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Chapter 1: 1he Sl<:y Bleeds Stars
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The Nairobi night usually hummed with the distant thrum of traffic and the closer chirps of crickets. But on this particular evening, an eerie silence had fallen, thick and suffocating, as if the city itself held its breath. Mwangi sat on the small, worn couch in his living room, a lukewarm cup of chai forgotten on the coffee table beside him. His gaze was fixed not on the flickering television screen, where frantic news anchors spoke in hushed, speculative tones, but out the window, at the sky.




It had started subtly, a mere week ago. Astronomers had initially dismissed it as a rare meteor shower, an unprecedented celestial display. But then the meteors hadn't stopped. They had intensified, becoming less like sparkling dust and more like fiery tears, streaking across the velvet blackness, leaving behind trails of an unsettling, phosphorescent green. Tonight, the phenomenon had reached its zenith. The sky wasn't just adorned; it was weeping fire. Reports of small, localized impacts were coming in, though surprisingly, with minimal damage - as if the celestial objects dissolved upon contact with the atmosphere, leaving only a fine, glittering ash.




His wife, Adina, a woman whose calm demeanor usually anchored him, now wrung her hands by the window, her eyes wide with a fear Mwangi rarely saw. "Mwangi, what is happening? The news... they have no answers. They just keep showing the sky, like it's a spectacle, but I feel... I feel something else." Her voice was a low tremor. Mwangi, a man of quiet faith, a graphic designer by trade, felt the same unease prickling his skin. He'd always considered himself a practical man, a believer, yes, but one who kept his feet firmly on the ground, even as his heart aspired to heaven. Prophecy, end times - those were topics for Sunday sermons, not for his Tuesday evening reality.
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Chapter 2: Whispers of the Apocalypse
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The celestial spectacle continued for another three days, gradually subsiding, leaving behind an atmosphere thick with dust and an even thicker layer of global anxiety. Governments issued calming statements that sounded increasingly hollow. Scientists offered theories ranging from uncharted cometary debris to a new kind of atmospheric ionization, none of which truly explained the sustained, organized descent of the glowing fragments. The world was on edge, a collective tremor running through humanity.




In the small house church in Kileleshwa, where Mwangi and Adina gathered with about twenty other believers, the discussion was anything but calm. Elder Jide, a man whose wisdom was as deep as his wrinkles, paced slowly before the group, his hands clasped behind his back. "My brothers and sisters," he began, his voice surprisingly steady despite the gravity of his words, "the world sees a phenomenon. But we, we see a sign. A trumpet call.11




Nodding heads met his gaze. Brother Kenji, a retired teacher, pulled out a well-worn Bible, its pages thin from years of study. "Revelation, chapter eight," he read, his voice clear. '"The first angel sounded, and there followed hail and fire mingled with blood, and they were cast upon the earth: and the third part of trees was burnt up, and all green grass was burnt up.' Could this be it, Elder? This fire from the sky?" A ripple of murmurs went through the room. Mwangi felt a cold knot tighten in his stomach. He had heard these scriptures before, but they had always felt distant, metaphorical. Now, the fiery trails still lingered in his mind's eye, disturbingly literal. He watched the faces around him, a mixture of fear and a strange, dawning comprehension. This wasn't just a discussion; it was a realization. Page 4
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Chapter 3: 1he Seer's Warning
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Sister Ruth, a quiet woman with eyes that seemed to hold ancient knowledge, rarely spoke during their gatherings. But when she did, everyone listened. Today, her voice was low, almost a whisper, yet it commanded attention over the hushed conversations. 11The heavens are not merely bleeding, brothers and sisters. They are speaking. And the earth is listening, even if it does not understand.11 She paused, her gaze sweeping over the group, lingering for a moment on Mwangi.




11For too long, we have lived in comfort, believing the return of our Lord was a distant promise, a story for the future. But the future is now. The signs are here, and they will only intensify.11 Her words sent a shiver down Mwangi1s spine. He admired Ruth1s deep faith, but he also found it unsettlingly intense. He preferred his spirituality gentle, personal, not public and apocalyptic. The idea of global persecution, of having to defend his faith with more than just words, was daunting, almost repellent.




Elder Jide picked up where Ruth left off. 110ur walk with Christ, from this day forward, cannot be passive. It must be active, urgent. We are called to be watchmen, to spread the Good News before the night fully descends.11 He looked directly at Mwangi. 11Mwangi, your gifts of organization, your ability to connect with people - these will be needed. More than you know.11 Mwangi swallowed hard. He felt a sudden, heavy weight settle on his shoulders, a weight he wasn•t sure he was ready to carry. Leadership was for others, for the strong, for the unshakeable.

He was just Mwangi, a graphic designer who sometimes struggled to finish his daily Bible reading.
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Chapter 4: Chaos Descends
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The initial astronomical phenomena, which the global media had dubbed the 1Starfall,' faded into a lingering memory, replaced by a new, more tangible crisis. Economic markets, already shaky from the uncertainty, plummeted into a freefall. Major cities reported widespread power outages, not from natural disaster, but from what seemed to be coordinated cyberattacks. Infrastructure crumbled. The carefully constructed edifice of modern society began to crack.




Governments, desperate to restore order and stem the rising tide of fear, implemented drastic measures. Emergency laws were enacted, curfews imposed, and freedom of movement restricted. The internet, once a bastion of free information, became a tool for state control, censoring dissenting voices and promoting a narrative of 1global unity in the face of crisis.' The news spoke of a new global alliance, a •world Unity Authority,' forming to guide humanity through these unprecedented times.




Adina, her face drawn with worry, watched the news reports alongside Mwangi. 11They're saying we need to unite, to put aside our differences for the common good," she whispered, her voice barely audible. 11But what about our faith? What about those who won1t conform?11 Mwangi had no answer. He saw the subtle shift, the insidious erosion of freedoms, the growing demand for absolute conformity. It wasn•t overt persecution yet, but the seeds were being sown. He thought of Elder Jide1s words, of Sister Ruth1s prophecy. The world was indeed listening, but it was listening to a different song, a siren call of false
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