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    To the ones who fight to make this planet 'hospitable'

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Give me a lever long enough and a fulcrum on which to place it, and I shall move the world."—Archimedes

      

    

I. Fall
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1. Fire
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The New York Times – 1972.06.05: Stockholm Declaration: First UN Conference on the Human Environment recognizes threats of pollution and resource depletion; calls for global cooperation to safeguard ecosystems.

The Independent – 1992.06.03: Rio Earth Summit: World leaders adopt UN Framework Convention on Climate Change, aiming to stabilize greenhouse gas concentrations.

NOAA – 2014.05.12: Atmospheric CO2 Hits Record High: For the first time, the monthly global average concentration of carbon dioxide in the atmosphere surpasses 400 parts per million—a level unseen for millions of years.

BBC News – 2022.07.19: Europe Shatters Temperature Records in Unprecedented Heatwave, with the UK exceeding 40°C for the first time. Wildfires rage, infrastructure buckles, and health warnings are widespread.

The Jakarta Post – 2028.02.15: Jakarta Evacuation Begins: Indonesia commences the official, phased evacuation of critical government functions from Jakarta as rising sea levels and subsidence make parts of the megacity uninhabitable.

The Siberian Times – 2039.07.20: Siberian Mega-Fires and Permafrost Thaw Unleash Carbon Bomb, fueled by extreme heat and accelerating permafrost thaw, release billions of tons of methane and CO2, triggering a severe climate feedback loop.

Reuters – 2041.06.05: Official: International scientific bodies confirm a global average sea level rise of one meter, with many coastal cities already partially abandoned or heavily reliant on failing defenses.
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2. Dissent
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2.1. Sara

The sunlit streets of Alexandria shimmered with a life both ancient and urgently modern. The air, thick with the briny tang of the Mediterranean, carried a friction of competing sounds and smells.

For Sara—barely six, a whirlwind of dark curls and insatiably curious eyes—the city was more than home. It was everything: her sprawling classroom, her boundless playground, her ever-patient muse.

One sweltering afternoon, as she stood with her grandfather near the base of the Qaitbay Citadel watching the waves crash, he pointed to a line of dark, water-stained stone just above the current reach of the spray.

“That is where the sea used to kiss the fortress before the new walls were raised. The sea is a persistent suitor, Sara. She always seeks to reclaim what was once hers.” He sighed, a sound like the receding tide.

Sara, her small hand clutching a worn sketchbook and a charcoal stick, looked from the stained stone to the new, gleaming expanse of the Horus Wall further out in the Mediterranean. She didn’t fully grasp the engineering or the politics, but she felt the tension—the city pushing out, the sea pushing back.

Her favorite perch was often a less-crowded alcove on the sleek, modern skybridge that arched gracefully behind the Bibliotheca Alexandrina. Below, the city’s ‘monstrous roads,’ as her grandfather liked to call them, pulsed with the relentless, whispering energy of electric vehicles and the occasional defiant roar of an ancient combustion engine. But up here, with the sea breeze tugging at her curls, Sara could breathe—and observe—even while carrying that faint, persistent gritty taste of desert dust.

“A city is more than bricks and mortar, Sara,” he told her. “It’s a living, breathing organism, shaped by the dreams and struggles of those who call it home.”

Sara leaned against the railing, the vastness of the Mediterranean stretching before her, its surface choppy and grey under the increasingly ominous sky.

2.2. Visions

THE GRAND READING ROOM of the Bibliotheca Alexandrina felt different in the late years of the 2050s. A subtle tension hummed beneath the surface, a shared anxiety that even the library’s climate-controlled serenity couldn’t quite dispel.

Sara, now a striking young woman of seventeen, found her concentration frequently broken. The hushed, worried tones of discussions at nearby tables often centered on the latest grim news scrolling across the library’s integrated screens:

Lake Nasser Critical: Egypt Faces Unprecedented Water & Power Crisis as Aswan Output Plummets

Another declared:

Pan-African Famine Worsens: Consecutive Rain Failures Lead to Mass Displacement

The Great Thirst in Europe, which had been a distant concern, was now a creeping reality affecting Mediterranean trade and food imports. Sara looked down at her sketchbook. She wasn't drawing the city anymore; she was sketching subterranean habitats shielded from the increasingly extreme weather choking other cities.

“They knew,” she whispered to herself one stifling afternoon. She was staring at a newsreel showing yet another failed international water-sharing treaty for the dwindling Euphrates. The diplomatic language was infuriatingly detached from the reality of parched fields and desperate people.

Her mind drifted to her grandfather’s lessons. 


The ancient engineers listened to the river; they respected the desert. We just... demand. And now the desert and the sea are demanding back, with interest.


The disillusionment that had flickered within her as a child had now solidified into a core conviction. This was brutally reinforced when she watched a public forum, grandly titled ‘Alexandria Resilient: Charting Our Coastal Future.’ A panel of city officials, university engineering professors, and corporate representatives from seawall construction firms droned on. They spoke of ‘enhanced coastal defense strategies,’ showcased new “dynamic tensor ferrocretes” for the Horus Sea Wall, and outlined stricter city-wide water rationing protocols.

An oily-haired official from the Water Authority presented a complex graph showing projected water savings from reducing residential shower times by another two minutes, his tone self-congratulatory.

Sara listened, her stomach churning. The solutions felt like flimsy, ridiculously inadequate bandages on a hemorrhaging artery. More concrete, higher walls, deeper rationing cuts—it was all reactive, all based on the arrogant assumption that their old way of life could somehow be indefinitely shored up against an increasingly hostile planet that was actively trying to shrug them off.
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3. End
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3.1. Calm

The panoramic window of the Zane apartment, thirty-seven floors above the bustling streets of Alexandria, framed a deceptive tranquility. The late sun, a hazy orange orb already beginning its descent, cast a muted, ochre light across the Mediterranean. Its waves, larger and more restless, lapped with a persistent energy against the colossal, recently reinforced Horus Sea Wall. A thin veil of dust—the vanguard of an impending khamaseen sandstorm—was already beginning to soften the city’s sharp architectural lines, a familiar irritation in these increasingly arid years.

Ibrahim Zane, his gaze fixed on the imposing structure of the seawall he had poured so much of his later career into, sipped his mint tea. The news was muted, but its last displayed image—a stark graphic illustrating the latest shrinkage of the Nile Delta’s arable land—still seemed to hover in the air. A quiet unease had settled into his features permanently these days, a constant worry that even his engineering marvels might not be enough. He prided himself on the seawall, a symbol of human defiance, yet the recent confirmation of a global two-meter sea level rise gnawed at him.

Noha, nestled in her usual plush armchair, was ostensibly reading a book, but her fingers hadn’t turned a page in half an hour. Her mind, Sara knew, was likely drawing bleak parallels between the fiction and the precarious reality of their own world. A comfortable yet heavy silence settled between them, a shared understanding that transcended the need for words.

Sara, her backpack slung over her shoulder and sketchbook tucked under her arm, paused at the doorway. Her gaze was drawn to the setting sun.

“Off to the bridge, habibti?” Noha asked, her voice soft.

“Just for a bit, Mama. Before the dust fully hits.”

Ibrahim looked up, the blue light of the screen reflecting in his tired eyes. “Be careful, habibti.”

“I will, Baba.” She offered a small smile.

The skybridge, her refuge, beckoned. Its translucent form was a promise of quiet amidst the city’s encroaching gloom—a place where she could try to sketch a future that felt increasingly impossible.



3.2. Loss

SARA SAT ON HER BENCH on the skybridge, looking serene. Below, the Bibliotheca Alexandrina shimmered, its vast glass façade reflecting the twilight through air thick with dust and the distant, searching cries of gulls. Her sketchbook lay open, a half-formed idea taking shape in the margins.

​A tremor ripped through the skybridge with a low, guttural groan. The gentle rocking snapped into a violent shudder. Her sketchbook skittered across the walkway. The bridge flexed, its translucent panels rippling until they began to crack with sharp, percussive snaps.

Around her, the few other pedestrians cried out. Emergency notifications flashed instantly across her e-paper, the flexible screen clipped to her bag vibrating with insistent, jarring alerts. Simultaneously, the city’s emergency loudspeakers, positioned along the skybridge and throughout Alexandria, crackled to life. Their synthesized voices overlapped, cutting through the growing panic:

“EARTHQUAKE DETECTED. MAGNITUDE 7.8. EPICENTER: MEDITERRANEAN RIDGE. PLEASE REMAIN CALM. SEEK SHELTER AT DESIGNATED SAFE ZONES. REPEAT...”

Sara gripped the railing, her knuckles white against the vibrating composite. Her heart hammered against the din below—a raw discord of shrieking metal, collapsing stone, and the thin, ragged shouts of people in the streets.

Buildings in her line of sight swayed precariously, their sleek facades rippling like disturbed water. She watched as a crane from the perpetual Horus Wall reinforcement project toppled slowly, majestically, into the churning harbor.

Then, as the initial violent shaking began to subside into powerful, rolling aftershocks, a new alert blared from the speakers and flashed across every screen, overriding the earthquake warnings.

“TSUNAMI WARNING! IMMEDIATE CATASTROPHIC TSUNAMI INBOUND!”

“ESTIMATED ARRIVAL: SEVEN MINUTES!”

“ALL COASTAL AREAS EVACUATE TO HIGH GROUND IMMEDIATELY! REPEAT: TSUNAMI IMPACT IN SEVEN MINUTES!”

The words hit Sara with the force of a physical blow. Below, the city erupted. The brief, practiced urgency of the earthquake response dissolved into a desperate, primal scramble for survival. The skybridge, despite its height, suddenly felt exposed.

Sara, clinging to the railing, watched in numb horror as the Mediterranean seemed to take a giant, hungry breath.

At first, it was a subtle shift along the Corniche—a strange, rapid shallowing. Then, with a speed that defied belief, the water began to retreat. Kilometers of seabed were exposed in moments: a dark, glistening expanse of sand, rock, seaweed, and the skeletal remains of ancient shipwrecks suddenly unveiled to the dust-choked air. Fishing boats moored in the Eastern Harbor were left listing, then keeling over onto the muddy bottom.

An unnatural, profound silence fell, broken only by the distant cacophony of city-wide panic—sirens, screams, crashing vehicles—and the frantic, instinctive howls of dogs fleeing inland.

***
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THE TREMORS SUBSIDED, leaving a silence thick with the dust of shattered concrete. Ibrahim, his heart a trapped bird in his chest, stumbled toward the window.

Their 37th-floor haven offered a terrifying clarity, a bird’s-eye view of the city’s broken bones. Buildings listed at grotesque angles, their facades scarred and fractured, weeping dust into the bruised sky. The streets below writhed with debris, fissures snaking through the asphalt like hungry serpents. His eyes frantically sought the skybridge where Sara liked to go. Relief, sharp and fleeting, pierced the dread as he spotted it, seemingly unscathed.

But then, he saw the horrifying void where the sea had been. Ibrahim stood frozen, ashen-faced, Noha clutching his arm. His life’s work, the Horus Sea Wall, stood exposed on the naked seabed—a colossal monument suddenly looking inadequate, almost pathetic, against the scale of what was coming.

“It wasn’t designed for this...” he whispered.

On the impossibly distant, newly created horizon, it appeared: a rising, bruised darkness that stretched from one end of the bay to the other.

***
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THE WAVE REARED ON the horizon, a colossal wall of water, its surface a dark, shimmering mirror reflecting the city’s impending doom. It advanced with terrifying grace, gathering strength, its roar a guttural sound of destruction that drowned out the city’s final gasps.

Sara watched, paralyzed by a horrifying awe, as the tsunami engulfed the coastline. Buildings, once proud giants against the sky, buckled and crumbled, their foundations ripped apart like threadbare seams. Time twisted and contorted, each second stretching into agonizing eternity while the world around her dissolved in a frenzy of motion. The air thrummed with the wave’s deep scream.

The skybridge groaned and shuddered, its steel bones straining against the onslaught. Sara clung to the railing, her breath hitching in her throat. Through the swirling chaos, she saw a cargo ship, a behemoth of steel and iron, lifted and carried like a toy by the relentless current. Its hull scraped against the buildings lining the Corniche with a sound like a thousand car crashes.

The cacophony overwhelmed her: the grinding of metal, the splintering of wood, the shattering of glass, all woven into the deafening roar of the water. But beneath the terror, a primal instinct surged within her: Survive.

The loudspeaker crackled one final time, its message swallowed by the din.

“EVACUATE IMMEDIATELY. SEEK...”

The voice fractured, cut short by a sudden silence as the city plunged into darkness.

***
[image: ]


THE WIND WHIPPED SARA’S hair across her face, stinging her eyes with a spray of saltwater and sand. Below, the once-familiar streets of Alexandria were a churning maelstrom, swallowed by the relentless surge. Buildings crumbled like sandcastles, their facades ripped away, their innards spewing out into the raging torrent. The screams of those caught in the deluge were swallowed by the roar of the water.

Sara felt a tremor of fear course through her. The bridge vibrated with the force of the water surging against its supports.

“Do you think it will hold?” a trembling voice broke through the roar.

Sara turned to see an elderly woman huddled beside her, her eyes wide with terror.

“It has to,” Sara replied, her voice level despite the tremor in her own heart.

Even as she spoke, doubt gnawed at her. The skybridge, like the Horus barriers, was built for a world where the sea rose gradually, not for the sudden, violent upheaval of a tsunami.

A commotion erupted further down the bridge. Sara craned her neck to see a group of people hauling a figure up from the churning water below. A fisherman, his face pale and etched with shock, clung to a makeshift rope fashioned from a fire hose, his weathered hands raw and bleeding.

“He was caught under the bridge,” a young man explained, his voice breathless. “His boat capsized.”

The fisherman, wrapped in a blanket taken from an emergency kit within the skybridge, coughed and sputtered, his eyes darting in confusion. “My boat... my nets...” he mumbled, his voice hoarse.

“Gone,” a woman said gently, her hand resting on his shoulder. “It’s all gone.”

The fisherman’s eyes filled with tears—a raw expression of grief that mirrored the devastation around them. Sara’s eyes were fixed on him in shock, her own anxieties about her family’s fate amplified by the shared sense of loss.

***
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THE RELENTLESS SURGE of the tsunami continued its assault for what felt like an eternity. As darkness enveloped the city, the skybridge, illuminated by the soft glow of its battery-powered emergency lamps, became an isolated island in a sea of devastation. The cityscape had vanished, replaced by an inky void punctuated by the flickering flames of distant fires.

The air, heavy with the smell of smoke, carried the mournful cries of seagulls and the distant crackle of collapsing structures. The cold, amplified by the relentless wind and the absence of the moon’s comforting glow, seeped into Sara’s bones.

The elderly woman huddled beside Sara shivered, yet a kind smile never left her face as she spoke. “Ah, my dear,” she began, her voice a raspy whisper, “even the mighty Romans could not withstand the inexorable march of time. Nature will always reclaim what is hers.”

Sara, her gaze fixed on the dancing flames reflected in the water below, nodded silently. The woman’s words echoed the sentiments of her grandfather.

“I remember the stories,” the woman continued, her voice gaining strength, “of the great Ziggurats of Mesopotamia, reaching for the heavens, only to crumble into dust. Civilizations rise and fall, child. It is the way of things.”

Sara felt a pang of loss that transcended her personal grief. The tsunami had not only claimed lives and homes; it had erased a part of human history.

“But we rebuild,” Sara said, her voice firm despite the tremor in her heart. “We always rebuild.”

The old woman’s smile widened, a flicker of hope in her weary eyes. “Indeed, child. We rebuild. But perhaps this time, we will learn from the past and build with wisdom and respect, not with arrogance and greed.”

Sara, sensing the woman’s attempt to distract her, leaned closer. “Tell me more about the Ziggurats,” she requested. “What were they like?”

The old woman, pleased to share her knowledge, launched into a detailed description of the ancient structures. Sara listened intently, her mind momentarily escaping the grim reality of their situation.

***
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THE FISHERMAN’S RAGGED gasps tore through the hushed quiet of the skybridge, each inhale a struggle, each exhale a whisper closer to silence. A young woman knelt beside him, her face ashen, her hands hovering helplessly over the blood-soaked blanket that swaddled his torso.

“Someone, help him!” she cried, her voice raw with panic. “Please, he’s dying!”

A man with kind eyes and a tremor in his voice knelt beside her. “There’s nothing we can do,” he murmured, his gaze flickering toward the churning water below. “No one here is a doctor.”

“We can’t just let him die!” the young woman sobbed, tears tracing paths through the grime on her cheeks.

An older man stepped forward. “Calm yourself, child,” he said, his voice firm but gentle
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3.3. Relief
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‘Kalimat Haq’ (A Word of Truth)
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