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	DISCLAIMER

	The characters and events in this novel are entirely fictional. There is no intention to hurt religious sentiments or malign any political party. Rather, this work stands as a fierce protest against superstition, fraud, blind faith, the misinterpretation of religion, corruption, a decaying state system, and political malpractice.

	DEDICATION

	This journey of light through the millennium is dedicated to that immortal voice, who refused to let the flame of idealism be extinguished even amidst the all-consuming corruption and selfishness of the cursed year 2025.

	We are all Osman Hadi.

	Fearless. Unwavering in the face of truth. He who never bowed to sycophancy, never compromised with injustice, and never retreated before the roar of power.

	The very blow that struck you is what crowned you a ‘Legend,’ shielding you from the political filth of that era and granting you immortality. You were the beacon that showed a crumbling humanity the dream of a corruption-free, undivided society.

	This borderless world of the year 1000 is the harvest of that very dream—a dream you dared to envision while standing in the hell of 2025.

	Martyr Sharif Osman Bin Hadi

	(1993–2025)

	PREFACE

	Return from Hell: A Chronicle of Lost Wisdom

	Does the apex of technological evolution guarantee the salvation of the human soul, or does it merely accelerate our descent into oblivion? "Norok Theke Firchi" (Return from Hell) is not just a work of speculative fiction; it is a profound sociological audit of humanity, bridging the chasm between a utopian future and a dystopian past.

	The narrative oscillates between two distinct eras. We are introduced to the year 1000 of the New Era—a post-apocalyptic world risen from the ashes of nuclear devastation. Here, life is governed by 'Projective AI,' Neural Sensors, and a centralized, conflict-free order. Yet, beneath this veneer of perfection lies a sterilized existence where emotions are monitored as data points. The protagonist, Shakil, driven by an insatiable thirst to understand the "Great Filter" that nearly wiped out humanity in 2025, utilizes 'Chrono-Dive' technology to transport his consciousness back to the chaotic days of 2024 Bangladesh.

	Through the eyes of his host avatar, Faris—an Oxford-educated physicist—the novel dissects the pre-apocalyptic society with surgical precision. The story serves as a mirror to a civilization on the brink of collapse, plagued by systemic corruption, intellectual bankruptcy, and the commodification of faith. The author fearlessly critiques the erosion of critical thinking, where religious hypocrisy masquerades as piety and political tyranny is normalized as leadership.

	Faris’s struggle against the corrupt elites—his uncles, the fraudulent religious leaders, and the decaying moral fabric—is not merely a personal battle; it represents the eternal conflict between logic and dogma, between light and fabricated darkness. The narrative challenges the reader to confront uncomfortable truths about the trajectory of modern society.

	As Shakil navigates this "Hell" of the past, he realizes that the destruction of 2025 was not an accident but an inevitability born of human arrogance. With a gripping cliffhanger suggesting that history itself might be a manipulated construct, "Return from Hell" promises to leave readers questioning the very nature of their reality.

	Welcome to a journey through time, where the scars of the past warn the future, and where the line between savior and observer blurs into the unknown.
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	A millennium has passed since the Great Cataclysm. Today, Earth steps into the year 1000 of the New Era. What humanity termed ‘The End’ a thousand years ago is celebrated today as the anniversary of a new beginning. Earth herself bears witness to a grand celebration of the rebirth of civilization and technology. On this day, the capital city of Dhaka is alive with festivity. Holographic banners float across the skyline, the scent of artificial flowers hung in the air, and an electric thrill of celebration courses through every nerve of the city.

	The dust and gridlock of Old Dhaka are now mere pages of history. In their place, transparent magnetic skywalks pierce the heart of the metropolis. Anti-gravity vehicles drift silently, grazing the flanks of hundred-story buildings, while at street corners, AI robots distribute ‘Rebirth Day’ souvenirs to pedestrians. Standing upon the ruins of a millennium past, today’s Dhaka has risen like a phoenix. Even fashion has undergone a radical transformation; people don nano-fabric garments that shift color in harmony with the weather.

	Shakil was en route to a seminar and exhibition with his wife, Ronita. Strolling down the avenue, a thought crossed his mind: it was time to make a donation. There was no hassle, no paperwork, nor any manual transaction. The Neural Sensor Device interfaced with his brain read his thought, automatically transferring 100 Bitcoins to the development fund. Shakil smiled faintly. “Charity,” he mused, “is now simply a part of progress.”

	Poverty has been eradicated from this world. No one goes hungry; no one scrambles to aid the destitute because the destitute do not exist. Zakat is deducted automatically, flowing directly into the state treasury. There are no shrines, no Pirs, no blind devotees. Religion can no longer be exploited as a business, nor are there skirmishes over Fatwas. All religious and social regulations are centralized and managed with transparent technology, leaving no room for arbitrary decrees or controversy. If one faces a complex dilemma, their brain sensor schedules an appointment with the Fatwa Board’s system, giving an instant, clear answer.

	Shakil took Ronita’s hand as they headed toward the theater. The society surrounding them was uncannily organized. Everyone here is productive; dependency has no place. The religious-financial conflicts, political schisms, and the nightmare of corruption that plagued 2025 are ancient history. This generation does not even dream of the fear instilled by riots or religious disputes. Here, the transparent and equitable control of technology is woven into the very infrastructure of the nation. Everything, from schools to agricultural farms, is managed by a flawless synthesis of ‘Projective AI’ and humanitarian principles. Witnessing this union of faith and technology, Shakil thought, Living in such a society is truly a blessing.

	The theater’s special presentation today would depict the revolution of technology—how humanity survived the cursed year of 2025 to stand in this boundless world of 1000. It would show how the calendar was reset to year one in the new world born from the ashes, taking 2025 as the constant of destruction, and how a new civilization emerged from that void.

	Shakil thought to himself that he needed to purchase tickets for the show. But before the thought could fully crystallize in his consciousness, the task was complete. The Brain–Computer Interface (BCI) connected to his neural network intercepted the signal. Analyzing the data, the system recognized he was not alone but accompanied by Ronita, and thus, automatically purchased two tickets. As the digital ticket information was injected as bio-data via the Neural Sensor Devices in their bodies, Shakil realized what had happened. He smiled softly, thanking his BCI. “I am so carefree today,” he whispered, “only because you exist.”

	Ronita, too, understood. The sensor in her body informed her of Shakil’s intent. Yet, she said nothing, thought nothing. In this modern world, feelings are under surveillance. To ensure Shakil’s sensor could not detect even a trace of her underlying melancholy, Ronita intentionally scattered her thoughts. One moment she feigned sadness, the next, extreme happiness. This pattern of erratic thinking turned her emotions into ‘Noise Signals,’ much like the infinite value of Pi. The concert robotics' emotional module failed to lock onto any specific negative data, for the system in this world does not support negative emotions. Technology, it seems, can now keep people artificially happy.

	Shortly, the show commenced. Shakil and Ronita took their seats in the middle row. This documentary would narrate how today’s advanced civilization was reconstructed by the mere seventeen individuals who survived the global ruin—a world now devoid of borders, nations, envy, hatred, war, corruption, or the lust for dominance.

	 4:00 PM. The theather lights dimmed. The show began with the national anthem. Everyone rose slowly, a glimmer of gratitude in their eyes. As the first melody floated through the air, sensors in every corner of the theater automatically went dormant. No data collection, no analysis; only peace, silence, and respect reigned. As long as the anthem played, technology silenced itself, for in this world, even machines know that silence is the highest form of reverence.

	As the anthem concluded, the curtain rose. The image of the curse of 2025 floated onto the screen. The documentary began not with scenes of destruction, but with the science behind the fall. Screen Display: End of the 20th Century: The Erosion of Ideology. The world of 2025 was the ultimate victim of the ‘Digital Age’; technology was in the palm of their hands, but wisdom was absent from their souls. Scientific progress had granted them the power of nuclear fusion, yet their psychology remained as primitive as cave dwellers.

	The screen flashed scenes of the collapse:

	Concentration of Wealth: Driven by advanced AI economies, global wealth was hoarded by a mere 0.1% of the population. The remaining 99.9% were victims of poverty, deprivation, and despair. The Lorenz Curve had touched its extreme limit.

	‘Superior Race’ and ‘Elite Doctrine’: Certain power centers began to deem themselves genetically and intellectually ‘superior.’ They utilized secret neuro-technology and bio-engineering to ‘optimize’ their own lineage, viewing the rest of humanity as a threat. This ‘Elite Doctrine’ sowed the seeds of the final conflict.

	Digital Viral Warfare: Before the physical war, adversaries struck each other’s power grids and military AI with ‘quantum-encrypted malware.’ Mutual distrust and disinformation spiraled beyond control.

	Then came the ‘Seven-Day Nuclear Holiday.’ T+0 Hours flashed on the screen. Suddenly, the dark theater was illuminated by scenes of war: missile launches, the roar of fighter jets, nuclear warheads firing from submarines. In the first 72 hours of relentless nuclear bombardment, nearly ninety percent of the global population perished. Earth entered a ‘Nuclear Winter.’ The survivors faced a food crisis; not a single living crop or leaf remained. Animals faced extinction. Earth stood on a precipice—creation would either cease or begin anew. Food meant rotting corpses, the flesh of incinerated cattle, or burnt vegetation. Some were forced to eat ash, tree bark, or soil. Humanity counted the days to extinction, much like the dinosaurs.

	Shakil and Ronita began to tremble. The screen depicted the surviving ten percent resorting to cannibalism and consuming radioactive ash. Earth faced the toughest ‘Great Filter’ in history.

	Just then, images of salvation appeared. Seventeen scientists, anticipating the apocalypse, had constructed a subterranean biosphere in a tectonically stable region. Belonging to no nation, they were the last hope of the human race. The face of the lead scientist floated on the screen—the ‘Gatekeeper’ who saved mankind. Shakil stared fixedly. The soundtrack shifted. The documentary now showed the world before the fall—a world where humans were dominated by technology but devoid of wisdom. Skyscrapers and drones filled the screen, yet beneath the gloss of perfection lay inequality; luxury on one end, destitution on the other.

	Shakil realized that humanity had sown the seeds of its own downfall. Squeezing Ronita’s hand, he felt a profound truth: no matter how technological the destruction, the true disaster stems from unwise power.

	“What do you see, Shakil?” Ronita asked. Shakil whispered, “Mankind was advanced in technology, but bankrupt in wisdom. That is why they perished. Yet… the foresight of those seventeen people is the root of our world today.”
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	A strange restlessness began to take root in Shakil’s mind. The flawless voice-over and graphics of the documentary didn’t satisfy his curiosity. He was learning history, but he could not feel it. Why were humans so foolish? Why did they axe their own roots? The answer lay not in data, but in experience.

	Ronita glanced at him. her sensor picked up his rising stress. She whispered, “Shakil, your cortisol levels are rising. The system will issue a warning. Calm down.” Shakil looked deep into her eyes, his voice firm. “Ronita, I don’t want to just watch. I want to stand in that era and understand their mistake. I want to ‘Chrono-Dive’.”

	‘Chrono-Dive’ was the most dangerous and insanely expensive of the age. It was no simple simulation. Using quantum archaeology, space-time data from the past was reconstructed, it throws your mind into the past. It was ‘Neural Time Travel’—the body remained, but the mind visited the dead past.

	Shakil commanded the BCI panel embedded in his cornea: “Find nearest Chrono-Leap Lab. Book a high-bandwidth session.” Milliseconds later, slots at the ‘Athena Time-Lab’ appeared. Shakil secured an appointment. Confirmation: Athena Time-Lab: Slot #04 Reserved. Neuro-Sync ready in 10 minutes.

	They arrived at the lab and entered their respective capsules. As the glass sealed shut, neuro-electrodes connected to their bodies. A digital warning flashed on their retinas: Warning: High Emotional Risk. Direct exposure to Pre-2025 Chaos may cause neural trauma. Proceed? (Y/N)

	 

	Shakil commanded: Yes.

	Darkness consumed the capsule. Shakil felt his body disintegrating at a molecular level, flung backward at light speed. Centuries evaporated in a blink. 1000... 500... 100... 2025. Suddenly—a violent jolt, followed by sound.

	Shakil felt as though his eardrums would burst. Gone was the pin-drop silence of the year 1000; here, there was only ghastly noise. Horns, sirens, screams, the pungent stench of burnt diesel and gunpowder. Shakil coughed violently; his lungs were unaccustomed to this toxic air.

	He opened his eyes. He stood in a bustling city, October 2025. The sky was gray with smoke. Billboards displayed threats of war and propaganda instead of ads. People looked strange—faces etched with disbelief, eyes avoiding contact. Everyone clutched smartphones, isolated in a crowd.

	Shakil walked forward. A mob was attacking a group of people, chanting slogans of hatred. He wanted to ask, “Why are you fighting?” but realized he was in ‘Observer Mode.’ He could see and hear, but not intervene. He saw an old man collapsed on the street, ignored by passersby and expensive cars. Humanity here was dead.

	Suddenly, screens across the city lit up: Breaking News. “Peace talks failed. Superpowers initiate cyber and space commands. Countdown imminent.” Panic ensued. Looting began. Shakil looked at Ronita, connected to his consciousness. Her neural voice echoed, “Shakil, look at them! They have all the world’s knowledge, yet they use it to hate. Algorithms have brainwashed them.”

	Through a café window, Shakil saw youths wearing VR goggles, escaping reality while the world burned. “Are they blind?” he muttered. Just then, a roar tore through the sky. Hypersonic interceptors pierced the clouds. The siren of doom rang out. People were still posting on social media, oblivious that these were their final moments.

	A red warning flashed in Shakil’s vision: > Critical Event Imminent. Nuclear Initiation in 10 minutes. > Abort Simulation?

	Shakil refused. He had to see the moment human arrogance shattered. He stared at the sky. It turned unusually bright, as if two suns had risen. The initial flash of a mushroom cloud. The heat of a fire that burns not just bodies, but civilizations, touched him. “They wanted to be God,” Shakil said, his voice trembling, “but they became the Devil.”

	The shockwave rushed in. His BCI screamed warnings: > Pain receptors overloading. Disconnect! But Shakil was hypnotized by the carnage. He forgot the rule: Mind assumes reality. If the shockwave hit him, his brain would accept death as real.

	“No! I won’t let you be lost!” Ronita screamed. Utilizing ‘Couple Sync’ authority, she sent a ‘Kill Switch’ command. > Command: EMERGENCY EJECT.

	The burning sky of 2025 shattered like glass. A black hole seemed to pull Shakil back. With a sharp gasp, he woke up in the capsule, soaked in sweat, the scent of artificial jasmine replacing the stench of burning flesh. Ronita held him, terrified. “You almost died! If I hadn’t pulled you out, you would never have woken up!”

	Shakil stepped out, trembling. “I’m sorry, Ronita. But I needed to see their atonement.” Ronita soothed him. “History is for learning, not dying.”

	They stepped outside into the clean air of 1000. The sky bore a drone-light message: “Never Again. 2025-1000.” Shakil sighed. “Let’s go home.”

	But the next morning, the thirst remained. “Do you want to go again?” Ronita asked. “Yes,” Shakil nodded. “But this time, to the beginning of 2024. I want to see how they dug their own graves while celebrating. I want to see the festival before the funeral.”

	Ronita checked her panel and stopped. ACCESS DENIED. Biological Safety Protocol: Early Stage Pregnancy. She looked at Shakil, tears of joy in her eyes. “Shakil… I am going to be a mother.” Shakil hugged her. “A gift of our new world.” “But you?” Ronita asked worriedly. “Will you go alone?” “Yes. And this time,” Shakil said, eyes steeling, “not as an observer. I will use ‘Neural Embodiment.’ I will live inside one of them.”
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