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Description 

The sky was no longer what it used to be.
Before dawn, when the world still hovered between dream and awakening, a pale shimmer spread across the horizon—neither gold nor silver, but something uncertain, as if the heavens were reconsidering their own design. The breeze carried the scent of damp earth and distant tea stalls, the soft crackle of frying snacks blending with the faint chime of bicycle bells. It was the sound of life beginning, fragile and familiar, beneath a sky that suddenly felt foreign.
Rudra stood on the balcony, his eyes tracing the edge of the world where the first light broke. Ten years ago, that same light had kissed the crown of the old coconut tree with precision; today, it slipped slightly to the left—less than a degree, but enough to disturb the symmetry of existence. The universe, it seemed, had tilted by an invisible hand.

He felt the chill of unease ripple through him. Time itself appeared to have drifted, like a clock whose heartbeat faltered by a second yet foretold the end of order. The shifting sunlight no longer marked morning—it whispered a question. Each ray seemed to hesitate, as if the sun were uncertain of where to rise, or whether it should rise at all.

And in that fragile moment, Rudra understood that something vast was stirring beyond human reach—a tremor in the fabric of the cosmos, echoing quietly through the rhythm of his pulse. Beneath the infinite silence of the stars, he felt how small, how heartbreakingly temporary, humanity truly was
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Chapter 1 – The Unfamiliar Dawn
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Rudra woke up before dawn. This time of day in the small town was always his favourite—when everything was still dark, and the soft chirping of birds could be heard in the distance. His room was cluttered with stacks of books and notebooks; maps, telescope lenses, and old astronomical journals were scattered across the table. He often woke up in the middle of the night to write notes, measure the position of stars, and then fall asleep with tired eyes.

Today was no different. Yet, this morning felt strange. The light peeking through the window seemed unfamiliar. His clock read ten past five in the morning. Every day at this time, he would stand on the balcony and look towards the eastern sky. The town’s bustle hadn’t started yet, only the faint breeze coming over the distant hills and the gurgle of the river.

Rudra went out to the balcony. His eyes searched the sky. The sun hadn't fully risen, but the first light was clear. He whispered, "The angle of the light seems to have shifted today..."

He remembered that ten years ago, at the very same time, on this same day, the first ray of sun would hit the very top of the coconut tree in front of his balcony. Today, however, the ray was falling slightly to the left. Maybe less than a degree—but for an astronomer like him, that was significant.

Initially, he thought it might be his eyes playing tricks. A newly-awoken mind wasn't always perfectly precise. But an unease began to build up inside him. Rudra was not just a casual observer; he had been recording these moments for years. He had notes, photographs, and even several video recordings.

He quickly went back inside and opened his old notebook. Page after page was filled with dates, times, and the sun’s position. It looked almost like a diary. It clearly showed that the sun's position ten years ago was different from what it was now.

Rudra removed his spectacles and rubbed his eyes. A sudden discomfort began to knot in his chest. “Is this just the natural effect of the Earth's rotation? Or is there something more?” he thought to himself.

The unease in Rudra's chest slowly spread through his veins. He knew that the sun’s apparent position changes slightly over time due to the Earth's axial precession, nutation, or subtle variations in its orbit. But according to his calculations, this change should not happen so rapidly. It takes thousands of years for any noticeable effect. Yet, here he was seeing the sunlight fall in an entirely different spot within a span of ten years.

He went back to the balcony and brought his small telescope. Although the sun hadn't fully risen, it was possible to measure the angle of the first light. He carefully began writing notes—date, time, the degree of the angle. While recording everything, he suddenly remembered a discussion he had with his colleague, Ananya, last year.

Ananya was his classmate, now a researcher at a university. Rudra had once joked, “Ananya, if the sun starts shifting its position, we'll have to create a whole new calendar.” Ananya had laughed and replied, “Then we can start a new era!”

But now that he was truly observing the sun’s shifting position, the joke felt more like a fear.

He sat at his table and took out the old photographs. In each picture, the sun’s position was marked on the same day in different years. Slowly, his hand started to tremble. The difference in the photos was clearly visible. The angle of the light was moving year by year, not regularly, but somewhat faster than expected.

Rudra’s throat went dry. If the sun's position was truly changing, the consequences could be disastrous. The monsoon patterns would change, crop yields would be unpredictable, and the climate would become unstable. People might not notice immediately, but within a decade, it could turn into a global catastrophe.

He quietly looked at the clock. It was past six in the morning. People had started coming out onto the street. The smell of fried snacks wafted from the distant tea stall, and bicycle bells were ringing. Yet, everything felt unfamiliar to Rudra. It was as if he was standing in a different time, a different reality.

“No, just my observation is not enough. I must gather proof.” he told himself.

He picked up the phone from the table. As he searched for Ananya’s number, he paused. Calling her so early might annoy her. Yet, scientific curiosity wouldn't let him stop. The phone rang. After a few rings, Ananya answered in a sleepy voice—

“Hello? Rudra? Why are you calling so early?”

Rudra’s voice was tense with excitement, “Ananya, do you remember our joke about the sun's position? This morning, I actually saw something strange. The sunlight isn't falling in its normal place. I have records. Can you come over this afternoon?”

There was a moment of silence on the other end, and then Ananya’s voice sharpened, “Rudra, you aren't imagining things again, are you? Anyway, I'll come this afternoon. Let's see what you’ve found.”

Rudra put the phone down and took a deep breath. A mix of panic and excitement surged in his chest. He knew that if this observation was true, humanity was standing on the brink of a new chapter.

The afternoon light was slowly beginning to soften. Rudra had been restless all day—waiting for Ananya to arrive, waiting to show her everything. His table was now covered with notebooks, charts, photographs, and several measurement papers. The small telescope stood on the balcony.

When the doorbell rang, Rudra rushed to open the door.

Ananya stood there—her hair slightly disheveled, a hint of tiredness in her eyes, but curiosity evident.

“What’s going on? You sounded so agitated on the phone.”

Rudra didn’t reply but led her straight to the balcony.

“Look, stand right here. This is where I saw the first sunlight this morning. But... the angle has changed. And look at these pictures.”

Ananya took the photos. A glint of suspicion was in her eyes. She silently went through the pictures for a few minutes, then said,

“Hmm, there is a difference. But couldn't it be a camera error? Lens angle changes can cause this effect.”

Rudra immediately replied,

“No, I've taken the photos from the exact same spot, at the same time, every time. And it's not just the photos, I've manually measured the angles. Look at this chart.”

He opened a stack of notebook pages. Each page had the date, time, degree, and observation details. Ananya stood silently for a while. Then she leaned against the balcony railing and looked outside. The sun was setting in the western sky.

“Rudra, you know that due to the Earth's axial precession or nutation, the sun's apparent position changes slightly over thousands of years.”

Rudra shook his head.

“Yes, but the difference I’m seeing is not over thousands of years—it’s within ten years. That is highly abnormal!”

Ananya took a deep breath.

“There’s one possibility. Perhaps there are small gravitational influences affecting the Earth’s rotational orbit. Like an unknown asteroid, or some changes within the sun itself.”

Rudra’s voice trembled with excitement,

“If that's the case, the cycle of seasons will collapse. Two months of summer will shift to a different month. Agriculture, climate, people—everything will be thrown into chaos.”

Their words hung heavy in the silence of the balcony. Children were playing in the distance, shopkeepers were calling out to customers—everything seemed normal. Yet, the two of them knew that this slight difference could be a terrifying omen for the future of Earth.

Ananya pulled up a chair and sat down.

“We need to verify this observation. You and I aren't enough. We need to inform more experts. But...” she paused, a thoughtful look in her eyes.

“But what if we’re wrong? Then everyone will laugh at us.”

Rudra said calmly,

“Science does not fear being proven wrong. I don't want this evidence to remain locked in my notebook. If we truly are correct, it’s vital to send a warning to humanity.”

Ananya looked at him. Rudra’s resolve was clear in his eyes. She realised this wasn't his friend's madness—but a deep scientific inquiry.

The two began to plan. The first step—to create a unified observation project. They decided that for the next few weeks, they would measure the sun's angle every morning, take photographs, and preserve the data using scientific methods. Then, they would send the results to the astronomical community.

The evening darkness was descending. Suddenly, the electricity went out. A deep silence fell over the balcony. Innumerable stars emerged in the sky. Ananya looked up at the heavens and said,

“Rudra, you know, we might be standing at a turning point in history. Perhaps hundreds of years from now, people will say—these two young individuals were the first to understand the mystery of the sun’s change.”

Rudra smiled and shook his head,

“Then let history write about us accurately.”

Ananya returned home quite late that night. Before leaving, she said—

“I’ll be back tomorrow morning. Be prepared. We need to take daily records. One day’s observation won't be enough to convince anyone.”

Rudra nodded. After the door closed, he suddenly felt the surrounding silence enveloping him. The room was dark, and the scattered papers on the table seemed unusually striking.

He sat at the table and opened his notebook again. The numbers written on the pages seemed to tremble and scream—something is changing, something abnormal is happening...

Rudra took a deep breath and looked at the telescope. Although it was night, the sky was full of stars. He habitually measured the position of Mars, and noted the data of the moon’s orbit. Everything seemed normal, yet a kind of restlessness churned inside his mind.

Suddenly, a question popped into his head—if the sun’s position really is shifting, will the length of Earth's day and night also change?

He immediately began to calculate. The Earth’s rotation time depends on its angular momentum, which doesn't change easily. But if the sun’s position changes, the monsoon, temperature, and even the magnetic field could be altered.

His mind was filled with countless equations. Milankovitch cycles, axial precession, eccentricity, obliquity—all the information began to muddle in his brain.

He rested his head on the table and remained silent for a while. Crickets chirped outside the window. Suddenly, a terrifying feeling gripped him—was the Earth slowly heading down a path beyond human control?

Rudra imagined a future where summer came in winter, monsoons arrived at an unfamiliar time, crops would fail, and rivers would dry up. Civilization would be on the edge of a horrific abyss.

His heart began to pound. The stories of climate change he read in books suddenly seemed to become reality. This was no longer a theoretical question—it could be the dreadful fate of the coming generations.

He got up and went to the window. Looking at the sky, he said with a choked voice,

“If the sun truly shifts, how long can humanity survive?”

As the words left his mouth, a strange silence descended around him. It felt as if the stars were answering his question with their stillness—very little time.

Suddenly, the phone on the table lit up. A new message had arrived—from Ananya.

“Don’t sleep tonight. Recalculate everything. I want to see it all in the morning.”

Rudra put the phone aside and looked up at the sky. He felt like he was standing before a monumental mystery. Perhaps the pages of history would record this night as—

“That day, for the first time, a human sensed the solar shift.”

But right after that thought, a cold shiver ran down his spine. Because the question arose in his mind—

“Is this change only the beginning? Or is a greater cosmic catastrophe hidden behind it?”

Rudra’s eyes held a strange blend of fear, wonder, and determination. He knew he wouldn't find peace until this mystery was unveiled.

Looking out at the night sky from the balcony, he slowly said—

“The unfamiliar dawn is just the beginning. Perhaps an unfamiliar Earth awaits.”
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Chapter 2 – The Past Records
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After a restless night, Rudra woke up before dawn. His eyes were strained, and one question spun constantly in his head—had he been wrong, or was the sun's position truly shifting? The scientist in him repeatedly told him, "Believe nothing without proof." And in his quest for that proof, he turned his attention to old papers.

His study table drawer was stacked with old research notebooks. Each page contained notes on dates, times, coordinates, and the sun’s position. He flipped through the pages one by one. For the first few years, everything was routine. The sun rose in its prescribed path, and apart from minor seasonal variations, nothing unusual was recorded. But suddenly, he froze on a page from seven years ago.

The observation note for that day read: “The sun rose 0.4 degrees west of its normal position. Re-calibrated the instrument, but the result was the same. Likely an instrument error.”

Rudra stared at the line for a long time in astonishment. It was his own handwriting, yet he hadn't given it much importance that day. He had dismissed the issue, blaming an instrument malfunction. But now, with the sun shifting again, this old note served as a renewed warning signal.

He searched through records for several more years and saw that slight deviations in the sun's position had appeared intermittently. Most of the time, he had simply written “measurement error.” Perhaps due to haste or a lack of confidence, he hadn't investigated the matter deeply. But today, his eyes were opened.

Rudra then remembered—his father, who used to observe the sky as a hobby. He often watched the sky with an old telescope kept in the corner of their rooftop. Perhaps his father’s diary might contain something similar. With that thought, he opened his father's old book cabinet.

Dusty diaries filled the cabinet, and the smell of yellowed paper filled the room. He pulled out one diary and began turning the pages. To his surprise, he saw that his father had written multiple notes about the sun’s position nearly twenty years ago.

In one place, it was clearly written—

“Today the sun rose slightly to the south-west. I don't understand it. I don't dare discuss it with anyone, because they might just laugh. But I feel like the sky is trying to tell us something.”

Rudra's heart pounded as he read these lines. This meant it wasn't just his own delusion; his father had seen the same thing years ago!

He clutched the diary to his chest and stood on the balcony. The morning sun was casting a strange light. It felt as if the sky was indeed sending a secret message, which only he was able to intercept.

But what was the meaning of that message?

After reading his father's diary, Rudra couldn't remain idle. Personal notes were not enough for scientific proof; he needed institutional records. So, he decided to go to the archive room of the city university’s Department of
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