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Science Art, often abbreviated as Sci Art, is a contemporary form of artistic expression that focuses on visually representing scientific methods and theories. Although the term may feel modern, the practice itself has deep historical roots. In earlier times, scientists who struggled to visually communicate their ideas frequently collaborated with artists—primarily designers—to create sketches of experiments or projects. These visual aids helped clarify complex scientific concepts for readers of their publications.

Today, the role of artists has evolved beyond merely assisting scientists in visualizing their work. Many artists now reinterpret well-established scientific ideas, transforming them into original, science-inspired artworks. This innovative genre is recognized as Science Art, or Sci Art.

Inspired by these compelling artworks and driven by my passion for storytelling—both fiction and nonfiction—I conceived the idea of blending scientific and artistic disciplines to craft narratives. This short story, titled "Beneath the Surface," and the fifth installment in the "Sci Art Show" series, is a direct result of that creative fusion. I hope you find enjoyment in these stories.
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Beneath the Surface
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My name is Jigyasa, but everyone calls me Jigna. I was born exactly 27 years ago on a small island in the Sri Lankan archipelago.

But the rising seas and relentless floods made our home unlivable. Like thousands of others, my family was forced to flee—our island swallowed by the waves forever.

We first moved inland, to the heart of Sri Lanka. Then, when I was just two, my father—a man chasing new beginnings—landed a job in Mumbai, India. That’s where we rebuilt our lives.

My mother never recovered from leaving the island. The stress of the city, the weight of homesickness, and the constant fear of losing everything took its toll. One night, she fell ill with pneumonia. A few days later, she was gone. My father never truly recovered. For many years, he kept her things locked away in his study cupboard, untouched.

I was too young to grasp what it meant to lose a mother. I was only three.

School taught me what it meant to grow up with just one parent—a father who loved me, perhaps more than anything, but who never seemed to know how to show it. By then, climate change was tightening its grip on the city. As the chief architect, he was always needed, always working, always gone. His reputation, his livelihood, his survival in this harsh new world depended on it.

So I spent most of my childhood alone.

Don’t mistake me—I know he loved me. But love, like architecture, isn’t always built to last.

Instead, it was our nanny who filled the gaps. She made sure I wanted for nothing. Not warmth. Not care. Not a childhood, though it was far from ordinary.

My father was a brilliant architect, but money was always tight. He poured his earnings into new equipment, business trips, and a reputation he had to earn again in this unfamiliar land. A reputation built on sweat, discipline, and the unspoken fear of not belonging.

Childhood, for me, was a paradox. Carefree on the surface, but shadowed by a world that was crumbling. The droughts came first—long, suffocating, and endless. Then the summers grew unbearably hot, only to explode into hurricanes, floods, and the collapse of everything we had built. Not just buildings. Lives.

I was twelve, finishing primary school, when the television flashed a news report: forty thousand people dead in a single day, swept away by a tsunami in Bangladesh. My father knew the cost of such disasters all too well.

After that, he grew stricter. The city’s unpredictability had become a threat. He forbade me from playing outside, from wandering too far, from trusting the sky.

But the sky, as it turned out, could not be trusted.

One evening, I was walking home from the city center, thrilled about a school party being planned in our apartment. The rain started suddenly—just a downpour, thunder rumbling in the distance. Nothing unusual.

Or so I thought.

June 10, 2050. One hour after midnight. The rain that had started as a drizzle soon swelled into a monsoon storm.

At first, we thought it would pass—just another downpour, a temporary surge of nature’s fury. But this storm didn’t relent. Not in five days. Not in a week.

When it finally subsided, the damage was catastrophic. Buildings collapsed like sandcastles. Vehicles were tossed aside like toys, crushed under fallen trees and shattered poles. Forests and parks were reduced to splinters. Roads and bridges? Gone. The city’s infrastructure, shredded. The entire system—slow, unprepared, and overwhelmed—had failed.

But the worst wasn’t the destruction. It was the lives lost.

This storm, unprecedented in Mumbai’s history, claimed over a million lives. A million. The catastrophe wasn’t just a local tragedy; it marked one of the darkest chapters in modern history, not just for India, but for the world.

Ten million more were injured or left homeless. The true toll? No one would ever know.

The city froze. Nothing worked. Hospitals overflowed. Makeshift shelters became lifelines. Millions fled, but millions more were trapped—hungry, thirsty, and desperate. The water supply was poisoned. Cholera spread like wildfire. The air itself felt toxic.

Schools? Closed. My school? A ghost of what it once was. I spent my days in a shelter, surrounded by neighbors and friends, waiting for a miracle that never came.

And my father? He was everywhere but with me. As one of the city’s chief architects, he was tasked with the impossible: rebuilding a city that had already lost its future. The work was slow. Painfully slow. And with every passing day, more people left, searching for safety in a world where safe places were vanishing.

Then the government made its decision.

No more rebuilding.

The city was to be abandoned. Resources were gone. The millions still clinging to the wreckage were ordered to leave—now.

But we didn’t.

I stayed. At least for a while longer.

Then, one day, the time came for relocation.

But we weren’t all going the same way.

I and a handful of others were loaded into trucks and taken to the underground shelters outside the city. Where the rest were sent? No one told us.

I found out later—not from my father, but from his colleagues—that the city government had been quietly preparing for this for years. A decade earlier, while climate disasters ravaged the surface, the council had envisioned a desperate solution: entire neighborhoods buried beneath the hills, designed to shield us from floods, storms, and the relentless fury of a world collapsing above.

We were to live underground now.

The transition was brutal. Life in the depths was desolate, monotonous. I struggled to accept it. Venturing outside became rare—almost forbidden. Sunlight? A fading memory. My skin grew pallid, my eyes strained against the artificial glow of the underground city.

By the time I graduated in the summer of 2053, New Mumbai had transformed into a sprawling subterranean metropolis. It had its own metro, private railways connecting us to other underground hubs, and even corridors leading to smaller settlements born from the same climate catastrophes.

We knew nothing of the surface. The media? Silent. Censored. Rumors swirled that the world above was a wasteland—drowned by floods, scorched by droughts, reduced to rubble. The underground grew, swallowing more refugees, but not all. Many were denied permits, trapped in a bureaucratic nightmare. Workers whose families still clung to the surface rioted. Strikes erupted. The underground was a sanctuary, but only for the privileged.

My father had softened. The relentless stress of the past years had eased, though his workload at the firm only intensified. It was good for us. For our relationship. And, in time, he found peace with my mother’s death. There was no grave to visit—just an urn on a shelf in his study, her remains cremated in 2038, when the surface was still accessible. Now, her memory lived in a cabinet above his desk.

That summer, I turned eighteen.

Time to choose my path. My future. The university I’d attend.

There was only one option: the underground university. Money was tight, priorities clear. One institution, crammed with everything—science, art, religion, sports, culture—all under one roof. Our university wasn’t a hall of learning; it was a repurposed shelter, functional but bleak.

My father wanted me to study architecture—to inherit his legacy, to rebuild the world above one day. I wanted something else. I wanted to honor my mother’s memory. To be a designer, like her.

We compromised. I’d study design, specializing in architectural photography. A fusion of his dreams and her influence.

The studies were grueling. The air stale, the lighting artificial, the water tainted by polluted groundwater seeping in from the floods above. The walls felt like they were closing in.

And then there was the food.

We who live in these parts have learned to eat—to survive—on spicy, pungent meals, the kind that burns your tongue but warms your insides. Yet even that was a luxury. The underground city was built on concrete, steel, and ceramic. No soil. No real farms. Just hydroponic vats, fed by water that was often tainted, its purity sacrificed to the demands of survival. The taste was flat. The quality, questionable. Our student diets were a shadow of what food once was.

But I survived.

Student life was monotonous, suffocating. So, sometimes, we broke the rules—just to feel alive. The elders, of course, disapproved. Parents. Professors. They wanted us docile, obedient, locked in classrooms like cogs in a broken machine.

One afternoon, after a particularly dull lecture, my friend Aarohi and I ducked into the subway, heading south to a neighborhood infamous for its underground raves. We needed to escape—if only for a few hours. To forget the monotony. To pretend, just for a night, that the world above wasn’t a ruin and
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