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Chapter 1: The Trumpet Is Blown
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It will not come gently.
It will not come gradually.
There will be no warning crawling across the news, no announcement people take seriously, no final moment when the world pauses to reflect. Life will be in full motion—voices overlapping, engines roaring, screens glowing, hearts distracted—when reality itself is torn apart by a sound that does not belong to this world.

The Trumpet will be blown.

It will not sound like wind or thunder. It will not echo like anything familiar. It will rip through existence itself, a blast so overwhelming that thought shatters before the ears can even process it.

Allah calls it as-Saakhkhah—the Deafening Blast.
A sound so violent it overwhelms every sense at once, a force that cannot be endured.

“But when there comes the Deafening Blast—
On the Day a man will flee from his brother,
And his mother and his father,
And his wife and his children...”

That sound will reach every living being. It will strike people asleep in their beds, lost in dreams they will never finish. It will strike drivers gripping steering wheels, pilots thousands of feet above the earth, surgeons mid-incision, imams mid-ayah. It will strike thieves in the act of stealing, worshippers standing in prayer, children laughing and playing, parents calling for their children. The sound will not discriminate.

No one will misunderstand it. Every soul will know instantly: this is the end of the world.

Conversations will die mid-sentence. Laughter will choke into silence. Phones will slip from hands. Eyes will widen in terror so raw it strips away every illusion of control.

Some will instinctively look to the sky, hoping for a miracle. Others will fall to the ground, paralyzed by fear. Some will try to run—away from what, they will not know. Parents will reach for children and fail. People will scream names that will never be answered. The confident will freeze in place. The arrogant will feel helpless for the first time.

Pregnant women will drop what they carry—not from labor, but from shock. Children will cry out, then fall silent. Animals will panic, then collapse in the streets, in forests, in fields. Birds will drop from the sky like stones. Insects will fall from the air. Even the smallest life will not escape the blast.

The heavens themselves will respond. Stars will tremble violently in their positions. The sun will lose its stability. The moon will darken. The delicate balance that has held the universe together since creation will begin to fail. Gravity, motion, and light—all will bend before the command.


“When the sun is wrapped up,
And when the stars fall, dispersing...”

The blast is not meant to frighten and pass. It is meant to end everything.


“And the Trumpet will be blown, and whoever is in the heavens and whoever is on the earth will fall dead, except whom Allah wills.”


People will collapse where they stand. Not peacefully. Not softly. Bodies will hit the ground in streets, offices, homes, and marketplaces. Some will fall face-first. Some will clutch their chests as their hearts fail under the weight of terror. Some will drop mid-step, frozen in positions that will never change. Airplanes will fall from the sky. Cars will crash without drivers. Machines will grind to uselessness. The world will not explode. It will die.

And then—silence.
Not a calm silence. A dead silence. No breath anywhere. No heartbeat. No awareness. Oceans will continue to move, but without witnesses. Cities will stand, empty. Fires will burn briefly, then fade without tending. The wind will blow across streets and deserts, but there will be no one to feel it.
Creation will be stripped of life. One by one, even the angels will be commanded to die. Mighty beings who never disobeyed Allah, who carried revelation, who recorded deeds, who struck fear into prophets—each will fall when the command reaches them. Even the Angel of Death himself will be told to die. And he will obey.

The earth will become a graveyard without graves. Bodies will lie where they fell. Streets will be filled with stillness. Homes will contain families frozen in the middle of ordinary life—meals uneaten, beds unmade, plans unfinished forever. The air will carry the echoes of terror, yet no ear remains to hear them. Silence will be absolute, oppressive, unbroken.

Death will not stop with humans. Animals will die where they stand. Herds will collapse in fields. Predators and prey will fall side by side, stripped of instinct and fear alike. Creatures of the sea will float lifeless in waters that no longer matter. Birds will litter the sky and the earth in equal silence. The natural order will no longer exist.

The jinn, beings who moved unseen, whispered, tempted, and deceived, will be silenced completely. No more influence. No more rebellion. No more deception. Their existence, once parallel and hidden, will vanish.

Then the command will reach the angels. Those beings of pure obedience, immense in size and power, who never ate, never slept, never disobeyed—each will die when Allah commands it. Jibril. Mikail. Israfil. One by one, they will fall. Imagine a universe without angels. No recording of deeds. No guardians. No messengers.

And finally, the Angel of Death himself will be commanded: Die.
And he will.
There will be no one left to take souls—because there will be no souls left to take.

The universe will exist, but it will be empty of awareness. Stars will still burn, but for no one. Planets will still orbit, but meaninglessly. Oceans will still move, but without life. No thought. No emotion. No memory. Just creation, stripped of purpose. Only Allah will remain—Allah, who was never dependent on creation and never needed it to exist.

Allah will call out, His voice reaching a universe that cannot answer:


“To whom belongs the dominion today?”


Silence will answer. No false gods will reply. No kings will claim authority. No tyrants will boast of power.

Allah will answer Himself:


“To Allah, the One, the Subduer.”


In that declaration, every lie humanity ever believed will be crushed forever.

Time will lose all meaning. Days and nights will no longer exist. There will be no waiting, no boredom, no expectation. Creation will remain suspended in a state that no human mind can comprehend—neither alive nor destroyed, held entirely by Allah’s will.

And yet, in His will alone, another command will come.
Another Trumpet will sound.
But this second blast will not bring death. It will bring something entirely different—a blast that will reshape existence in ways that the mind cannot yet imagine.
The first trumpet has ended everything. Life, awareness, motion, and even the angels themselves have fallen. Silence reigns over the universe. All that remains is Allah—the Ever-Living, the Self-Sustaining, the One who needs nothing and whom all creation depended upon.

And in that silence, in the stillness that follows the end of everything, the stage is set. The world waits, empty and lifeless, for what is to come.
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Chapter 2: Resurrection From the Graves
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The ground will not open gently.

It will tear. It will rupture. It will heave.

Those who were buried will be ripped from their graves with the speed of storms, some whole, some broken, some barely recognizable. Soil, once a cradle of rest, will become an enemy, throwing bodies into the open. Graves that were lined with flowers, prayers, and stones will no longer exist. The ground will betray all secrets.

No one will rise peacefully.

Eyes will snap open in panic.

Mouths will gasp for air that feels sharp, burning, and untrustworthy.

Hearts will pound violently, faster than life ever demanded, as if trying to escape the body.

Memory will hit like a hammer.

I died.

I’m alive again—but why?

Some will look at their hands, their faces, their scars. They will see marks of sin and deeds they thought were buried forever. Others will see bodies seemingly perfect—but they will know immediately: perfection is not comfort here.

It is exposure.

The dead will recognize one another. Family members, friends, enemies—all reunited in terror. No comfort will come from familiarity. People will look around, panic-stricken, realizing billions have been resurrected alongside them. Every generation. Every nation. Every forgotten soul will be there, in one place, exposed.

Some will try to speak.

Their tongues will fail them.

Some will scream names, clutch others, plead for reassurance—but voices will falter. Breath will not obey. The arrogant and proud, who mocked the unseen and scoffed at reminders
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