
        
            
                
            
        

    
Trajectory Earth

 

Imagine  a  rogue  planet,  1.5  times  the  size  of  Earth,  hurtling towards our solar system on a collision course aimed at our home. Scientists have detected this icy world five years before impact, granting humanity a fleeting window for evacuation. But to where can we flee? Plans are drawn up to journey to the solitary planet, but that can only happen when it draws closer.

  Our world teeters on the brink of crisis. Many perceive this as the end.  Riots  erupt,  looting  escalates,  and  demonstrations  fill  the streets,  yet  nothing  can  be  done  to  save  humanity.  Religious organisations  proliferate,  sharing  tales  of  Armageddon  and  the prophesied destruction of mankind as foretold in the Bible.
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I Am Ezukel - The meteoric god

I am Ezukel - one immortal bred,

My job is to select some dead,

The greatest tyrants I enjoy,

with the greatest size and mass to toy.

When Tyrannosaurus Rex had his say,

I blasted him and all that day,

Now man a challenge, a great desire,

To cast him slowly in a great fire.

It could have been the first of May,

When I descended to make them pay,

A crimson sky attained my hue,

The oceans heated as I spew.

I caught them all. It was a nice surprise,

And what a slaughter, till the following sunrise,

Few survivors could then have known,

My poisonous mist would stop their frown.

In desolation I laid the Earth,

For man a challenge was not yet in birth,

And had I known, would I had not,

Destroyed completely the whole great lot.

God in his great wisdom had once declared,

With no one will this universe be equally shared,

For lower mortals with power greed,

Will always try to dominate and breed.

Hence, I am sent to so entrust,

The rule of God; I think is just,

That all will learn the lesson thought,

And never again enhance their race to nought.

Victor Roche




Prologue

 

  Imagine a rogue planet, one and a half times the size of Earth, slipping out of the dark between stars and hurtling toward our solar system.  Its  trajectory is  uncertain, but  the possibility of a direct collision with our world is real enough to freeze the breath in any scientist’s throat. Astronomers detect the icy wanderer five years before potential impact — a narrow window, barely enough time to think, let alone act.

Evacuation  plans  are  drafted  in  desperation.  Humanity’s  only conceivable  refuge  is  the  rogue  planet  itself,  but  it  remains  far beyond reach until it draws closer. Every option feels like a gamble against extinction.

As  the  truth  spreads,  the  world  begins  to  fracture.  Markets collapse.  Cities  riot.  Looting  becomes  commonplace.  Protests swell into chaos as fear takes hold. Governments issue statements, but none can offer salvation. For many, this is the end.

Religious  movements  surge  overnight.  New  prophets  rise  on street  corners, proclaiming  Armageddon.  Ancient  scriptures  are invoked, warning of the final days and the fall of mankind. Some seek redemption. Others seek someone to blame.

  Humanity stands on the edge of a precipice, staring into a future that may already be lost.

However,  the  truth  is  subtler  than  one  might  imagine,  for  the rogue wanderer bears a dire message even more alarming than the impending collision, and humankind will heed this warning and prepare accordingly.




CHAPTER 1

 

Friends Meet

 

  The weather in that part of North Dakota hadn’t improved with global warming. Wrapped in her raincoat and gripping an umbrella against the wind, Sandy waited patiently for her Greyhound bus — fifteen minutes late, as usual.

  When it finally groaned to a stop, she climbed aboard, the door sliding shut behind her as she held out her ticket. Apart from an elderly gentleman sitting quietly at the back, the bus was empty. She chose a window seat, settled in,  and opened her book — a well-worn favourite  about  the  astronauts who  had  just  returned from the moon.

It  had  been  months  since  she  last  saw  her  best  friend,  Harry. She’d buried herself in revision for her upcoming exams, and he’d been swallowed by his own routine, though he always found time for football. People often called Sandy a bookworm, a nerd, a girl with her head in the stars — and they weren’t wrong.  She knew exactly what she wanted from life and would chase it with everything she had: to become the finest scientist in her field of astrophysics. If luck ever placed her on a mission beyond Earth, that  would  be  a  dream  fulfilled  —  but  her  true  passion  lay  in solving the practical challenges of living in space, from reduced gravity to sustainable food recycling.

  The bus hissed to a halt at her stop. Sandy stepped out into the damp air and headed straight for her favourite hotdog stall. The warm, irresistible scent of onions and Dijon mustard drifted toward her, and she didn’t even pretend to resist. She bought two without hesitation, slipped one into a plastic zip bag, and tucked it into her handbag for later.

  She cut through the familiar alleyway that led to Harry’s house. He was usually there practising his football, but not today. Instead, he stood in the garden with a large telescope.

  She pushed open the creaky gate and joined him.

  ‘Nice toy,’ she said.

  ‘It’s been a while,’ he replied.

  ‘Yes. Studies. What are you watching?’

  ‘Nothing special. Just adjusting the sights to a distant object. I need to mount her in the loft for a better view. Granddad got me this beauty for my birthday.’ He glanced at her hands. ‘And what are you munching on, if it’s not a hotdog?’

  Sandy opened her bag, took out the spare hotdog, broke it in half, and handed him the other piece.

  ‘Thanks! I hope you’re staying for dinner; then you can help me set her up in the loft,’ he said, already chewing.

  ‘So, you have a new girlfriend? They say two is company and three is a crowd,’ she teased.

  ‘Ah, yes. I tend to  name  and gender my equipment. I call my computer Daisy. I haven’t named this one yet.’

  ‘Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer do…’

‘I’ll  go  crazy  but  for  the  love  of  you…’  she  finished,  and  he chuckled at her playful spirit.

  They had to be careful as they manoeuvred the large eight-inch reflector tube up the stairs towards the loft ladder. He had installed a small camera rail system to effortlessly move the reflector from south to north through two loft windows, granting him a clearer view of the skies.

  The telescopic mount was a standard tripod, making it easy to fit into place on the wheeled ramp that glided along the rails from window to window.

  ‘Have you been to Red River lately?’ she asked.

  ‘Not for months,’ he replied.

  ‘Well, they've added a new wing for the juniors,’ she said.

  ‘Yeah, with the new factory and homes, I thought that school was getting a bit overcrowded,’ he responded.

  ‘I think we're done. All I need is a power cable, and we'll be ready to gaze at some planets and stars,’ he said, and she couldn't help but smile at his enthusiasm.

  The Sighting

  ‘Can I have a look?’ Sandy begged, already leaning toward the telescope.

  ‘You’ll need to adjust the eyepiece to bring the stars into focus,’ he said.

  ‘I’ve got charts of planets, galaxies, nebulae… but it takes a bit of patient programming.’

  ‘That’s so cool! I’ve always wanted to look at the stars, but this brings everything up so close.’  

  She paused, squinting.

  ‘I just saw a large object crossing the horizon near sunset. Too big for a satellite, meteor, or comet. I think it might be a planet.’ She stepped aside, gesturing for him to check.

  Harry frowned and bent to the eyepiece.  ‘You’re right. There shouldn’t be any known planet that low at this time of year.’  

  He grabbed the control pad.

  ‘Let me switch to motion sensing and see if it’s moving.’

  A few taps later, the telescope hummed into auto tracking mode.  The object was definitely moving — and moving towards the solar system.

‘Could  the  big  observatories  have  missed  this?’  Harry  asked, concern creeping into his voice.

  ‘Easily,’ Sandy said.

‘Most  of  the  large  telescopes  are  tied  up  with  scheduled programmes. Only amateurs scan the uncharted sky. And anything close to the Sun sits in a blind spot.’

  ‘Yeah… without proper filters, the Sun can fry your eyes,’ Harry muttered.

  He checked the readings again.

  ‘And this thing is big. Could be Neptune sized.’

  Sandy swallowed.

  ‘This is unreal. What do we do? It could be dangerous.’

  ‘We double check its trajectory and velocity,’ Harry said, steady as ever.

  ‘You can help with the math. Then we call my Grandad. He’ll know what to do.’

  An hour later, the numbers were clear enough to be terrifying.

  ‘It’s on course for the solar system,’ Harry said quietly.  ‘Speed: about twelve thousand miles per hour.’

  Sandy did the mental calculation.  ‘Five years until it enters the system…’

  ‘We still need more accuracy,’ Harry added.

‘The  programme  needs  another  twelve  hours  to  refine  the velocity.’

  Sandy folded her arms.

  ‘Then you’ll have to put me up. I’m not missing this for all the tea in China. Let me call mum. I don’t care if I spend the night with your computer, Daisy.’

  Harry smiled.

  ‘No need. We’ve got a spare bedroom. And I’d be happy to have you.’

  Night settled softly over the house as the telescope continued its slow, mechanical sweep across the sky. Downstairs, the familiar creaks and murmurs of Harry’s home wrapped around them like a blanket,  but  neither  of  them  felt  entirely  anchored  to  Earth anymore.

  Somewhere beyond the dark horizon, a giant stranger was drifting closer, silent and unseen by the rest of the world. Sandy glanced at Harry, her pulse quickening with a mix of fear and exhilaration. Whatever  they  had  stumbled  upon  tonight,  it  was  only  the beginning — and life, as they knew it, had already begun to shift.




CHAPTER 2

 

Final Realization

 

  Sandy left early the next morning, unable to sit still. Sleep had been impossible; the image of that faint, impossible object kept replaying in her mind. Harry’s photos were exciting, but blurry and inconclusive — the kind of thing adults dismissed with a shrug. If they wanted anyone to take them seriously, they needed a bigger telescope. A real one.

  Harry had already called his grandfather, who in turn gave him the number of his uncle, Ralf Colison — a supervisor at NASA’s Grand Forks Observatory.

  Ralf’s voice over the phone had been tight, urgent.

  ‘Email me the picture immediately. If it’s what you think it is… it could be dangerous.’

That  sentence  alone  had  been  enough  to  send  Harry’s  pulse racing.

  He called Sandy the moment he hung up. She didn’t hesitate. She was already grabbing her jacket before he finished explaining.

Sandy Returns

  ‘So Ralf saw the photos and said they’re not good enough,’ Sandy said as she stepped into Harry’s room, breathless from the rush. ‘Which means we need a bigger telescope. And the only way we’re getting one is if we go to Grand Forks, sneak in, and borrow it. I don’t know how to use those things — what buttons to press — but maybe we can find someone who does.’

  Harry shook his head. ‘Getting in isn’t possible. That place has guards everywhere.’

  ‘Sure,’ she said, ‘but they get tourists and school groups all the time. We just blend in. Act like we belong.’

‘We’ll  need  ID  cards,’  Harry  said.  ‘They  barely  look  at  them anyway. Flash them fast, walk with confidence. Worst case, they throw us out.’

  Sandy paced, thinking.’The telescope window is between seven and eight. They don’t run it then unless they’re using special filters. If we’re not careful, we could fry our eyes. So we go in during the day, hide somewhere, and wait until seven.’

  Harry stared at her. ‘That’s not tricky. That’s impossible.’

  ‘Maybe,’ she said, meeting his eyes. ‘But if we’re right about this… if that thing is real… then we don’t have a choice.’

The Fence

  Harry brought along a small wire cutter he’d borrowed from his grandfather’s shed — ‘for emergencies,’ he’d said, though they both knew exactly what kind of emergency he had in mind. When they reached the perimeter fence, they realised the best vantage point  was  on  the  other  side,  where  the  tourist  groups  were gathering.

  Sandy scanned the area. ‘No guards looking. Now.’

  Harry snipped a neat hole in the mesh, and they slipped through, brushing dust from their clothes as they merged with the crowd. A few tourists frowned at their sudden appearance, but the moment passed;  people  were  too  busy  taking  photos  and  arguing  about where the gift shop was.

Security  was  laughably  easy.  The  guards  were  deep  in conversation over a tray of pastries, barely glancing at the stream of visitors. Harry and Sandy walked through with the confidence of people who absolutely belonged there.

But  then  a  large  guard  —  broad  shouldered,  buzz  cut,  and radiating boredom — fell in beside the group, clearly assigned to shepherd them through the building.

  Sandy leaned close. ‘How are we supposed to ditch the crowd with that big guy breathing down our necks?’

  Harry didn’t miss a beat. ‘We’re diabetics. We need the toilet. Frequently. He’ll get tired of chasing us.’

  Sandy grinned. ‘Brilliant. Why didn’t I think of that?’

  They both shot their hands up.

  ‘Excuse me!’ Harry called. ‘I need the toilet urgently. Too much coffee. I’m diabetic.’

  ‘Same here!’ Sandy added. ‘Really urgent! I don’t want to pee my pants!’

  To their surprise, a third tourist raised his hand in solidarity, and the guard sighed, waving the three of them toward the rest-rooms. A row of broom cupboards lined the corridor — perfect hiding spots.

  A few minutes later, the guard returned to the group.

  ‘Where are those two kids?’ he asked.

  ‘Probably still in the toilet,’ someone replied.

  The guard frowned, ready to march back and investigate — when Harry suddenly burst out of the rest-room.

‘Sorry!  Had  to  do  a  number  two  as  well.  Really  sorry  for  the delay!’ he announced far too loudly.

Sandy  emerged  moments  later  with  the  same  excuse,  and  the guard, now thoroughly uninterested in their digestive adventures, waved them back into line.

  They waited until the tour was nearly over, then slipped away while the guard was signing off his  shift.  Visitors  were already drifting toward the exit. Perfect timing.

  They ducked into the toilets again, checked their watches, and waited.  At  exactly  7  p.m.,  they  stepped  out,  ID  cards  dangling confidently from their necks.

The  observatory  corridors  were  quieter  now.  Only  one  of  the smaller  telescopes  was  free,  but  three  operators  stood  nearby, chatting over a console.

  Sandy whispered, ‘This is it.’

  Harry nodded. ‘No turning back now.’

  They made their way confidently toward the smaller telescope.

  Sandy stepped forward, shoulders squared.  ‘Will one of you help me? We need a clearer picture of this. No one  will  take  us  seriously  with  such  a  low  resolution  image. Here—this is where we found it. It might be on a collision course with Earth. We think it’s a rogue planet. Please… we really need your help.’

  The youngest operator blinked, taken aback by her urgency.  ‘I’m Johnny, by the way. And yeah… that’s right near the setting sun. Easy to miss.’ He lowered his voice. ‘But we can’t use the scopes right now. They’re on a timer. Leave the image with me, and I’ll check it at eight when the lockout ends.’

  He took the picture gently, almost conspiratorially.

That  was  when  the  supervisor  arrived  —  heavy  boots,  blue collared overalls, and a face carved into a permanent scowl.

  ‘What are you doing here?’ he barked.

  Sandy swallowed. ‘We came in with the tourists. We’re part of our school astronomy class. We just needed a closer look.’

  ‘Well, you shouldn’t be here. Get out before I call the guards!’

  He didn’t wait. He called them anyway.

Sandy  and  Harry  bolted,  but  panic  clouded  their  sense  of direction. They turned down the wrong corridor. A shrill electronic bleep  echoed  overhead,  and  guards  seemed  to  materialise  from every doorway.

  Within moments, they were surrounded.

  They were escorted — not roughly, but firmly — to a small room on the second floor. The door shut behind them with a soft, final click.

  Tension thickened the air. Sandy paced. Harry sat rigidly, eyes fixed on the floor, mind racing for a way out.

  ‘You should tell them about your Uncle Ralf,’ Sandy whispered. ‘He might help.’

  Harry shook his head. ‘No. We stick to the tourist story. School astronomy class, wrong corridor, that’s it. Don’t mention the rogue planet.  It’ll  only  make  things  worse.  These  guys  are  two dimensional  —  they’ll  twist  anything  we  say.  Let’s  just  hope Johnny keeps his word. He seemed like one of the good ones.’

After  questioning  the  couple,  the  officers  realised  they  were merely reckless teenagers and decided to let them go. As freedom washed over them, adrenaline surged through their veins. Now, they would wait for Johnny's images before deciding on their next move.

 Outside the observatory, the night air felt colder than it should have,  as  if  the  world  itself  sensed  the  weight  of  what  they’d discovered.  Sandy  and  Harry  walked  in  silence,  their  earlier bravado drained away, replaced by a quiet, electric dread.  Somewhere inside that building, Johnny was preparing to point a real telescope at the sky — and whatever he found would either confirm their fears or shatter them entirely. For now, all they could do  was  wait,  caught  between  the  ordinary  lives  they’d  always known and the impossible truth that was slowly coming into focus.




CHAPTER 3

 

The Truth Revealed

 

Johnny  and  the  others  had  never  liked  their  domineering supervisor, but  tonight  they were grateful he’d finally left them alone. At exactly eight o’clock, Johnny followed the instructions scribbled on the back of the photo and swung the telescope toward the coordinates.

  A moment later, he froze.

  ‘Guys… come look at this!’

  The excitement in his voice cracked through the quiet dome. The others hurried over, crowding around the monitor.

  ‘It’s a bloody great big planet,’ Johnny whispered, awe and dread mixing in his throat. ‘A massive one. One and a half times the size of Earth… and it’s moving straight toward us. Twelve thousand miles per hour.’

  The room fell silent.

  No one breathed.

  Johnny snapped several images, hands trembling, then emailed the clearest one to Harry without hesitation. Within seconds, Harry showed it to Sandy.

  But as the adrenaline faded, a cold weight settled in Johnny’s stomach.

  What happens if this gets out?

  He imagined the headlines.

  The panic.

  The riots.

  The collapse of order.

  The world tearing itself apart long before the planet ever arrived.

  This wasn’t something for the public.  This wasn’t even something for the observatory.  This was the kind of discovery that went straight to the top — to the President and his inner circle.

  He turned to the others, voice low.

  ‘We keep this quiet. No one outside this room hears a word. Not until we know more.’

  They nodded, pale and shaken.

For  now,  the  truth  lay  in  the  hands  of  two  fifteen  year  old teenagers — Sandy and Harry — who had glimpsed what no one else dared to imagine.

  'You do realise that only the president and his secretary should be privy  to  this.  We  might  have  to  plan  a  trip  to  DC  during  the holidays,' Harry explained.

  'I've never been to DC. We could book a week at one of those charming bed and breakfasts. It's not too pricey,' Sandy replied.

  'Don't worry, I'll show Grandad the new picture and ask him for a loan to cover the costs. He'll agree if it means we can help save people,' Harry said.

  'And how do you plan to show the president?' she asked.

  'I won't. He's got too much security. But the secretary is more accessible. I'll just thrust it in his face and tell him that if he wants to save our world, he needs to take action,' Harry declared.

  Having discussed their holidays with their parents they were soon on their way by coach to Washington DC.

  As the coach rumbled through the night, headlights carving thin tunnels of light through the darkness, neither of them spoke much. Sandy  watched the  blur  of  passing  towns,  her  thoughts  drifting between excitement and dread. Harry clutched his backpack to his chest, the printed photo tucked safely inside, as if the weight of it could anchor him against the unknown.

  They were just two teenagers on a holiday trip — at least, that’s what the other passengers saw.

  But somewhere out there, beyond the quiet hum of the engine and the sleeping countryside, a planet was moving toward Earth with impossible  purpose.  And  the  truth  they  carried,  fragile  and unbelievable, was about to collide with the highest office in the world.

Neither  of  them  knew  it  yet,  but  this  journey  to  Washington would mark the moment everything began to change — for them, for their families, and for the entire human race.




CHAPTER 4

 

The President’s Ear

 

They  found  a  modest  motel  a  few  blocks  from  Pennsylvania Avenue,  the  kind  of  place  with  humming  air  conditioners  and faded  carpets,  but  it  was  cheap  and  close  enough  to  watch  the rhythm of power. From their window, they could see the constant flow of staffers, tourists, and security vehicles. Sandy and Harry took turns keeping watch, waiting for the moment when someone important stepped into the open.

  That moment arrived the next morning.

  The White House lawn was alive with reporters, cameras, and the usual choreography of political theatre. Microphones bristled like a forest of metal reeds. The Secretary of State, Ronold Coalsman, stood at the podium, answering a question about trade negotiations with his usual calm precision.

  Sandy felt her pulse spike.

  ‘This is it,’ she whispered.

  Before Harry could stop her, she broke from the crowd barrier and sprinted  forward.  Gasps  rippled  through  the  press  line.  Secret Service agents tensed, hands drifting toward earpieces.

  Sandy didn’t slow.

  She thrust the photo into Coalsman’s face with both hands, her voice cracking with urgency.

  ‘What are you going to do about this? It’s a rogue planet — one and a half times the size of Earth — and it’s going to hit us in five years if we do nothing! Everything you need is on the back. Get NASA  to  check.  Please…  please  do  something,  or  we’re  all doomed!’

  The world seemed to stop.

  Reporters froze mid sentence.

  Cameras swung toward her.
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