touch the surface of the Sun. Unfortunately, in 2022, we lost connection with the satellite, and it floated away to the deep voids of space. Little did we know that being so close to the Sun then, the satellite got caught in its gravitational field, and thus ever since remained in orbit around the Sun. The Sun’s surface is a dynamic, constantly evolving, adapting every minute”. 
He took a deep pause, waiting for what he had just said to sink in, and continued.
“All of you may know about sunspots too, which fluctuate in size overtime. What we discovered yesterday, may be the largest active sunspot ever observed so far. With a radius of about 182,000 km, it is almost 28 times as large as planet Earth. Why haven’t we noticed this before-hand already? Two reasons, one, no such satellite has ever been in such close proximity to the sun and two, since the sunspot is covered in a dense cloud of plasma, the Solar Parker Probe was the only satellite able to detect the spike in increasing thermal signatures, From our calculations, in exactly 11 days, the sunspot will be facing Earth, and when it does, one of the greatest space disasters mankind has ever know will proceed to take its place in history,”. He averted his eyes to Dina, who took up the cue of continuing his explanation. 
“A tidal wave of high energy radiation will explode from the sunspot. A sunspot has magnetic knots that contain the thermal energy, and when it explodes, can cause the devastation comparable to that of two million nukes. It will race through the solar system, at speeds up to 22 million km/h. Increasing amounts of heat and pressure will largely be inflicted on Earth, condemning it to many weeks of scorching weather, mass flooding from the melting of polar ice caps, loss of function in nuclear plants and hydroelectric dams, and natural disasters of fatal magnitudes. In addition to that, the powerful waves of electromagnetic radiation can seep through the Earth’s atmosphere, and the second it hits an electrical circuit, the compound is fried to perfection. This is where Earth will take its largest hit, Electronics.”. She looked around at every person’s face, which was stricken with panic and agitation. A mix of small mutters and exclamations were starting to make their way up the circular rows of tables. 
“What the hell are they saying, we’re supposed to face a solar storm? Oh god,”
“No, no, this can’t be, this is not possible,”
“Great, fantastic, WHAT do we DO NOW!”
“Everyone please!” the sharp irritated voice of Boris Mechnikov thundered over the rising commotion, his eyes livid, every line in that wizened face etched with cold fury.” I know we are here for a solution, and I am not here without being able to offer a few. Everyone, trust me. Harper?” he raised his eyebrow. 
“Yes sir,” Harper obeyed. 
“Electronics have been a vital part of our life, and when the storm hits us, Earth will be crippled. Communications, satellite feedback, transport, daily electronic appliances like smartphones and power lines, digital monitoring and controlling of machines like dams and windmills, power plants, all of them will be damaged considerably as the thermo-radioactive waves tamper with the circuits. In 2012, a Geostorm was meant to hit us, and it missed, barely. Catastrophic damage to electronic systems would have been inflicted worldwide and the replacement costs range up to 2.6 trillion in the US alone. This solar storm is expected to be thrice as powerful. Long story short, to minimise the impact we all have, we must go underground for a while, literally.  Start mass evacuations in every country and guide them to underground tunnels, train bores, any inhabitable place underground”.
  “Set up enough food and basic necessities for a week. Ensure doctors, technicians and firemen are all present at every station to oversee any potential problems. We must bring our satellites into the lower Earth atmosphere orbital and cease contact with them for 2 days. Stop all transport guidelines, work on your power grids and nuclear power plants to increase their endurance against the geo storm by installing transformers and resistors to limit the current flow. This is not something to be taken lightly, ladies and gentlemen. All of us must resolve our disputes and pool in our resources if we are to survive a near extinction level event,” Harper sat down, having delivered a speech concise and to the point. 
The motion was passed, hands were shook, words were exchanged, ideas were shared. The preparation for Doomsday, or as some scientists like to call it, The Wrath of Ra (The Egyptian Sun God), had just begun. 
                                                     The Rising Force
  7 days had passed by since the world entered a predominant state of chaos and confusion. Countless riots had ravaged every country, starting to burn down the world from man’s cruelty even before the apocalypse had begun. Millions of army personnel were dispatched to numerous places all around the globe, fighting the protestors, overseeing evacuations, organising safety measures. They were preparing, rising, fighting. Harper, having taken one hell of a day’s work, plopped lifelessly onto his couch and rubbed his eyebrows, whistling out a tired sigh, having worked 16 hours straight.
  He was having an extremely uneasy feeling in his gut, as though something dreadful was about to take place, something worse than what they were already facing. They were already tackling the prospect of evacuating billions underground and to build new ones to accommodate people. Mines, underground railways, empty bores, every possible form of protection was being utilised. They had to go underground by the September 18th. There was no other way. 
  Then, his beautiful 7-year-old daughter, Jia, came running up to him, his little angel. He smiled gently at her, as she stared curiously back with her maple brown eyes. 
“Dad, I’m scared, are we gonna be alright?”
“As long as your dad’s there, fear nothing my angel, I’ll keep you safe,”
She smuggled into her father’s arms, warm with affection as usual. Her mother had passed from child labour and left behind the only close family Harper had left, and he vowed to do anything to give her a good life.  The phone rang, interrupting the nightly tranquil with a shrill tone. Dina’s voiced answered. 
“Harper, we’ve got a problem.” 
“What the- “
                                                   Fight or Flight
He carried his daughter to the car and opened the door for her. Then, he threw himself into the driver’s seat and slammed on the driver’s pedal, the rubber tires screeching on the dark asphalt. 
“DAD WHERE ARE WE GOING,” Jia wailed, overwhelmed with hysteria. 
“HANG TIGHT JIA,” and accelerated like a bolt into the streets of Washington D.C. It was the dead middle of the night. Lights had started to appear on flats, media vans were scurrying around, masses of crowds were running around frantically, not without good reason. Fire torches were thrown onto police cars and buildings, protestors razing shops down to the ground, and the outnumbered army holding a futile front against them. Jia screamed as he swerved sharply to narrowly miss a crowd of angry protestors. He blared his horn like a madman and screamed at everyone to get out of the way.  “No no NO, for the love OF GOD,” he raged within himself. HOW HAD THEY NOT SEEN IT COMING? 
  Harper was heading straight for D.C. Underground Atlas, 13 kilometres away, a certified public shelter. There was a problem though. Two of them, two huge ones. 
Number 1: Dina’s call replayed in Harper’s head,” HARPER, HARPER! We just detected an absolutely MASSIVE quake, right in the middle of the damn Sun. The tremor lasted for 109 minutes and had an estimated magnitude of 21.3.”
“DINA, SKIP THE DARN DETAILS. WHAT. IS. HAPPENING?”
“The quake caused enough energy to rupture the magnetic knots that held the sunspot’s energy. The sunspot erupted, the solar flare exploded with the force of 2 million nukes, and a Geostorm is headed straight for us, 3 days earlier than expected, at the speed of 25 million miles per hour. It’s coming Harper, it’s here, in 6 hours. My advice, get to safety, I’ll arrange the authorities to let you in with NASA’s special permit pass. Take Jia and GET, TO, SAFETY. DO YOU HEAR ME?” 
Harper swore loudly like he had never in his life and muttered a quick response to her before dashing out of the house. 
Number two: They were just about to find out. 
                                                              Do or die
  The United Nations itself had issued a statement minutes ago, urging all to take cover, and that great loss was to be expected. Not even the combined forces of every army can save mankind now. Death was imminent, extinction was possible. Harper was racing at full speed towards Alexandria, a place already set in his mind. They had spent hours searching for certified public shelters, only to find queues spanning 5 kilometres. They had already wasted hours doing so. There was 19 minutes left, till doomsday hits. No, not a public shelter, I’ve seen how it is, no way we’ll get past the crowds. He was starting to break. 
Time was short. Time was of essence. 
And then it clicked. 
 He remembered one of NASA’S private bunkers that had protected scientists from the Russian’s wrath during the Cold War. Only 407 people currently know about its existence, Harper being one of them. And one of them was located 34 kilometres away from Washington. He drifted his car a full 180 degrees and made the devil’s run for Alexandria. 
  A light amber glow flashed across the maroon sky dotted with crystals, the first rays of the sun. An unnatural heat had started to creep through the cool soothing night air, radiating an aura of cruel, blistering heat. It stuck out in the twilight, odd, uneven, just there, like it had its own dominating presence in a place of order and peace.  Harper strained on the accelerator, driving at full intensity, his eyes desperate, determined, filled with grit. He was going to make it, one way or another. He needed to save his daughter, no matter the cost. The sun was starting to rise at an extreme speed, making hours seem like minutes, minutes like seconds. It was 5:57 a.m. 
                                                     The Madman
Mechnikov gazed outside of his window and saw the bright yellow tidal wave of heat smash against Earth’s barrier. The solar wind rushed at him, decimating man and object alike. 
“How beautiful,” 
He didn’t rush to take cover. He wanted to see this, once in a millennia opportunity. Boris Mechnikov stood his ground, and he awaited death with open arms.
                                                   One last chance

Tick, tock. 8 minutes left. The waves would hit Earth. 
  11 kilometres to go. “rrRRAAAH, FASTER YOU OLD PIECE OF JUNK,” he screamed in ferocity, making his daughter recoil in fear. Cars were crowding around him, all searching for a form of shelter, aching to save their skins in any way possible. He smashed all the cars in his way, not caring about anyone in any way right now. This was global extinction, selflessness was not an important virtue in this situation. 
Tick, tock. 6 minutes left. 9 kilometres to go. 
  A huge rumbling echo came from the vast sky, as the atmosphere started to cloud up. Meteorites and ashes were crashing onto buildings, wrecking them to hell. Dust clouds catapulted all over, radiating scorching heat that burned a man to the core. The world started to turn dark with blood and dust.
Tick, tock, 4 minutes left. 6 kilometres to go. 
  The sun had risen fully, in all its tyrannic glory. Something unstoppable, deadly, having full intent to raze all of humankind to the ground. Harper gave a groan of frustration and kept going at full speed, then he saw one of Alexandria City hall’s towers peak into his line of vision. The bunker was close! 

Tick tock, 2 minutes left. 2 kilometres to go. 
He had reached the City Hall. The bunker was located below Alexandra’s Science Institute of Space Research a few blocks away. Abandoning the car, he sprinted like his life depended on it, pulling Jia along with his hand. Suddenly, a violent, ferocious torrent of wind whipped the vicinity, as a low howl could be heard echoing over the distant lands. No, not a person, it was the wind itself. Smoke hung onto the air like a veil. Lamp poles flickered and burst with sparks of fire flying. 
Tick tock, 1 minute left, 1 kilometre to go. 
  A loud whirr from a machine sliced the air like a death horn, and the world seemed to go quiet. A gigantic Boeing 747, its engines ablaze, came crashing down from the infinite sky and landed a few hundred metres away from Jia and Harper. It sent a humongous amount of rubble and fire into the air, as wreckages burst out of it and collided with surrounding buildings, leaving behind nothing. Finally, Harper saw the entrance to the Space Research Centre! The winds were getting stronger, a terrible heat was now starting to course throughout the landscape. The screams of thousands filled the skies, resonating that of a death chant. People were killing each other now to get sanctuary, their true forms finally revealed.
Tick tock, 35 seconds left, 500 metres to go.
  Harper dodged the horde of barbarians, reaching the Space Centre. He pulled furiously at the door. Locked. He slammed his shoulder through the glass and kicked the wooden door open, while feeling a distinct “SNAP” in his shoulder. Harper groaned with pain as he led his daughter through the building and down into the bunker. The lights started to flicker, the feeble “beep beep beep” ringing loudly in the unpopulated corridor. Harper’s smartphone switched off.
All the lights went off. 
The sirens stopped wailing.
No sound of a wire crackling was heard. 
Ra was here. 
Tick tock, 00:00, nowhere to run. Doomsday had begun. 
                                                            

                                                                     Aftermath
    3 days had passed by since the first wave had struck. Many parts of the world lay in ruins, buildings having crumbled to ashes, their metal frames standing as a sign of a God’s wrath unleashed. Ice caps melted, dams had broken, nuclear plants had exploded. Mankind was beyond annihilation. Floods had ravaged lands. Radioactivity had decimated cities. The survivors crawled out of their sanctuary and gazed at their once beautiful world, now just a faded memory.  They gazed at the beautiful lemon-green aurora that cloaked the entire light crimson sky, with the stars shining brightly. The little blue stubborn planet know as Earth would continue to rotate for trillions of years, unwavering, unyielding, having survived the Wrath of Ra.     
                                              -By: S M Mohamed Arshath
Word count: 2983

Reimagine our world: 
This story was written with the purpose of understanding how our people would react to a world that was going to end and how it may end up in the future if we are not cautious of our own actions, thus carrying Global Warming as a sub-theme. It is interesting to explore the countless unimaginable ways our world might take. I decided to do an apocalypse as it was enjoyable to understand how our world might end and the state it will transform into after its demise. Hope you had a good read!
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