
Tales of the Polis 

Chapter 1: Dreaming the Future (Australia) 
"We endeavored to live with the land; they seemed to live off it. I was taught to preserve, never to 

destroy." 

— Tom Dystra (Australian Aboriginal elder) 

Kiri knelt on the ochre-red earth at dusk, her fingers tracing ancient patterns in the dust. The elders 

had gathered around a small fire under the boab tree, their silhouettes flickering against a star-

pricked sky. This remote Aboriginal community in the heart of Australia had long kept its traditions 

alive despite modern encroachments. Yet in recent years they felt the world’s changes pressing in: 

unpredictable rains, mining companies prowling at the edge of sacred lands, and their youth drifting 

to distant cities. “The land is hurting,” Old Jarra whispered, his voice like wind through dry grass. “We 

must sing a new song for Country, one that heals.” 

In the first year of their transformation, a visitor arrived—a young Indigenous programmer named 

Marli, herself descended from this soil but educated in the city. She brought news of something 

called the POLIS mesh: a growing global network of autonomous communities sharing resources and 

knowledge. At first, the idea met cautious eyes. The elders remembered too well broken promises 

from outside. “We have our own ways,” snapped Nara, the most traditional elder, “Why should we 

trust this mesh?” But Marli spoke of how the mesh wasn’t a government or company; it was people 

connected like the songlines that once linked their ancestors across the continent. She showed them 

a solar-powered tablet, and together they watched a live feed of another community’s struggle and 

rebirth—a coastal village across the ocean planting mangroves to halt the rising tides. The elders 

listened in silence. They heard distant voices through the mesh thanking them for caring for the 

world’s oldest living culture. In that moment, suspicion softened into curiosity. 

By the second year, the community decided to join the mesh on their own terms. They shared one of 

their greatest strengths: knowledge of fire and land. The elders led controlled burns on their ancestral 

lands as they had for millennia, burning the bush in mosaics to invite new grass and fresh life. Marli 

helped them upload data from these “cool burns” into the global Polis network. Satellite images soon 

confirmed what the people already knew—healthy green patches spreading like healing salve over 

scarred country. Other Polises around the world began to learn from this ancient practice, adopting 

controlled burns to prevent wildfires and regenerate ecosystems. In return, the mesh brought them 

resources without money changing hands. A decentralized AI platform, guided by community input, 

helped coordinate deliveries of drought-resistant seeds, medical supplies, and educational materials 

for their children. Everything arrived via autonomous drones that landed like giant dragonflies 

beyond the soccer field. Children and elders gathered as equals to unload these gifts from the sky. 

It wasn’t all easy. In year two, a mining consortium arrived with heavy trucks, intent on exploiting the 

uranium beneath a nearby range. In the past, such an invasion might have scattered the community, 

leaving them voiceless. But now, through the Polis mesh, they sounded an alarm. Within days, allied 

communities and environmental advocates worldwide rallied behind them. Legal aid and drones with 

cameras arrived, amplifying the elders’ firm stand: “This land is not for sale.” The world was watching 

through the mesh. Facing global scrutiny and united local resistance, the mining company retreated. 

Around the evening fire that week, Old Jarra shed quiet tears of relief. “We are not alone singing to 

the dawn,” he said as Kiri placed a comforting hand on his shoulder. “Others hear our song.” 



By the third year, the transformation was deeply personal as well as technological. Young men who 

once wandered without purpose began sitting by the elders at night, learning the old stories of the 

Dreaming. With guidance from the network, they started a community media project, recording oral 

histories and broadcasting them on the global Polis channels. Ancestral knowledge that had nearly 

been lost now flowed out across the world, where other Polises eagerly listened and learned. In 

exchange, the community welcomed visitors from faraway places—engineers, doctors, teachers—

who came not to impose, but to collaborate. Under the newly built solar canopy in the center of the 

settlement, one visitor taught the children how to program sensors to track the water table and soil 

health. In turn, the children taught the visitor how to find bush onions and witchetty grubs after rain. 

Laughter echoed through gum trees as cultures met as equals. 

One cool season evening, the elders invited everyone to a corroboree – a traditional dance ceremony. 

But this time, it was not only their own youth watching by firelight; communities from around the 

globe joined via projection screens set up around the clearing. In New York it was early morning, in 

Nairobi midday, yet dozens of other Polises tuned in. As painted dancers moved in ancient rhythm, 

those remote viewers clapped and ululated and bowed from thousands of kilometers away. The mesh 

wove them together in that moment of shared humanity. Marli stood beside Nara, who had once 

been most skeptical. A tear rolled down Nara’s cheek as she saw on the screen a group of 

schoolchildren in another Polis attempting an Aboriginal dance they had learned, giggling with 

delight. “Our song travels,” Nara murmured, “It lives.” 

By the end of the third year, the little community had become a Polis known affectionately on the 

network as “Fire Country.” They introduced a unique feature to the global POLIS framework: a 

healing system rooted in indigenous ecological wisdom. The “Fire Country Protocol,” as other 

communities called it, combined traditional controlled burning, land stewardship councils guided by 

elders, and youth cultural mentorship as a formal part of Polis life. It gave the mesh a blueprint for 

renewing damaged lands and souls. And in turn, Fire Country thrived. The river began flowing more 

reliably through the wet season, and with guidance from climate scientists on the network, they dug 

water pans to capture the precious rain. They set up a harmony circle where disputes were resolved 

with compassionate listening, blending their customary law with ideas from distant friends in the 

mesh. 

On a clear night under the Southern Cross, Kiri looked out at her people gathered for a meal of 

roasted kangaroo and bush yam stew. She saw Old Jarra laughing with a group of village boys, 

teaching them an old song. She saw Marli demonstrating the new 3D-printed water filters that had 

arrived via the mesh’s open-source designs. She even saw Nara, the stern elder, gently cradling a 

tablet as she spoke in her language to a Sami elder from Lapland, comparing notes on reindeer and 

kangaroo. The world had come to their campfire, and yet their identity burned brighter than ever. 

“We are still who we are,” Kiri thought, “but now we are a part of something larger too.” 

In that moment, the desert wind carried the murmured chants of the ancestors. To Kiri it sounded as 

if the land itself were exhaling in relief. Their three-year journey from isolation to connection had not 

been a surrender to modernity, but a weaving of old and new. They had joined the Polis mesh on 

their own terms, sharing their gifts and receiving others in return. On this night, as sparks from the 

fire danced up to meet the stars, the community felt the presence of tomorrow. They were dreaming 

the future together, and the whole world was listening to their song. 



Chapter 2: Many Parts, One Body (Poland) 
"I alone cannot change the world, but I can cast a stone across the waters to create many ripples." 

— Mother Teresa 

Dusk settled over the village of Święta Katarzyna, painting the spire of its little church in golden light. 

Father Antoni stepped outside the wooden doors, rosary in hand, and gazed at his flock dispersing 

after evening Mass. These days, the pews were emptier than they used to be. Many young families 

had left for the city, and those who remained clung ever more tightly to the old ways. In this ultra-

conservative Catholic enclave, change was viewed with suspicion. Traditions—processions on feast 

days, fasting on Lent Fridays, the Latin chants—were the threads holding the community together in a 

world that felt frayed and stormy. 

Yet, change was coming even here. In the first year of their transformation, a strange meeting took 

place in the parish hall. Sister Magdalena, a young nun from the next diocese, had returned from a 

convent gathering with tales of a new movement spreading globally. A framework called POLIS, 

promising cooperative self-governance and care for all, grounded in technology yet inspired by moral 

ideals. She spoke passionately to a small group of villagers after catechism class. “It reminds me of 

the early Christian communities,” she explained, eyes shining. “In the Acts of the Apostles, they held 

everything in common and gave to each as any had need. This mesh of communities is doing that—

sharing freely, beyond borders.” 

Some villagers nodded thoughtfully—was this not what their faith taught? But others, led by the 

stern head catechist Jan, crossed their arms. “Careful, Sister,” Jan warned. “The Church provides for 

our needs. We don’t need outside ideas confusing our youth.” A murmur of agreement followed; 

words like technology, decentralized, global mesh sounded to them like threats of secularism or even 

heresy. Father Antoni himself felt torn. His whole life had been devoted to guiding souls along well-

trodden paths. Yet, he also saw the cracks in those paths—the poverty of some families when 

harvests failed, the isolation of the elderly, the alcoholism born of despair among unemployed men. 

Quietly, he had been praying for a miracle of renewal. 

Winter arrived, harsh and unyielding. By January, the village faced a crisis that forced everyone’s 

hand. An unexpected blizzard collapsed the roof of the communal barn where surplus grain was 

stored for the poor and for livestock. The roof’s timbers were old; it should have been repaired years 

ago, but funds were always short. With the barn ruined, the stored grain was spoiled by snow and 

damp. Several families suddenly faced hunger for the rest of winter. In Sunday’s sermon, Father 

Antoni spoke of the loaves and fishes, of trusting God’s providence. But he also felt responsibility 

weighing heavily on his heart. After Mass, Sister Magdalena approached him in the sacristy. “Father,” 

she said softly, “let me ask the mesh for help.” Seeing no other option and trusting her earnest faith, 

he consented with a heavy sigh and a silent prayer. 

What followed seemed nothing short of a small miracle. Sister Magdalena posted a request through a 

nearby Polis node (a lay Catholic community in Kraków that had joined the network). By the next 

week, crates of preserved food arrived on an unmanned electric truck from a Polis distribution hub 

across the border. The villagers marveled as they unloaded sacks of flour, dried beans, and even fresh 

winter vegetables grown in a solar greenhouse hundreds of kilometers away. No money was 

exchanged—only messages of gratitude and blessings. One crate contained a note in Polish: “From 

your brothers and sisters in Christ, at the St. Francis Polis in Italy.” It turned out a group of 

Franciscan volunteers in an Italian Polis had seen their plea and rallied donations of food via the 

mesh. The hand-written note included a Bible verse: “If one part suffers, every part suffers with it.” 



Eyes filled with tears around the barn’s ruins as the villagers realized faithful people across the 

continent had answered their prayers through this network of giving. 

By the second year, minds began to open. Father Antoni organized a “Polis Potluck” in spring, inviting 

representatives from a few nearby Polis communities—some secular, some religious—to share a meal 

and knowledge after Sunday Mass. Under the budding cherry trees behind the church, villagers sat at 

tables with these visitors. An engineer from a tech-oriented Polis demonstrated a small water 

filtration unit that could serve multiple farms—a solution to the well contamination the village had 

long struggled with. A teacher from a progressive city Polis shared how they ran a community school 

with a modern curriculum, but also quietly confided her admiration for the village’s values of charity 

and family. In turn, the villagers spoke of the comfort of their faith and close-knit life. Jan, the 

skeptical catechist, grilled the visitors with tough questions: “Who leads you, if not a mayor or 

priest? What stops you from selfishness without money or authority?” The answers—about 

councils where everyone had a voice, about blockchain-ledger transparency, about moral codes 

formed by community consensus—left Jan pondering. He recognized echoes of the Church’s social 

teachings in these descriptions, though dressed in unfamiliar words. 

Over that summer, Święta Katarzyna tentatively embraced parts of the POLIS framework. They 

formed small working groups among themselves—“circles of stewardship,” Father Antoni called 

them, aligning it with the idea of parish councils. One circle took charge of rebuilding the barn using 

an open-source design provided by the network, adding improvements like solar panels on the new 

roof. Another circle focused on the needy: rather than traditional alms alone, they set up a sharing 

system where surplus home-grown produce and goods were listed on a communal bulletin (both on 

the church door and a simple smartphone app Sister Magdalena taught them to use). Soon, eggs 

from one family’s hens, another’s extra firewood, and even spare winter coats found their way to 

neighbors in need—no charity stigma, just mutual aid quietly coordinated through the mesh’s local 

node. 

In year three, true transformation bloomed in the spiritual life of the village. The initial wariness 

toward the “outside” gave way to a feeling of larger belonging. At Pentecost, instead of the usual 

insular celebration, the village invited other Polises to join in prayer via video link. It was a bold 

experiment. On a makeshift screen hung at the back of the church, faces from around the world 

appeared: a choir of nuns from the Philippines singing “Ave Maria,” a circle of elderly prayer warriors 

from Nigeria waving and offering blessings, even a gathering of youth from a far-off eco-Pagan Polis 

who simply sat in respectful silence, curious to witness this tradition. The Holy Spirit was invoked in 

multiple languages that morning. Some villagers had feared this might dilute or disrespect their rite, 

but instead they felt it amplified. Tears glistened as everyone in the pews heard a Polish hymn 

harmonize with an Italian one streaming in, two languages blending into one praise. “Catholic means 

universal,” Father Antoni reminded them in his homily, voice thick with emotion. “Today I finally 

understand what that truly can mean.” 

That summer, the village formally declared itself a Polis within the global mesh—“Polis of St. 

Catherine’s Spring,” named for the local patron saint. They introduced a unique feature to the 

network: a moral and emotional healing practice they dubbed “The Covenant of Reconciliation.” It 

drew from the Catholic sacrament of confession but transformed it into a communal ritual open to all 

faiths or none. Once a month, villagers gathered in the church not for Mass, but for a circle dialogue. 

In candlelight, they confessed not sins in the traditional sense, but fears and grudges that burdened 

their hearts—neighbors apologizing to neighbors, families mending old rifts. The priest and Sister 

Magdalena facilitated, but so did Jan and other laypeople who had gained trust. They borrowed 

techniques from distant Polises via the mesh—like active listening and restorative justice circles—and 

wove them with their own liturgy of forgiveness. Word spread through the POLIS network of the 



remarkable peace and unity this fostered in the formerly rigid village. Other communities started 

adopting the Covenant of Reconciliation for conflict resolution and trauma healing, secularizing the 

language where needed but keeping the spirit of compassionate witness and forgiveness. It became 

St. Catherine’s gift to the world. 

By the end of three years, Święta Katarzyna was changed in ways none of them had imagined. The 

church still rang its bells for Angelus at noon, and children still made their first communions on spring 

mornings – their cherished traditions remained. But alongside the old, new life had taken root. The 

village had its own solar-powered broadband hub now, courtesy of a collaborative grant from the 

mesh. In the evenings, grandmothers gathered in the rectory to video-chat with newfound friends—

some with other grandmothers’ circles in South America praying the rosary together across oceans, 

others simply sharing folk recipes with women in a completely different Polis who wanted to learn. 

Young people, seeing that their community was no longer stuck in time, began to return from the 

cities or at least visit more often, intrigued by the blend of faith and future unfolding at home. 

Father Antoni, once fearful of losing his flock to modern ways, found himself invigorated. He 

established an online “prayer and care” exchange through the mesh, where anyone, religious or not, 

could request prayers or words of comfort from the prayer group in Święta Katarzyna—and in return, 

those beneficiaries would often offer some skill or knowledge. A subtle barter of blessings formed: an 

anonymous engineer in a far city, moved by their prayers during his illness, later designed a micro-

hydro turbine for the village stream that now provides free electricity to the whole valley. Truly, grace 

flowed in both directions. 

On a crisp autumn evening, the whole village gathered in the square outside the church for a modest 

celebration. Under strings of lights, they projected a message from the global Polis mesh 

congratulating “St. Catherine’s Spring” on their contributions. Cheers and laughter rose as they saw a 

montage: an Italian Franciscan friar waving, a secular activist from France thanking them for the 

reconciliation circle idea, even a group of Bangkok youth (who looked like former street toughs) 

flashing peace signs and saying “Dziękujemy!” in clumsy Polish for the inspiration to create their own 

community chapel. Jan, the old catechist, stood next to Sister Magdalena watching this in wonder. 

“Never thought I’d see the day,” he muttered, shaking his head with a smile. “The whole world in 

our little square.” Magdalena gently replied, “It was here all along, Jan. We are many parts, but one 

body.” 

Under the statue of the Virgin Mary, Father Antoni led a simple prayer of thanks. As villagers joined 

hands with visitors and new friends, he felt a profound sense of harmony. His prayers for renewal had 

been answered in the most unexpected way: not by resisting the changes of the world, but by 

embracing the best in them and offering the best of themselves in return. In that embrace, faith was 

not lost—it was fulfilled. The bell of Święta Katarzyna tolled gently across the fields as stars ignited 

overhead. In the unity of that moment, the village knew they had kept their soul and gained the 

world, living the truth that had guided them into the mesh: “Where charity and love are, God is 

there.” 

Chapter 3: Lotus in the Mud (Thailand) 
"The lotus flower blooms most beautifully from the deepest and thickest mud." 

— Buddhist proverb 

The Khlong Toei district of Bangkok came alive after midnight in a way that outsiders would never see. 

In the maze of narrow sois (alleys), neon signs cast pink and green reflections in puddles of monsoon 

rain. A stray dog trotted past a flickering street shrine where incense mingled with the smell of fried 



garlic from a late-night food cart. And in a shadowy corner behind a shuttered textiles warehouse, Lek 

and his “brothers” stood tense in a semicircle. They were members of the Feral Tigers gang, and 

tonight they expected a fight. 

Lek was only 17, but the jagged scar on his cheek and the dragon tattoo curling around his forearm 

made him look older. He clutched a length of metal pipe. His heart hammered against his ribs as he 

exchanged looks with Preecha, the gang’s leader, who brandished a knife. Their rivals, the Black 

Cobras, had encroached on Tiger turf to push yaba pills to schoolkids. Now, negotiations had failed; 

violence felt inevitable. Lek didn’t want to be here—his little sister was at home coughing from the 

untreated fever that had lasted a week, and he had no money for a clinic—but gang loyalty was all he 

had ever known. 

Suddenly, the hiss of a spray can cut through the humid night. All heads turned to see an old man 

marking a symbol on the brick wall under a streetlamp: a circle enclosing a five-pointed star. He was 

no gang member; Lek recognized him as the monk who ran the neighborhood’s tiny Buddhist temple. 

Phra Surasit was his name, a once-wayward man who found peace in the monastic life decades ago. 

“This is a sign for parley,” the monk said calmly, holding up the can and pointing at the star. “Both of 

your crews, put down your weapons. Come to the temple. Now.” 

Preecha sneered. “Stay out of this, old man,” he barked. But something in Surasit’s steady gaze gave 

him pause. The Black Cobras’ chief, a heavy-set teen with a chain tattoo, shifted uneasily. The symbol 

was not one they knew—but it had an authority nonetheless. With a curse, Preecha finally motioned 

for the Tigers to lower their pipes and blades. The Cobras did the same. In sullen single file, the 

unlikely procession followed the monk down the alley, past flickering fluorescent lights and sleeping 

street vendors, towards the temple grounds. 

In the temple’s open-air pavilion, under the watchful eyes of golden Buddha statues, the two gangs 

sat on woven mats. Incense smoke curled through the still night air, and for a moment, silence. Phra 

Surasit poured tea from a clay pot. “You are all someone’s son,” he began gently, “maybe someone’s 

brother, someone’s father one day. This neighborhood is your mother. And she is hurting.” No one 

spoke, but Lek felt something raw stir in his chest. The monk pointed to an old computer tablet on a 

pedestal. On it glowed that same star-in-circle emblem. Surasit explained it was the symbol of a Polis 

network that he had quietly joined—a global mesh of communities committed to solving problems 

together. “I signaled for a parley using a symbol some of you might not know yet,” he said, “but 

soon you will. Because tonight, my sons, you are going to join that network and become more than 

gangsters.” 

Thus, in the first year of their transformation, the Feral Tigers and Black Cobras underwent an 

astonishing truce mediated by the local Polis node that the monk and a handful of community 

activists had formed. Instead of carving up turf for crime, the former rivals carved out roles in a 

community cooperative. It wasn’t easy—old grudges died hard. But Phra Surasit and others gave the 

young men purpose: they organized them into teams to distribute surplus food and medicine 

obtained via the Polis mesh to families in need (including Lek’s own sister, who recovered after 

receiving proper medicine). Lek learned to use a basic Polis app on a donated smartphone. He could 

hardly read English, but icons on the screen showed tasks like delivering meals or cleaning a clogged 

canal. For each completed task, the network awarded the local node points (a kind of reputation 

system rather than currency), unlocking more resources for their district. It was like a real-life quest 

game, and gradually Lek saw his “brothers” become invested in leveling up their community instead 

of fighting. 

By the second year, the gang identities had blurred into something entirely new: the Lotus Guardians. 

They chose the lotus as their emblem, recalling the monk’s teaching that beauty grows from muck. 



Every member wore a cloth patch with a lotus on it—designed by one of the Cobra girls who was a 

talented graffiti artist. The Lotus Guardians patrolled the alleys at night, but not as predators—now 

they were protectors. When a drunken foreign tourist wandered into the slum by mistake, instead of 

mugging him, they guided him safely back to the main road and even used a translation app from the 

mesh to give him directions. When a fire broke out in an overcrowded tenement, it was the 

Guardians who broke the locks and kicked doors down to evacuate people, long before the fire trucks 

arrived. The network had provided them with a donated set of walkie-talkies, fire extinguishers, and 

first aid kits, seeing the Guardians as a localized emergency response team. 

One of the biggest changes came in how they handled conflict among themselves. Policing agencies 

had long failed or outright harassed this community; now the community policed itself with a new 

method the Guardians pioneered. Drawing on ideas shared by a conflict-resolution Polis in South 

America and on Surasit’s Buddhist practices, they created “street dharma circles.” Whenever tempers 

flared or old gang rivalries threatened to resurface, the involved members were made to sit in a circle 

at the temple courtyard, sometimes all night, passing a talking stick (in their case, a broken car 

antenna decorated with ribbons). Only the person holding it could speak, and everyone else had to 

listen. At first it felt ridiculous to the tough ex-gangsters—sitting and talking? But it worked. Lek 

himself broke down one night in a circle and confessed how terrified he’d been for years, putting on a 

mask of bravado to hide how powerless he felt to help his family’s poverty. His former rival from the 

Cobras surprised everyone by moving to sit beside Lek and apologizing for a beating he gave him 

months ago. They ended up sobbing and laughing and clapping each other on the back. Such 

emotional honesty was contagious, and the street dharma circle became a core practice of their Polis, 

diffusing many disputes that would have once ended in blood. 

Their transformation did not go unnoticed. By mid–year two, neighbors who once cowered when 

these youths walked by began greeting them with nods and smiles. An elderly market vendor started 

leaving out jugs of cold water for the Guardians during their patrols, the same boys she used to call 

nakleng (delinquents) under her breath. And importantly, the Thai police, initially wary, found that 

cooperating with the Lotus Guardians led to real improvements in the neighborhood that their own 

force hadn’t achieved. Crime dropped sharply, and the district chief invited some Guardians, including 

Lek and his ex-rival, to join a youth advisory board for city-wide safety programs. News of this unlikely 

alliance even hit the national TV—smiling young men in lotus patches standing next to uniformed 

officers in front of a cleaned-up alley mural that read “No Mud, No Lotus” in Thai. 

By the third year, the Lotus Guardians and their community became a renowned Polis node in the 

global mesh. They introduced a unique feature to POLIS: a model for transforming gangs into 

community service cooperatives. Documentation of their journey—videos of their patrols, 

instructions for hosting street dharma circles, and tips on engaging at-risk youth—was compiled with 

help from volunteers and shared across the network. Soon, reports trickled in of similar stories: in a 

favela Polis in Brazil, rival futebol gang members used the Lotus Guardian method to broker peace 

during a blackout; in Los Angeles, graffiti crews negotiated a truce and started painting community 

murals with messages of unity, explicitly inspired by the Bangkok example. 

The Guardians also benefitted richly from the mesh. Knowledge poured in to elevate their slum. 

Urban farming experts from a Polis in Singapore advised them on turning abandoned lots into 

vegetable gardens; the resulting fresh produce meant nutrition for local kids and a dignified income 

for some families at the market. An open-source architecture collective guided them via the internet 

to reinforce shacks and build low-cost bamboo footbridges over the fetid canal, reducing flood risk. 

Each project further bonded the former gang members to the community—they could see tangible 

results of their labor where once they only saw endless grime and despair. 



One sweltering evening, Lek found himself standing at the mouth of the alley where three years ago 

he had prepared for a deadly brawl. Now, strings of colored lights crisscrossed overhead, and under 

them the community held a lively night market and festival. Food stalls offered spicy noodles and 

sweet roti, children squealed as they chased each other with sparklers, and old aunties sang folk 

songs. In the center of it all stood Phra Surasit, the monk who had started it, smiling beatifically. Lek 

approached him and bowed deeply in respect. “We did it, Luang Por,” he said, using the term for a 

venerable monk. Surasit shook his head, placing a hand on Lek’s shoulder. “No, child. You all did it 

together. I only showed you the mud. You grew the lotus.” 

Lek looked around at his brothers—tough young men who now gently hoisted children onto their 

shoulders to see the festivities, who directed visitors respectfully, who even laughed alongside once-

enemies. He saw Preecha, his former gang leader, ladling a free bowl of soup for a thin homeless 

man, tattooed arms moving with unexpected tenderness. The pride that filled Lek’s heart was almost 

overwhelming. 

Near the temple gate, he noticed a projection screen had been set up showing a live video feed. It 

was from another Polis halfway across the world—a group of teenagers in Lagos who had formed 

their own version of Lotus Guardians. They waved and held a painted sign: “Greetings and respect, 

Brothers in Bangkok!” The Bangkok crowd cheered loudly. Lek raised his fist in salute, grinning at the 

thought that they had inspired people so far away. In the crowd, he spotted his little sister, healthy 

and beaming, perched on their mother’s hip. He hurried over and scooped her into a hug. Once, he 

had feared she would grow up thinking her brother was a criminal. Now she would know him as a 

protector, a builder of a better life. 

As the festival drew to a close, the former Tigers and Cobras lit lanterns by the canal. They floated 

them on the dark water in remembrance of those lost in the years of violence—friends, rivals, family 

members who weren’t here to see the change. Lek closed his eyes and whispered a prayer for them. 

When he opened his eyes, dozens of lanterns bobbed away, each carrying a soft flame. In their warm 

glow, the trash-choked canal looked almost beautiful. “From mud we bloom,” he murmured, 

repeating the unofficial motto of the Guardians. In that moment, he felt deep in his soul that it was 

true. Out of the thickest mud of suffering and crime had emerged something pure and strong—a 

community transformed. And as part of the Polis mesh, their journey was now helping countless 

others find the light rising out of darkness, like the lotus flower that blooms, unstained, from the 

mire. 

Chapter 4: Harvest of Unity (China) 
"If your plan is for one year, plant rice. If your plan is for ten years, plant trees. If your plan is for one 

hundred years, educate the people." 

— Chinese proverb 

Sunrise painted the terraced rice paddies of Longhe Village in hues of gold and rose. The mist lifted 

slowly from the valleys in Guangxi, revealing rows of young green shoots dancing in flooded fields. At 

a hillside hut, old Wei stood with hands clasped behind his back, surveying the morning. This land had 

sustained his family for generations, but now it barely sustained a single season. At 63, Wei’s back 

was bent from decades of planting and harvest, and worry weighed on him even more heavily. The 

rains had become capricious—last year a drought cracked the earth, this year untimely downpours 

threatened to rot the seedlings. Many of the village’s young folk had gone to the city for factory jobs, 

leaving only a handful of aging farmers to coax life from the soil. Wei’s own son, Jun, had left five 

years ago for Shenzhen, seeking a brighter future than subsistence farming. 



This year, however, Jun was back—though not entirely by choice. A factory automation wave had cost 

him his job, and economic uncertainties in the city pushed him homeward. Father and son now stood 

together in the dawn light. There was a quiet tension between them. Wei was grateful for the help, 

yet he looked at Jun’s soft hands and worried—would his city-educated son endure the hardships of 

village life? Jun, for his part, returned with ideas he hesitated to voice; he knew how proud and 

traditional his father was. As they walked along a narrow bund between paddies, Jun finally ventured: 

“Baba… I heard about something. A network of villages helping each other. Maybe it could help us 

too.” He spoke of POLIS, which he had learned about through friends in the city. But old Wei spat 

lightly into the mud, dismissing it. “We have a saying,” Wei grumbled, “靠山吃山, 靠水吃水 – 

depend on the mountain, eat from the mountain; depend on water, eat from water. We only trust 

what we see here.” Jun sighed and fell silent, the dream of outside help splashing away with each 

step through the flooded field. 

In the first year of their transformation, necessity forced the issue. A mid-season drought descended, 

the worst in decades. Reservoirs dried to cracked clay bowls and the government’s irrigation channels 

delivered only a trickle. Facing ruin, the village elders agreed to let Jun try his idea. With shaky 

satellite internet from an old smartphone atop a scarecrow pole, Jun managed to contact a regional 

Polis coordinator. To the villagers’ surprise, a response came swiftly. Over patchy video, a fellow 

farmer from a distant province, part of a Polis cooperative, shared a technique for water-saving rice 

cultivation—“Alternate Wetting and Drying” they called it. It involved carefully timing irrigation to 

allow fields to dry periodically, drastically cutting water use without harming yields. Skeptical but 

desperate, Wei and the others tried it on a portion of their fields. Jun became the liaison, receiving 

tips through messaging apps on when to flood and when to drain, guided by a simple sensor kit the 

network sent by mail. The elders watched in amazement as the test paddies thrived on half the usual 

water. That harvest, while neighboring villages saw wilted stalks, Longhe’s experimental terraces 

yielded almost as much rice as before despite the drought. Wei had to admit, eyes shining with 

cautious hope, “Perhaps there is wisdom beyond our valley after all.” 

Encouraged, the village joined the POLIS mesh fully in the second year. They officially reorganized 

from a scattering of individual family plots into the Longhe Common Cooperative, a decision affirmed 

in a town meeting with nearly full attendance—the biggest gathering in years. In truth, it was a 

revival of an old spirit; Wei remembered his grandfather speaking of mutual aid teams in the 1950s. 

But this time, it was voluntary and powered by technology. The mesh provided a blockchain-based 

accounting system that recorded each family’s contributions of labor and share of produce, replacing 

the old haggling and mistrust with transparent fairness. When some villagers grumbled about giving a 

portion of their crop into a communal pool, the cooperative used the mesh’s consensus tool to vote 

on it—a persuasive young mother convinced them that pooling a surplus could be traded through 

Polis channels for things the village needed. Indeed, by summer they had exchanged sacks of their 

high-quality mountain rice with a coastal Polis for a new water pump and spare parts to repair the 

village’s rundown tractor. 

A remarkable change came over Longhe Village as the seasons turned. Jun facilitated twice-weekly 

video calls in the community center (once just a dusty mahjong parlour, now equipped with a 

donated projector and satellite link). There, farmers who rarely left their county suddenly found 

themselves face-to-face with peers across Asia and beyond—discussing seed varieties, pest control 

without chemicals, and even cooperative banking. The language barrier was bridged by volunteer 

translators in the network and increasingly by AI subtitles that scrolled beneath each speaker. Old Wei 

sat in on these meetings, arms crossed skeptically at first. But he found himself fascinated by a rice 

terrace farmer from Nepal describing how they built hillside reservoirs to catch monsoon rains, or a 

woman from the Philippines demonstrating how ducklings raised in paddies could naturally fertilize 



and weed the fields (an ancient method known as rice-duck farming). Soon enough, Wei was trying 

these techniques on his land. The village elders sanctioned turning a communal plot into a duck pond 

and seedling nursery. Laughter returned to the fields as children herded quacking ducks through rice 

stubble, and the yields improved with less need for costly fertilizer. 

During year two’s autumn harvest festival, a new kind of celebration took place. In the past, each 

family kept to themselves, anxious about their own harvest’s sufficiency. Now, under red lanterns 

hung by the cooperative’s youths, the villagers pooled their rice in a symbolic mound in the courtyard 

of the ancestral hall. They cheered to learn that collectively they had grown more rice than in any of 

the past five years, despite the strange weather. Wei stood at the heap of golden grain and, with 

emotion cracking his voice, publicly apologized for having ever doubted his son. “Jun,” he said, “you 

helped save our village. I am an old fool, but even an old fool can learn.” Jun rushed forward, tears 

in his eyes, and embraced his father awkwardly to the applause of their neighbors. 

By the third year, Longhe’s role in the POLIS network deepened. They had proven themselves not just 

recipients of aid but givers of it. One unique feature they contributed was the creation of a “Living 

Seed Library.” Wei had always carefully saved seeds from the best rice plants his family cultivated, an 

heirloom variety with a fragrant aroma that was resilient to local pests. Under the cooperative, this 

practice expanded. With guidance from agri-specialists on the mesh, they catalogued these 

traditional seeds and sent samples to a global repository managed by multiple Polises. In return, they 

received seeds for drought-tolerant millet and flood-resistant rice strains that could diversify their 

cropping. Longhe’s Living Seed Library became a node in a worldwide web of open-source seeds, 

helping communities everywhere preserve biodiversity and food security outside the patents of big 

corporations. On the mesh, the “Longhe Rice” gained renown for its quality and story; health-

conscious Polises in big cities even requested it for their community kitchens, offering solar panels 

and biogas generators in barter. 

Another innovation blossomed: an education exchange. Remembering the proverb about hundred-

year plans, Jun spearheaded a project with the local primary school (just a single classroom with 

peeling paint). Using the mesh, he connected the village children with volunteer teachers from other 

Polises who taught them English, math, and environmental science through live video sessions—

subjects previously hard to staff in their remote area. In parallel, the village elders began teaching 

virtual classes on the mesh too: demonstrating how to terrace a hillside or how to read monsoon 

clouds, sharing the wisdom of generations with a global audience of Permaculture enthusiasts and 

farmers. The sight of old Wei and his friends talking to a webcam while transplanting seedlings—

explaining folk sayings about frogs croaking and impending rain—became a beloved weekly feature 

on the network. It filled the elders with renewed pride and a sense of purpose they never imagined 

having at their age. 

Longhe Village’s governance also quietly shifted to the Polis model. Traditional clan hierarchies that 

often decided matters gave way to more inclusive decision-making via the DAO (Decentralized 

Autonomous Organization) platform accessible on smartphones. Not everyone was tech-savvy, but 

younger members helped older ones voice their opinions. When discussing whether to convert a rice 

paddy to a vegetable field for crop diversity, instead of deferring to the richest landowner as would 

happen in the past, every household got a vote through a simple voice vote app. At first, Wei 

grumbled about the “gimmicks,” but he changed his mind when one of the poorest widows in the 

village made a compelling argument through the DAO forum that swayed the community to set aside 

a portion of profits to establish a healthcare fund. This democratic participation gave people a 

newfound sense of dignity and unity. 



By the end of year three, Longhe’s once-fading community was thriving and tightly woven into the 

global mesh. The rice terraces were healthy and green, now dotted occasionally with the dark specks 

of ducks paddling about. The water shortage was managed through new hillside catchment ponds 

built with communal labor, preventing drought impact. The cooperative had added beehives on a 

suggestion from a European Polis, improving pollination and giving honey to sell. Younger villagers, 

seeing that rural life could be prosperous and connected, began to stay or even return like Jun had. 

On weekends, one could find Jun, now elected as the cooperative’s liaison, sitting with his father on 

the veranda, not in strained silence as before but in lively discussion of plans for the next season—

perhaps trying that new solar-powered thresher design shared by a Kenyan engineer on the mesh, or 

planting a test plot of quinoa sent by a South American partner community. 

One cool evening after harvest, the village gathered to celebrate their achievements. Children 

performed a lion dance in the courtyard while elders watched, sipping sweet rice wine. As stars 

popped out in the clear sky, Jun set up the projector to share messages from far-flung friends: a 

greeting from the Nepalese terrace-farmers, a thank-you video from a flood-prone village in 

Bangladesh that had planted Longhe’s gifted rice seeds and seen their first successful crop in years, 

and a collective cheer from urban food co-ops in Beijing cooking congee with Longhe Rice that very 

night. The villagers oohed and clapped, astonished at how their humble efforts resonated out in the 

wider world. 

Under the ancient camphor tree at the edge of the courtyard, old Wei stood quietly, hands once 

again clasped behind him as he observed the joyful scene. But this time, there was a lightness in his 

posture. He thought of his ancestors who had carved these terraces and how proud they would be 

that Longhe had not only endured but become a guiding light for others. He thought of future 

generations—his grandchildren, and their grandchildren yet unborn—who might choose to keep 

living here not out of obligation but because it was a good life. Placing a calloused hand on Jun’s 

shoulder, Wei quoted softly the proverb that Jun had pinned above the cooperative’s meeting table: 

“One year, rice. Ten years, trees. Hundred years, people.” The old farmer’s eyes shone as he 

continued, “We’ve planted more than rice here, my son. We are planting a future.” 

Under the silver glow of the moon, Longhe Village felt at peace and full of promise. The terraced 

fields, like giant steps of an amphitheater, seemed to applaud silently with each cascade of water 

reflecting the moonlight. In those mirrors of the sky, one could almost see the connections stretching 

far beyond the village—an entire mesh of communities, learning and growing together. The people of 

Longhe slept that night to the familiar chorus of crickets and frogs, comforted by the knowledge that 

though each season brings new challenges, they would never face them alone again. Their hundred-

year journey had begun with the planting of trust and unity, and the harvest was already rich. 

Chapter 5: Aurora of Understanding (Antarctica) 
"In Antarctica you get to know people so well that in comparison you do not seem to know the people 

in civilization at all." 

— Apsley Cherry-Garrard 

The wind screamed over the polar plateau, whipping diamond-dust snow across the endless night. It 

was late June at Aurora Station, Antarctica, and the sun had not risen in over a month. Inside the 

main habitat module, Dr. Elena Kuznetsova pulled off her frost-encrusted parka, her eyelashes stiff 

with ice crystals from the -70°C outdoors. She had just returned from a routine check of the 

anemometer tower, a dangerous solo trek but one necessary for the station’s climate research. The 

small common room was dimly lit in red to preserve night vision; two of her colleagues murmured 



over a jigsaw puzzle of a tropical beach, a desperate attempt to conjure warmth. In the corner, 

Biologist Marco DeLuca was strumming a guitar softly—one string persistently out of tune. Three 

others hunched at their laptops, compiling data or writing reports to fill the long winter hours. With 

only ten people from five countries, Aurora Station was a lonely outpost of humanity at the bottom of 

the world. 

Tensions had been growing. Three months into the polar night, personal habits and cultural 

differences that once seemed minor had festered. Elena’s efficient Russian stoicism clashed with 

Marco’s loud, emotive Italian expressions. The American engineer, Jo, was feuding with the French 

meteorologist over power usage after Jo had unilaterally cut heat to the greenhouse to conserve 

generator fuel. Commander Liang, a veteran Chinese polar researcher, tried to maintain order as if 

running a naval ship, which grated on the others who were civilian scientists. Communication with 

the outside world was limited to scheduled satellite windows, and everyone felt a creeping sense of 

isolation. During a scratchy satellite call one day, a colleague from a university mentioned to Elena a 

new global initiative—Polis something—but the connection dropped before she heard details. 

The breaking point came in August when an equipment failure nearly ended in disaster. A coupling in 

the station’s waste heat recovery system broke one predawn morning, flooding the generator room 

with scalding steam and threatening to knock out power. Alarms blared. Jo and Liang rushed to fix it, 

but the spare coupler had a hairline crack—useless. As the temperature in the station began to 

plummet and lights flickered, panic set in. In that critical moment, Dr. Mbeki, the team’s South African 

physician and least tech-oriented member, proposed something unconventional: reach out to the 

POLIS mesh for help. She had read an article about it before deployment. “It’s a long shot,” she said, 

“but there are people awake out there, all around the world, tied together. Someone might have a 

solution.” With the satellite coming into window shortly, and no other options, Commander Liang 

swallowed his pride and allowed it. 

In the first year of their transformation, that SOS message went out through the slow, low-bandwidth 

connection to a POLIS relay in Cape Town: “Antarctic station needs 8-inch heat exchanger coupler or 

fix. Life support risk.” They didn’t expect an answer before the link dropped—but one came within 

minutes. A maker collective Polis in Melbourne saw the request on their emergency forum. By the 

time Aurora’s satellite connection resumed later that day, a 3D printable design for a compatible 

coupler was waiting in Elena’s inbox, courtesy of an engineer in that collective who had modified a 

design from an Arctic mining Polis. Excited and desperate, Jo fired up the station’s small 3D printer, 

normally used for printing custom lab apparatus. After several tense hours and one failed print due to 

cold, they produced the part in sturdy polycarbonate. It fit. The generator hummed back to life, 

warmth slowly returning to the habitat. The crew cheered and collapsed into relieved laughter. They 

had been saved by strangers half a world away. 

That improvised lifeline spurred Commander Liang to officially integrate Aurora Station into the POLIS 

framework. During the summer supply drop, they requested additional networking equipment and 

solar capacity, facilitated by contacts in the mesh who helped liaise with their national research 

agencies. By the second year, Aurora Station was no longer an isolated island. Every crew member 

had a Polis mesh login and, beyond their scientific work, they became participants in a global 

conversation. 

Emotional isolation eased first. Marco started a weekly “Cook & Chat” over the mesh with a Polis 

community in Sicily, trading recipes and banter via video. On one memorable evening, he led a virtual 

pizza-making class from the tiny station kitchen, adapting ingredients from their ration stores. In 

return, the Italians taught him a trick for baking crust in the station’s crude oven. The common room 

filled with the aroma of fresh pizza—a miracle in Antarctica—and with it, hearty laughter. Elena, 



initially skeptical, joined a mindfulness meditation circle with people from multiple Polises, including 

a retired Buddhist teacher in Thailand. These sessions, conducted quietly in her bunk with 

headphones, helped her find calm and empathy amid the stress. Soon she approached Marco and 

sincerely apologized for snapping at him over a trivial chore; he responded by bear-hugging the 

astonished Russian. 

The crew also formed a book club with a remote Polis library project, downloading and discussing 

novels with folks from Argentina to New Zealand. Through these shared activities, they rediscovered 

each other as humans, not just coworkers. As Cherry-Garrard had observed a century earlier, in 

Antarctica you either bond deeply or break apart; the mesh gave them avenues to bond with not only 

each other but also with the wider human family beyond their icebound home. 

Collaborating through the mesh also supercharged their science mission. Data that used to vanish 

into academic journals now came alive in real-time for communities. The researchers set up an open 

channel where they streamed climate readings – temperatures, CO2 levels, ice-core analysis results – 

directly into the Polis network. City Polises as far away as Mumbai and Miami tuned in to these “Ice 

Watch” updates to understand global warming’s front lines, sometimes inviting Aurora scientists into 

their virtual town halls to explain the trends. Dr. Mbeki organized a series of interactive lessons for 

schoolchildren in several countries, showing them penguin colony footage and aurora time-lapses, 

answering questions from kids who had never seen snow. The glow in Mbeki’s eyes after those 

sessions was unmistakable; she felt, perhaps for the first time in her career, the immediate impact of 

her polar work on young minds thousands of kilometers away. 

In year two’s austral winter, the crew introduced what became Aurora Station’s unique contribution 

to the POLIS network: the Climate Commons Protocol. Using the station’s experience and input from 

climate-focused Polises worldwide, they helped design a decentralized system for all communities to 

share environmental data and coordinate responses. They set up autonomous monitoring kits – some 

delivered to remote areas by other research Polises, others made by citizen scientists – that fed data 

on rainfall, temperature extremes, sea levels, and biodiversity into a global AI overseen by a coalition 

of communities, not governments alone. Aurora Station acted as a hub, the sentinel at Earth’s end, 

providing baseline readings on planetary health. The Climate Commons Protocol empowered even 

small communities to issue alerts; for example, if sea temperatures spiked leading to coral bleaching, 

a coastal Polis in Queensland could raise a flag and trigger supportive actions from others (like 

sending algae-restoration tech or diplomatic pressure on polluters). And when Aurora’s instruments 

detected record-low extent of sea ice, it wasn’t just a line in a scientific paper – it became a tangible 

rallying cry on the mesh, spurring Polises to double down on sustainable practices and demand 

change from industries. The crew watched, heartened, as their once-ignored data translated into 

collective action. 

By the third year, Aurora Station had transformed into something more than a research outpost. It 

was a valued node in the mesh, and the crew were not just colleagues but a family forged in cold and 

connectedness. They had also gently subverted the rigid station hierarchy. Commander Liang, initially 

formal and distant, had gradually opened up in the egalitarian Polis culture where every voice was 

heard. He initiated weekly crew councils – a practice borrowed from community DAOs – where each 

member, regardless of rank, spoke about concerns or ideas, and decisions (from menu changes to 

expedition plans) were made by group consensus. This flattening of command improved morale and 

buy-in. When a severe storm buried their satellite dish in ice, it was a young intern, Sofia from Chile, 

who proposed an ingenious fix (using a balloon and heating wire) and all agreed to implement it, 

whereas in the past her quiet voice might have been overlooked by superiors. 



It was August again, polar night once more, but this time the darkness felt less oppressive. Inside the 

habitat, under the soft white glow of LED strips, the crew prepared a special event. They had 

scheduled a mesh conference called “One Earth, One Sky,” inviting anyone in the network to join 

them virtually for a tour of the Antarctic night and a discussion about the year’s climate findings. 

Despite the late hour, dozens of communities tuned in from various time zones. On the projector 

screen in the common room, little windows showed faces and gatherings: a circle of Sami reindeer 

herders around a fire in Scandinavia, students in a Kenyan village sitting beneath an acacia tree with a 

tablet, a group of climate activists in New York huddled in a co-working space. 

Elena stepped outside in her insulated suit, carrying a camera rig linked to the mesh. Above her, the 

heavens swirled with curtains of green and purple—the aurora australis was dancing. Gasps of awe 

came through her earpiece as the remote participants saw the shimmering lights arc over the station. 

Elena found herself choking up at their reactions; in sharing the beauty of her frozen world, she felt 

the meaning of her long months of hardship crystallize. “We watch over this ice,” she whispered, “for 

all of you.” Inside, Dr. Mbeki explained the aurora’s science and Commander Liang answered 

questions about daily life at -40°. But the most profound exchanges were personal. A teenager from 

Mumbai asked, voice earnest: “Do you ever feel alone out there?” Marco and Jo glanced at each 

other and smiled. Marco replied, “We used to. But not anymore. Not tonight.” The crew all gathered 

then on camera, raising mugs of reconstituted cocoa, sending a toast across the world to their Polis 

friends. 

At that moment, the barriers of distance and isolation melted away. Aurora Station was truly part of 

humanity’s community, its harsh gifts of insight and data embraced, and its people held in a web of 

friendship and purpose. Over the loudspeaker, someone put on a recording of music that a 

collaborator from a Polynesian island Polis had sent—a gentle melody of ukulele and ocean waves 

that felt like a lullaby from a warmer world. Some crew members closed their eyes to listen, 

imagining palm trees and sand, and they laughed at the surreal contrast to the howling winds 

outside. 

When the sun finally peeked over the horizon in late September, ending the long polar night, the 

crew emerged from the station to greet it together. Ten figures stood united on the ice, faces to the 

brilliant sliver of gold. The dark months had not broken them; in fact, those months had connected 

them more deeply to each other and to countless others. As the sunlight spread over the frozen 

expanse, painting it in pink and orange, Commander Liang – no longer just a commander, but a friend 

and colleague – said quietly: “I think our world is like this sunrise. Even after a long night, the light 

returns.” 

Elena reached out and took Marco’s gloved hand, and he took Jo’s, until the whole team was linked, 

casting long shadows on the snow. It was the start of a new day at the bottom of the world, and they 

knew they were not alone to face it. Far beyond the horizon, communities they had never met in 

person were with them in spirit, under the same aurora, working together for the dawn of a better 

world. 

Chapter 6: Heartland Harvest (USA) 
"All the flowers of all the tomorrows are in the seeds of today." 

— Proverb 

Morning light spread across the rolling fields of Walnut Grove, a small Midwestern farming town that 

seemed to stand still in time. Silos and water towers cast long shadows over golden cornfields ready 

for harvest. Yet beneath the picturesque calm, the community was struggling. John Becker, a third-



generation corn and soybean farmer, kicked the dust off his boots on his porch as he listened to the 

local AM radio. Another drop in commodity prices, another report of a nearby farm auctioning off 

land. John’s own farm was on the brink; a spring flood had washed away topsoil and the summer 

drought that followed stunted half his crop. He sipped his coffee, worry etched in the lines of his sun-

beaten face. He thought of his daughter, Maggie, who had left for Chicago after college because, as 

she said, “there’s no future here, Pa.” He couldn’t blame her. 

Down the road, the Miller family was up early too—packing the last of their belongings into a pickup. 

They had sold their farm to a corporate mega-farm operation. Similar scenes had played out too often 

in Walnut Grove these past years: neighbors disappearing one by one, fields fallowing or being 

gobbled up by big agri-companies that cared little for the town’s soul. At the feed store, folks 

murmured that Walnut Grove might become a ghost town in a decade. 

In the first year of their transformation, a spark of change arrived almost accidentally. The county 

agricultural extension officer, Priya Srinivasan, had been urging local farmers to diversify crops and try 

sustainable practices to combat the wild swings in weather. Most, like John, politely nodded but were 

set in their ways—corn and soy monoculture was what they knew and what their equipment was 

built for. But after the Miller family’s departure, John’s wife Mary found a printed flyer left on their 

farmstand bulletin board. It was about a newfangled concept called a POLIS cooperative that Priya 

had been touting: communities pooling resources, sharing knowledge, directly trading goods without 

middlemen. Mary showed it to John that evening. “Maybe we should at least listen, hon,” she said 

gently. “What do we have to lose?” John, pride wounded by the farm’s financial troubles, grumbled 

“If those university folks know so much, why ain’t they farming?” Still, Mary’s eyes—full of equal 

parts hope and desperation—convinced him to give Priya’s idea a chance. 

That winter, Priya organized a town hall in the high school gym. Under the harsh fluorescent lights, a 

couple dozen remaining farmers and townspeople sat on bleachers. Priya introduced a guest on a 

video call: a member of a farming Polis network from another state. On the big projector screen, a 

smiling Black farmer named Clarence spoke from North Carolina, where a cooperative of small 

farmers had weathered hurricanes by sharing labor and equipment. He explained how the POLIS 

mesh let them trade surplus sweet potatoes for Midwest grain via a direct barter ledger, no 

corporations skimming profit. Skeptical mutters rippled through the crowd until Clarence mentioned 

that their coop had eliminated all synthetic fertilizer use and cut costs dramatically by swapping 

knowledge on regenerative farming. “We even brought back a heirloom corn that’s flood-tolerant,” 

he said, “by getting seeds from a Polis seed library. Maybe some of y’all could use that up there?” 

John leaned forward, arms no longer crossed. Flood-tolerant corn? That hit home. 

After the call, discussion continued past midnight. It wasn’t all kumbaya at first—some feared it was a 

socialist scheme or a pipe dream. But gradually, trust in Priya and plain old necessity swayed them. 

They voted to pilot a Polis cooperative for Walnut Grove. They called it Heartland Commons. John, to 

his own surprise, found himself volunteering a portion of his land to experiment with cover crops and 

the new flood-tolerant corn seed once it arrived, while another younger farmer offered to set up a 

shared digital marketplace if someone helped him with his aging combine in return. 

By the second year, Heartland Commons was taking shape. The network provided a small grant (in 

the form of equipment, not cash) to the fledgling coop: a drone for mapping fields, access to an 

open-source farm management AI, and crucially, introductions to other rural Polises for trade. Instead 

of each farm buying an expensive new tractor upgrade, the cooperative arranged time-sharing of 

machinery through a mesh scheduling app—John’s combine threshed not only his grain but also his 

neighbor’s, who in exchange lent out his upgraded planter when it was time for John to sow. This 

saved each thousands of dollars and prevented more debt. 



Maggie, hearing of the changes at home, actually took leave from her city job to visit that summer. 

She was astonished to see her father standing in a field of mixed cover crops—clover, radish, rye—

rather than the usual bare off-season dirt. “It’s to heal the soil,” John said, repeating what he had 

learned from a regenerative agriculture forum on the mesh that Priya got him to join. “Darned if 

these little radish roots don’t break up the hardpan and keep the water in.” He tried to sound 

casual, but Maggie could tell he was proud of trying something new and that it was working; the 

sections with cover crops looked visibly richer and retained moisture better. 

The real turning point came during a heat wave and flash drought in July. Normally, John would have 

irrigated heavily (draining his well and racking up electricity bills) and prayed. But the network’s AI 

and the cooperative’s pooled data warned them that the groundwater was too low for that strategy 

and would jeopardize everyone’s wells. Instead, through quick coordination on their group chat, the 

farmers agreed that those with still-healthy crops would share water with those in critical need, using 

portable pumps and hoses the coop bought secondhand. They prioritized fields with the new 

experimental corn strain that had shown resilience so far. John volunteered a day of labor with two 

neighbors to trench a temporary channel to direct water from his pond to a adjacent farm’s field of 

young soybean, saving it. In turn, when John’s own corn looked to be failing later in the season, 

others pitched in similarly. It was unthinkable a year ago—farmers helping “competitors” at cost to 

their own resources. But as one of John’s neighbors said while they opened a shared irrigation gate, 

“If your farm fails, this town fails. We’re in this together now.” For the first time in decades, Walnut 

Grove had a collective strategy rather than each family for itself. 

That autumn, yields came in modestly improved despite the drought, and importantly, expenses were 

down. Heartland Commons had collectively purchased less fertilizer and fuel, thanks to shared 

equipment and regenerative practices. The cooperative also tried direct trading through the mesh: 

they sent a railcar of excess hay to a drought-stricken Polis in Colorado, and in exchange received 

pallets of stone-ground flour and mountain apples which they sold at the local farmers’ market, 

profits going into the community fund. Townspeople began to feel there was hope and vitality 

returning. 

By the third year, Walnut Grove’s renewal was undeniable. Maggie moved back permanently, 

choosing to apply her marketing skills to help brand the coop’s produce. With the network’s support, 

Heartland Commons launched a label for their goods: “Heartland Harvest”, signifying sustainable, 

community-grown food. They set up a partnership with urban Polises in St. Louis and Detroit where 

consumers wanted farm-to-table produce but urban agriculture couldn’t meet all demand. Now, a 

truck loaded with Walnut Grove cooperative crops—everything from non-GMO cornmeal to pumpkin 

and sunflower seeds (new crops they experimented with)—made regular deliveries to those cities, 

completely bypassing giant commodity brokers. Profits flowed back fairly to farmers and the town. 

The unique contribution Walnut Grove introduced to the global POLIS mesh was a model they called 

Soil-to-Supper, which integrated sustainable farming with community livelihood. John helped host 

live “field lessons” via drone video for other farming communities on the mesh, showing how 

planting wildflower strips brought pollinators back, or how multi-family teams could build French 

drains to control flooding. In turn, they took advice from others: a Polis collective in India taught them 

about using charcoal biochar to enrich soil, which they started doing with corncob waste. The local 

Native American nation’s environmental office even got involved, sharing traditional knowledge 

about prairie restoration to improve the ecosystem; together, they set aside a few acres to native 

grasses, which not only brought back quail and rabbits (to everyone’s delight) but also acted as a 

firebreak and carbon sink. 



The town’s social fabric healed alongside the land. Neighbors who once barely spoke beyond a nod at 

church were now planning crop rotations and barn raisings together. They revived the tradition of 

communal barn-raising, not for building structures as much as for mutual aid: one weekend everyone 

helped mend the Smiths’ fence and roof after a tornado glancingly hit; another weekend the effort 

went into converting an old barn into a cooperative grain storage, to avoid having to sell immediately 

at low prices. Each time, after the work, there would be a potluck meal, tables laden with dishes 

everyone contributed—sweet corn casserole, deviled eggs, cherry pie. Laughter and a sense of unity 

returned to those gatherings, with a recognition: this is how their grandparents’ generation survived 

the hard times, by leaning on each other, and now aided by technology they were doing it anew. 

One golden evening in late September, Walnut Grove held its annual Harvest Festival. It felt different 

now—less like a nostalgic attempt to relive better days and more like a genuine celebration of a 

future they were actively building. The grain elevator was decorated with a banner that read 

“Heartland Harvest Festival – Many Hands, One Heart.” Under it, children (including some who had 

moved away and come back) bobbed for apples shipped from their Colorado Polis friends, and local 

farmers proudly gave tours of demonstration plots where tall sunflowers and sturdy heirloom corn 

stalks rustled in the breeze. On the makeshift stage, Priya and John spoke to a small crowd and to a 

smartphone camera streaming to the mesh. They thanked everyone for their open minds and hard 

work. “Three years ago, we were afraid of losing everything,” John said, voice cracking slightly. 

“Tonight, look around—our fields, our homes, our hope— it’s all growing back. We learned all the 

flowers of tomorrow are indeed in the seeds we plant today. And boy, did we plant some good 

seed.” The crowd clapped and hooted in agreement. 

As dusk settled, strings of lights crisscrossed over the town square, and the villagers projected a 

message from far-flung allies and friends across the Polis network: a circle of farmers in Mexico 

raising a glass of tequila in salute to Walnut Grove’s success; a classroom of kids in Detroit munching 

on carrots labeled “Heartland Harvest” cheering thank you; Clarence from North Carolina 

reappearing, grinning broadly as he congratulated them on proving that “the heartland’s still got 

heart.” The loudest cheer came when the Miller family, who had sold their farm and moved away, 

appeared on screen from their new Polis community in Ohio, saying they were proud of Walnut 

Grove and even considering coming back if there was a way. Mary squeezed John’s arm at that—

imagine, people wanting to come back to their little town now. 

Later that night, under a sky filled with more stars than any city-dweller could fathom, the folks of 

Walnut Grove danced to fiddles and guitars. John and Mary swayed together near the bonfire, 

watching Maggie laugh with children by the caramel apple stand. John felt a deep contentment 

welling inside. The land would still throw hardships at them, no doubt: floods, droughts, market 

whims. But they had learned to weather them not as solitary farmers at the mercy of fate, but as a 

community at the helm of their own shared destiny. In the flicker of firelight, he tipped his hat back 

and gazed upwards. The Milky Way stretched overhead, a band of innumerable stars bound together 

by gravity. It reminded him of the Polis mesh—a vast connection of countless lives. In that moment 

he whispered a quiet prayer of thanks for the newfound unity. The seeds they had planted—seeds of 

trust, cooperation, and innovation—were blossoming into something resilient and beautiful. Walnut 

Grove’s tomorrow was in bloom. 



 

Chapter 7: Embers of Peace (Middle East) 
"The wound is the place where the Light enters you." 

— Rumi 

Thick dust hung in the hot afternoon air of Al-Mazeen, a village once nestled in a green valley, now 

scarred by years of war. The outlines of shattered homes cast jagged shadows across rubble-strewn 

streets. A lone olive tree stood charred but alive in the central square, its leaves miraculously green 

amid ruins. Under it, Noor bent to light a small fire for cooking. She was twenty-nine, though she felt 

a hundred. In her short lifetime, she had seen her village first flourish in peace, then descend into the 

hell of conflict, and now cling tenuously to ceasefire. She wore a black headscarf and a threadbare 

dress; her left arm bore a faded shrapnel scar. That wound ached often, a reminder of what they had 

endured. 

As she prepared a simple lentil soup, stirring carefully with her one good cooking pot, she watched 

the children. A handful of boys kicked a punctured soccer ball around craters that once were gardens. 

Girls drew flowers with chalk on a blasted wall, trying to imagine beauty back into existence. Three 

years ago, battles between rival militias and government forces had all but destroyed Al-Mazeen. 

Many fled, including Noor’s own parents and siblings to refugee camps abroad. But Noor stayed—first 

to care for her ailing grandmother who has since passed, and then because this was home, and 

someone had to begin picking up the pieces. 

In the first year after the war’s end, Al-Mazeen’s residents were eking out survival, largely forgotten 

by the world. Water came from a half-destroyed well, food from whatever could be bartered with 

passing aid convoys. People who had once celebrated weddings and shared harvests as one family 

now barely spoke beyond necessity. There were bitter divides: some families were seen as having 

supported one side of the conflict, others the opposite. Old neighbors eyed each other with suspicion 

or outright resentment over real and perceived wartime betrayals. Noor often felt as though the war 

had not really left, it had just changed form—becoming a cold war of broken relationships and silent 

suffering. 

One evening, an unfamiliar group arrived in the village—three men and two women, young, with 

determined faces and minimal belongings. They wore simple clothes and a symbol on their sleeves: a 

circle interwoven with lines. They introduced themselves as members of a Polis peace caravan. They 

had come from another region that had rebuilt after war, bringing offers of help and healing on behalf 

of a global network of communities. “We are not an NGO, not a government,” said Kamal, the 

group’s leader, “We are ordinary people from other places who have suffered like you. We come to 

share what helped us rebuild.” Many villagers were skeptical. Some elders muttered that these 

outsiders might have political motives, or worse, stir up buried grievances. But Noor, desperate for 

any ray of light, persuaded the cautious village headman to let them stay in the abandoned 

schoolhouse and attempt their work. 

In those early weeks, the peace caravan organized gatherings that felt strange at first. They arranged 

a “sulha” – a traditional reconciliation meeting – in the courtyard of a bombed-out mosque. Villagers, 

who had barely exchanged words in months, were invited to sit together in a circle on carpets. At the 

center, on a low table, they placed bread, dates, and a large communal dish of rice and lamb provided 

by the caravan (with ingredients donated via the Polis network). According to ancient custom, 

enemies are to share a meal as a step to bury enmity. At first, silence hung heavy. Finally, an elderly 



farmer, Youssef, whose son had died fighting for one faction, reached out and broke bread, handing a 

piece to Farid, whose brother had fought on the opposite side. Farid hesitated, eyes glistening, then 

accepted and took a bite. One by one, others cautiously did the same. Tears quietly flowed as the 

symbolic meal unfolded. Long-held grief and guilt began to soften in that moment of shared 

humanity. The caravan members then gently facilitated a conversation. People spoke of their losses, 

their pain, sometimes their anger. Noor found herself telling the group about the night a shell took 

her neighbor’s home and how she still heard the screams in nightmares. Across the circle, another 

woman, Leila, admitted she felt responsible because her cousin’s militia had launched that shell. 

Through sobs, Leila apologized publicly. Noor, crying too, stood and embraced her. It was the first 

time victims and those associated with perpetrators openly acknowledged each other’s pain. It was a 

beginning. 

By the second year, Al-Mazeen had joined the POLIS mesh as a nascent peace Polis, and change was 

visible. The caravan had helped set up a satellite link and small solar grid. With the network’s help, 

the villagers identified their most urgent needs and matched them with resources from other 

communities. A medical Polis from Jordan sent basic supplies and a volunteer nurse who arrived by 

motorcycle, vastly improving first aid and care. A tech collective from Europe shipped parts for water 

filters and a solar pump; soon clean water flowed from the rebuilt well, reducing illnesses. Each 

delivery wasn’t a handout but a gesture of solidarity, often accompanied by letters, even videos, from 

those who sent it – ordinary people explaining why they wanted to help, sometimes sharing their 

own stories of war or disaster. 

And as material life slowly improved, so did the emotional landscape. The caravan introduced a 

practice from Latin American Polises called “Círculo de Luz” – a Circle of Light. This was a trauma 

healing circle similar to group therapy but rooted in storytelling. Every week at dusk, villagers 

gathered, lighting lanterns and placing them in a ring. One lantern would be left unlit in the center, 

symbolizing those lost or the pain shared. People would tell stories, sometimes horrific, sometimes 

hopeful, while others listened in respectful silence. Over time, speaking out in the circle became a 

cherished ritual. Even those who couldn’t find words would sit and shed silent tears, and that too was 

healing. The caravan members gradually stepped back as facilitators as local villagers took on those 

roles. One of them was an imam who had lost his mosque but not his faith in people; another was a 

former schoolteacher who started informal classes for children again, weaving in lessons on empathy 

and cooperation he learned from the mesh. 

A pivotal project emerged through the Polis network that gave everyone a shared purpose: turning 

the ruins of an old textile factory into a community greenhouse. A sustainable farming Polis in 

Lebanon had done something similar and offered designs and seeds. Al-Mazeen’s youth, who had 

been restless and prone to drifting into trouble, suddenly had meaningful work. With the guidance of 

remote experts via intermittent video calls, they cleared rubble, built raised planter beds from debris, 

and installed a patchwork of salvaged windows and tarps for a roof. Even some older men who had 

been adversaries during the war found themselves sweating side by side, mixing soil and compost. In 

quietly working toward a common goal, they began to view each other not as “the man who fought 

for the other side” but as fellow farmers and builders. By the time the greenhouse sprouted its first 

rows of tomatoes, cucumbers, and herbs, the village had rediscovered a taste of self-sufficiency and 

pride. The produce supplemented their diets, and surplus was traded via the mesh with other Polises 

for clothes and batteries. 

By the third year, the people of Al-Mazeen had found a unique rhythm as a community bridging sea 

and land, tradition and innovation. They introduced to the global POLIS network the concept of 

Distributed Nationhood – the idea that a people could remain one even if living on multiple islands 

or countries, thanks to cultural cohesion and digital tools. The atoll itself, though still challenged by 



rising seas, was better prepared: floating gardens yielded fruits, clam and seaweed farms provided 

trade goods and buffers against waves, sturdier stilt houses—designed with help from a Vietnamese 

river delta Polis—replaced flimsy ground huts. Nova Niu settlement on higher ground became a 

flourishing farm producing root crops and timber; its harvests were shipped to Nui Ake and other 

atolls in their island chain, providing food security during difficult seasons. Rather than a refugee 

camp scenario, Nova Niu was deliberately crafted as an equal twin community to Nui Ake, with 

families rotating residency if they wished and youths spending time in both to gain skills. 

One evening, as the sun set in a blaze of tangerine and purple over Nui Ake’s palm-fringed horizon, 

the entire community gathered in the maneaba. Those present included not only the island’s 

inhabitants but also dozens of their relatives and friends joining via a large screen – dawn in London 

for one, late night in Los Angeles for another, midday in Nova Niu. It was a special council meeting to 

ratify their new Covenant of the Ocean Family, a charter they’d drafted with help from legal Polises, 

aiming to have their distributed community recognized internationally as a single societal entity. Lani 

never imagined in her lifetime she’d see a document written partly in their native language, partly in 

legalese, that united people across oceans. By consensus (a mix of raised hands in the maneaba and 

digital hand-raises on screen), the covenant passed. Tears glinted on many faces. “No matter where 

we are,” said one elder, “we carry Nui Ake in our hearts, and now on paper too.” 

In celebration, they commenced a grand fiafia (festive performance). Children on the atoll and those 

at Nova Niu, connected by video, took turns performing dances they'd been practicing together via 

the mesh. On the atoll, young girls with flower garlands swayed to the ancient rhythm of log drums, 

their movements mirrored by girls on the distant farm clearing who had dressed in matching island 

lavalava skirts. The boys performed a paddle dance, powerful and synchronized, acting out the story 

of their ancestors voyaging across the Pacific. The imagery was not lost on anyone: though some 

dancers stood on coral sand and others on volcanic soil far away, they moved as one troupe, one 

people. 

At the fiafia’s climax, Lani, with her silver hair and dignified presence, led the community in a call-

and-response chant taught by their Samoan friends: “O le tai, o le uta – The ocean and land are 

one.” The villagers repeated in unison, voices cracking with emotion: “The ocean and land are one!” 

Those on the screen joined in, their voices coming through speakers delayed by a mere half-second, 

creating a gentle echo. In that moment, technology and tradition seamlessly wove together; the 

ocean between them meant nothing because their bond was everything. 

Later that night, Lani walked along the moonlit beach of Nui Ake with a tablet in hand, on a call with 

her daughter Kiana who sat under a lamp post in Auckland. The grandmother and her diaspora 

daughter looked up at the same moon from different hemispheres as they talked softly about the day. 

“We won’t let our home slip away, Mama,” Kiana said with determination. “And if one day you need 

to come here for a while, you’ll find our culture alive and waiting.” 

Lani listened to the gentle waves and thought of the proverb about the ocean and land. She realized 

it wasn’t just about environment; it was about their people spread across ocean and land, feeling 

each other’s joys and pains. “Ioane (yes),” she replied, “we have learned to paddle our canoe 

together, no matter how far apart we sit in it.” 

Under the stars, the tide began to rise again, as it always did. But the village of Nui Ake did not 

scramble in fear. They had drawn up their canoes, reinforced their seawall with old fishing nets and 

sandbags, tended their floating garden to ensure it was secure, and most importantly, they knew they 

weren’t facing the tide alone. Out there in the darkness beyond the reef, countless hearts and minds 

were connected with theirs, ready to help if needed. As one family – one canoe – they would keep 

navigating toward the sunrise. 



Chapter 8: Spirit of the Forest (Amazon) 
"Only when the last tree has died and the last river been poisoned and the last fish been caught will 

we realize we cannot eat money." 

— Cree proverb 

The elders said the forest had a heartbeat. Yara could hear it when she pressed her ear to the 

buttress root of the great ceiba tree outside her village. As a child, she’d fall asleep to the symphony 

of crickets and tree frogs, believing the whole jungle was alive and watching over her people, the 

Tekoa tribe of the upper Amazon. Now, at 19, Yara also heard new, terrifying sounds in the forest’s 

heartbeat – the distant roar of chainsaws and bulldozers inching closer by the day. Illegal loggers and 

land grabbers were tearing great wounds in the ancestral land of her tribe. Already a sacred grove 

upriver had been razed, its guardian spirits homeless. The Tekoa had sent protests to the 

government, to NGOs, but help was slow or absent. Yara’s father, the tribe’s chief, grew quieter each 

evening as he smoked his pipe, worry etched in his brow. 

In the first year of their transformation, an encounter at the forest’s edge set a new path. Yara led a 

small group of Tekoa youths on a patrol to document the encroachment. Armed with nothing but 

bows and a determination to protect their Mother Forest, they instead stumbled upon allies: 

members of a neighboring community, a riverine settler village, carrying smartphones and a drone. 

These villagers had formed a local environmental Polis called Guardians of the Xingu. They were 

mapping deforestation hotspots and had ties to the global POLIS mesh. Initially, old suspicions flared 

– historically, indigenous Tekoa and colonist villagers distrusted each other. But the common threat of 

the loggers united them quickly. “The forest dies, we all die,” said João, a farmer from the settler 

village, extending his hand to Yara. She clasped it in agreement. Thus the Tekoa tribe joined forces 

with their neighbors, becoming part of the Guardians Polis. 

By the second year, the Tekoa were active members of the global mesh, and the forest had new 

powerful champions. Using drones and satellite imagery provided by a tech collective in the network, 

they documented every illegal incursion in real time, uploading geotagged videos of felled trees and 

oil spills to an open ledger that anyone could see. This evidence, amplified by environmental Polises 

worldwide, pressured authorities to actually send enforcement. Several logging operations were shut 

down as a result, at least temporarily. But beyond reactive measures, the Tekoa sought a proactive 

way to safeguard their lands for good. In a groundbreaking assembly held under the canopy of a 

Brazil-nut grove, Tekoa elders and Guardians Polis members drafted a collective land stewardship 

pact. Through the POLIS network, they linked with legal advocates and successfully filed to designate 

a vast swath of the threatened forest as a protected “Polis Conservancy” – essentially granting it 

status akin to a personhood and putting it under the guardianship of local communities. Remarkably, 

donations from allied communities globally (some as far as a city Polis in Japan that cherished the 

Amazon’s role in the planet’s climate) helped fund the legal fees and monitoring equipment to 

enforce this status. 

While technology and legal tools helped shield the forest, the Tekoa also believed that the soul of the 

forest required healing from the trauma already inflicted. In a dusk ceremony, Chief Arara, Yara’s 

father, led the tribe in an ancient ritual at the scar where the sacred grove had been cut. They planted 

seedlings of mahogany and chanted prayers to invite the forest spirits back. What made this 

ceremony unusual was that it was recorded via 360-degree camera by one of the Guardians and 

streamed live on the mesh. Not for spectacle, but by request: other indigenous Polises and spiritual 

communities around the world wanted to join in solidarity, to pray and meditate simultaneously. 

Monks in Tibet, shamans in Siberia, and villagers in Africa tuned in, some lighting candles, others 

offering their own rituals concurrently. Yara felt that united energy as a tingling along her arms as she 



sang the lament of the trees. It was as if the whole earth was listening and responding. Later, when 

she checked the mesh messages, she saw hundreds of comments: people describing how moving it 

was, how they, too, now understood that protecting the forest was a sacred duty. A group of children 

from a European Polis had even organized a small fundraiser during the stream to buy more saplings 

for planting. 

By year three, the Tekoa and their allies introduced a unique feature to the global network: the Living 

Library of the Forest. Tekoa shamans and elders, with help from bilingual volunteers, began 

cataloguing their vast knowledge of medicinal plants, ecological relationships, and cultural stories 

linked to each species. However, they did so on their own terms: the knowledge was encrypted and 

shared in a controlled way via the mesh. Polises that wished to access it (like academic research 

communities or healthcare co-ops) had to agree to strict ethical guidelines – any benefits derived 

would be shared back with indigenous communities and used for conservation. This flipped the script 

on the old exploitative model of bioprospecting. Now Tekoa intellectual property rights were guarded 

by smart contracts on the blockchain; when a lab in Germany used a Tekoa plant remedy to develop a 

new medicine for malaria, royalties flowed automatically into a communal fund for rainforest 

protection, and the formula itself was made open-source to benefit all. 

Yara became one of the “librarians” of this Living Library. She had grown adept at using a tablet to 

photograph plants, record elders’ explanations, and upload entries in both Tekoa language and 

Portuguese. One day she guided her grandmother, eyes dim with age but memory sharp, through the 

process of describing the kunami vine – a cure for fever – into a microphone. When they finished, her 

grandmother patted her hand and said, “The vine’s spirit knows it is needed far away, let it go help 

others.” Yara felt pride; their ancient wisdom was now a beacon on the mesh, drawing respect 

instead of exploitation. 

Perhaps the most uplifting development came when the Tekoa helped spearhead a Global Earth 

Guardians Council through the POLIS network. Representatives from dozens of indigenous tribes, 

environmental activists, and eco-scientists convened virtually (and occasionally in person) to 

exchange strategies and support. They shared not only grievances but successes: a reforestation 

technique from a Kenyan Polis that could help regrow the Amazon’s edge, or the Tekoa’s own story of 

legal personhood for the forest inspiring another Polis to attempt the same for a river in their country. 

Yara addressed this council in a session, speaking from atop that great ceiba tree by her village (she 

had climbed it fearlessly, as a drone hovered to broadcast her). “We are the voice of the voiceless – 

the forests, the rivers, the animals,” she said in Tekoa, with translation subtitles beamed across the 

world. “Separated, we were ignored. United, we cannot be dismissed.” Her youthful voice, strong 

and sure, resounded in that digital gathering of Earth defenders and moved many to tears and action. 

On a warm afternoon, a convoy of unusual visitors arrived in Tekoa village: not loggers this time, but 

delegates from a city – a Polis from São Paulo that had been working to become sustainable. They 

came to apologize. For years their city had been indirectly consuming Amazon timber and beef, 

driving the destruction. Now, under POLIS influence, São Paulo citizens voted to invest in forest 

conservation and regenerative agroforestry. They offered a partnership: funding for a forest-friendly 

Brazil-nut processing cooperative for the Tekoa and neighboring communities, so they could have 

increased income without harming the forest. In return, the city would get a supply of ethically 

harvested nuts, oils, and spices. It was a new kind of trade based not on exploitation but reciprocity. 

That evening, the villagers hosted the city folk in a friendship feast beneath the stars. They ate 

cassava and wild honey, and danced together around the fire to drums and flutes. City engineers 

marveled at the brilliance of Tekoa’s starlit sky; tribal elders chuckled good-naturedly as some city folk 

struggled to keep rhythm in the dances. Barriers of language and background melted in the shared 



joy. For Yara, who danced with abandon, hand in hand with a visiting city schoolteacher, it felt like the 

forest itself was celebrating this unlikely harmony. 

Not every battle was won – illegal miners still schemed in remote corners, and government politics 

ebbed and flowed. But the trend had turned. With global eyes on the Amazon via the mesh, 

plunderers could no longer operate in darkness so easily. And with direct support flowing to 

communities, there was less desperation driving locals to sell out to destructive industries. The 

forest’s heartbeat, though scarred, grew stronger. 

One night, Yara climbed the ceiba again, this time with her father, Chief Arara. He had been hesitant 

but she had insisted, and together they perched on a broad branch high above the canopy. The moon 

was full, bathing the endless expanse of green in silver. In the distance, one could see a dark patch 

where land had been cleared – but even now that patch was starting to show faint greenness again 

with new growth and plantings. Arara placed a hand on the trunk and closed his eyes. “I hear it, my 

daughter,” he murmured. “The heartbeat. It is louder now.” Yara listened too. In the rustling of 

leaves and the calls of nocturnal birds, she sensed the forest breathing steadily, resiliently. She 

thought of the thousands of people connected to them now, like roots unseen but nourishing. 

In her heart, she whispered a promise into the night: We will keep listening, we will keep fighting, for 

you are not alone and neither are we. The ceiba’s leaves shimmered as if in acknowledgment, and a 

gentle breeze wrapped the father and daughter in the cool night air – a silent benediction from the 

living forest they vowed to protect for all generations to come. 

Chapter 9: Web of Unity (West Africa) 
"When spider webs unite, they can tie up a lion." 

— Ethiopian proverb 

The red dust of the Sahel hung in the late afternoon air as villagers in Koulouba gathered for a fateful 

meeting beneath the lone acacia tree. For years, life in this West African community had grown 

harder – the rains had become fickle, the soil exhausted, and conflicts simmered between the 

farming villagers and nomadic Fulani herders competing for water and grass. Last year’s harvest had 

failed, and many had lost some of their cattle. Hunger and anger loomed like a lion at the edge of the 

village. 

Amadou, a respected elder farmer, cleared his throat. “If we do nothing, we perish,” he said plainly 

to the assembly. “We need new ways, and we need to make peace among ourselves.” There was 

silence; the gravity of his words pressed on every heart. Finally, a young woman named Mariam 

spoke up. Educated in the city, she had returned recently with knowledge of the wider world. “There 

is a network of communities working together across borders,” she said, “sharing solutions. I have 

seen on my phone stories of villages like ours regreening their land and prospering. Perhaps we can 

join them.” Skeptical murmurs rippled—many elders did not trust outsiders. But with no alternatives 

and famine on the horizon, they gave Mariam their blessing to seek help through what she called the 

POLIS mesh. 

In the first year, small miracles began to materialize. Using a solar-powered antenna and an old tablet, 

Mariam connected Koulouba to the mesh. Immediately, advice poured in: A Polis in Burkina Faso 

described how they dug zai pits—small planting holes to catch water—and restored barren fields to 

fertility. Another Polis, a group of pastoralists in Kenya, shared a grazing rotation app that helped 

herders avoid overusing any one area. The villagers decided to try everything systematically. 



It began with collective labor, something not seen in Koulouba for many years. Farmers and herders 

worked side by side at dawn, digging zai pits across a test plot of hardened earth. Some Fulani 

herders were skeptical of digging, which they saw as farming work, but when they saw farmers also 

constructing a new well for livestock access, they reciprocated. “Water and land belong to all of us,” 

Amadou reassured a Fulani clan leader, “let’s save them together.” Over the months, the test plot 

transformed: water from a surprise rain pooled in the pits instead of running off, seedlings of millet 

and drought-hardy trees sprouted where nothing grew before. Meanwhile, an elder Fulani woman 

taught villagers about an old practice of seeding native grass in hoof prints (natural “pits” made by 

cattle), which meshed perfectly with the zai technique. The POLIS network amplified these successes 

– seeing pictures of green shoots in Koulouba’s once-dead soil, donations of drought-resistant seeds 

and simple tools came from other communities and even an agroecology NGO allied with the mesh. 

Peace-building happened alongside land healing. The village established a weekly “palaver” – a 

talking circle under the acacia where grievances between farmers and herders could be aired and 

resolved. The idea was inspired by a conflict-resolution Polis in Rwanda that had shared their 

methods via video. At first, these palavers were tense; old accusations flared about a cow that 

destroyed a field or a well that was hogged by one group. But with patient mediation and the growing 

realization they now faced a common enemy (the desert), people slowly chose cooperation over 

conflict. “A rope of many strands cannot be broken,” Mariam said once at a palaver, quoting 

something she’d read on the mesh. People nodded – alone they were weak like single threads, but 

united they might be unbreakable. 

By the second year, Koulouba’s transformation astonished even themselves. The rainy season came 

and, guided by the mesh’s weather data and advice from a climate Polis in Europe, they had prepared 

by sowing a mix of traditional crops and new ones like hardy moringa trees and legumes to fix 

nitrogen. The land responded. After the rains, fields shimmered with green millet stalks and cowpea 

vines. The new trees and grasses caught drifting sands; the air was a bit cooler, the well water 

lingered a bit longer. The once-empty granary now held a modest but precious surplus of grain. 

The villagers decided to share their bounty through the mesh as well – sending several sacks of millet 

to another community in need further east, one still struggling, as an act of solidarity. In turn, a Polis 

of women farmers in Senegal offered to help Koulouba start a cooperative shea butter enterprise for 

income, teaching them via video how to better process shea nuts that grew on the few surviving 

trees around. A microloan (interest-free, from a solidarity fund on the mesh) allowed them to buy a 

simple grinding machine. Soon, Koulouba’s women were exporting high-quality shea butter through 

fair trade Polis networks, bringing in money that paid for school supplies, medicines, and more tree 

saplings to expand their regreening. 

The unique contribution from Koulouba that emerged in year three was a model they called 

“Harmonious Commons.” It wove together indigenous techniques and new technology to manage 

shared resources. They documented how they combined zai pits with pastoral hoof-seeding, how 

they used the grazing app to schedule herd movements that actually improved the land, and how 

their palaver circle maintained human harmony. They shared this model on the POLIS mesh, crediting 

all sources – the neighbors in Burkina, the Rwandan peace circle, the Kenyan herders, and their own 

Fulani and Mandé traditions. The “Harmonious Commons” toolkit spread to other Sahel communities 

facing similar challenges. Some adapted it, adding their own innovations. Each success was like 

another strand in the growing web of communities. 

Koulouba was living the Ethiopian proverb they had learned: when spider webs unite, they can tie up 

a lion. In this case, the “lion” was hunger, conflict, and desertification – slowly being tamed by their 

collective web of actions. 



One golden evening, as children laughed and chased goats through fields that were turning green 

again, the village gathered for a celebration under the now much-leafier acacia tree. They were 

joined virtually by members of their extended Polis family from afar – faces on a projector screen: the 

Burkina farmer waving while standing beside his thriving zai-pitted field, the Rwandan facilitator 

sending thumbs up, the women from Senegal lifting calabashes in a toast, the agronomist from 

Europe who had advised them, smiling broadly. They all watched as Koulouba’s elder Amadou and 

Fulani chief Garba together planted a young sapling right in the center of the village commons. It was 

a baobab tree, a symbol of life and longevity, grown from a seed sent by a Polis friend in Mali. As they 

patted soil around its roots, Amadou declared, “This is the community’s tree. It belongs to no one 

person, but to all of us and to those after us.” 

Mariam translated for those on the call, and there was applause across continents. Under the twilight 

sky, women ululated in joy and men beat hand drums. A group of girls performed a dance they 

choreographed themselves, representing spiders weaving a web – each girl holding a strand of white 

cloth, coming together and apart in patterns. The villagers clapped in rhythm, appreciating the 

metaphor made alive. Chief Garba, once a skeptical herder who had nearly left with his clan in 

despair, now stood with tears in his eyes, marveling at the unity around him. 

After food was shared and darkness settled, the village elders spoke prayers in both Mandé and 

Fulfulde (the Fulani language), giving thanks to God and the ancestors for guiding them. “We asked 

for rain,” one elder intoned, “and they sent us not just water but friends.” Laughter and agreement 

rippled through the crowd. 

Before the screen link disconnected, a young voice from a Polis in Sudan – a boy about ten – piped up 

in hesitant French that the translator relayed: “I want to make my village green like yours. Will you 

help us?” Everyone in Koulouba cheered and waved vigorously. “Yes!” Mariam responded, “We are 

one phone call away, little brother.” And truly, the distance between them felt negligible now. 

That night, Mariam stepped outside her family’s hut and looked at the stars blazing over the Sahara. 

She remembered how, not long ago, those stars looked down on a people frightened and divided. 

Now they twinkled over a community united and hopeful. The sands hadn’t vanished – patches of 

desert still remained – but they were no longer advancing unchecked. Green was creeping back, and 

with it, prosperity and peace. 

In the quiet, Amadou joined her, leaning on his walking stick. “The lion is not gone,” he said softly, 

thinking of future threats, “but it is bound.” Mariam nodded, understanding that vigilance and unity 

must be permanent. “We will keep weaving our web,” she replied. As a gentle night breeze carried 

the scent of new grass and blooming acacia blossoms through Koulouba, the elder smiled. “Yes, child. 

Together.” 

In that simple affirmation lay the strength of their Polis: a promise that no lion, however fearsome, 

could ever again break the bonds of a people who stood together, many strands made one. 

Chapter 10: Autumn Light (Japan) 
"One kind word can warm three winter months." 

— Japanese proverb 

The village of Komorebi sat in a mountain valley, ringed by cedar forests that blazed red and gold each 

autumn. Once home to hundreds, now only a few dozen souls remained – mostly elderly farmers 

whose children had long ago left for Tokyo or Osaka. Empty houses with sagging tile roofs dotted the 

slopes. In the small local Shinto shrine, cobwebs gathered where lively festivals used to echo with 



laughter. As winter approached, a chill settled not just in the air but in the villagers’ hearts. Would 

Komorebi even exist in another decade, or would it be claimed by time and wilderness? 

Sachiko, 72, made her slow morning walk to the community hall, a basket of persimmons from her 

garden in hand. Today was the weekly tea gathering – a tradition she insisted on maintaining. Five of 

her peers sat waiting on tatami mats, gnarled hands wrapped around warm cups. As they chatted 

about the coming snow, a video call connected on the large screen that had been set up at the hall a 

year prior. Suddenly, the faces of schoolchildren appeared, beaming and waving. “Ohayō gozaimasu, 

Obāsan-tachi!” – “Good morning, grandmas!” – they chorused. These were not Komorebi’s own 

grandchildren (most of them rarely visited), but students from a city Polis in Yokohama who had 

“adopted” the village as honorary grandparents through the POLIS mesh. 

In the first year of their transformation, this intergenerational bridge had been proposed by Aya, 

Sachiko’s only granddaughter. Aya had returned to Komorebi to help care for her aging grandmother 

and found a village full of wisdom but starved for connection. Through the POLIS network, she helped 

Komorebi partner with an urban community center where many children lacked elder relatives 

nearby. They began arranging regular video chats: children would ask the village elders about 

everything – how to grow vegetables, the meaning of a particular festival, what Japan was like before. 

The elders, in turn, asked about new music and gadgets, and delighted in the kids’ energetic songs. 

What began as a social experiment quickly bloomed into genuine affection. Sachiko found herself 

knitting small charms and mailing them to her new “grandkids,” and the children sent back origami 

cranes and handwritten letters in surprisingly neat calligraphy for first graders. 

By the second year, the network had brought more tangible improvements to Komorebi. Hearing of 

the village’s dwindling population and overgrown fields, a farming Polis in Hokkaido offered help with 

equipment and expertise to start a new venture: wasabi cultivation in the pure mountain streams – a 

high-value crop well-suited for small scale. They guided Aya and a few able-bodied elders via video on 

constructing shaded water beds for the wasabi. The work gave the aging farmers renewed purpose 

(and some healthy exercise). When the first crop of peppery green rhizomes was harvested, a 

distribution DAO on the mesh helped get Komorebi’s wasabi directly to fancy restaurants in Kyoto, 

fetching a premium price that more than paid for the village’s needs and upkeep. The city chefs even 

sent thank-you notes praising its quality and noting how wonderful it was to support a small village. 

Health and care, once a growing concern as residents aged, also improved through the POLIS mesh. A 

telemedicine collective set up easy check-ins: each elder got a simple tablet with big icon shortcuts to 

call a volunteer nurse in the network. Akira-san, an 80-year-old with high blood pressure, could 

measure it with an IoT cuff and have his readings automatically logged and reviewed by a doctor in 

Kobe who consulted through the Polis system – no more all-day journey to a distant clinic. Perhaps 

more significantly, loneliness receded. Not a day passed without some ping or call from the network – 

whether the Yokohama kids with a new question, a diaspora former villager living in Canada saying 

hello, or a fellow elder from another rural Polis discussing techniques for pickling vegetables (a lively 

debate broke out one afternoon over proper salt ratios, spanning three regions). 

Komorebi’s unique contribution to the POLIS framework emerged naturally: they helped spearhead a 

“Golden Connections” program – a structured way for communities to integrate their elders into the 

mesh as valued mentors, storytellers, and advisors. Aya noticed that when elders from various Polises 

were given a platform to share their life experiences, it not only helped young people learn, but it 

gave the seniors a profound sense of worth and fulfillment. Soon, Komorebi was hosting a virtual 

“story hour” once a month. Sachiko told of how she and others as children had to evacuate during 

the war and how neighbors helped each other survive – a story of resilience that enthralled a global 

audience and highlighted the folly of conflict. Another elder, Daisuke-san, demonstrated the nearly 



lost art of fixing straw sandals, drawing viewers from craft co-ops and museums who asked him to 

teach them remotely. The mesh provided translators in real-time when needed so language was no 

barrier; his sandal-making video later went viral in a niche way, sparking a small revival of interest in 

traditional footwear among young fashion designers. 

By year three, Komorebi was no longer a forgotten village; it was a minor celebrity in the network. A 

few of the children of the village, hearing how their parents were now busy and thriving instead of 

lonely, began visiting more often or even moving back. One couple in their thirties returned to 

renovate the old inn into an eco-guesthouse after seeing that the village had a future after all. They 

too joined the Polis life, organizing “experience stays” for urban families to spend a week in Komorebi 

– arranged through the mesh – where guests could learn farming in the terraced rice paddies, make 

miso with the elders, and at night gather to stargaze (something city kids had never truly seen). These 

visits provided income and also forged new friendships. One little girl from Tokyo tearfully hugged 

Sachiko goodbye after a stay and promised to come back next year; she wrote letters to Sachiko in the 

meantime as if to a beloved auntie. 

The winter of that third year was one of the coldest in memory. Snow piled high on Komorebi’s 

winding paths. In the past, such a winter would have isolated the village dangerously. But not now. 

Every elder’s home was outfitted with smart sensors that would alert a central system if, say, the 

temperature inside dropped too low or no movement was detected for too long – an idea 

implemented by the network after an unfortunate incident in another rural Polis. One particularly 

frigid night, the system flagged that Akira-san’s home was losing heat. Within minutes, Aya received a 

text and waded through snow to check – finding that his old kerosene heater had gone out and he 

was struggling to relight it. She got it going and made him tea, and posted a note on the mesh how 

thankful she was for the tech that likely saved his life. The response was huge – people from other 

Polises sent warm regards to Akira-san. He was astonished that so many strangers cared. “They are 

not strangers anymore, Akira-ojiichan,” Aya reminded him. “They’re our extended family.” 

As spring approached, the villagers decided to host a “Thanksgiving” festival, not a traditional 

Japanese holiday per se, but a blend of local harvest thanks and gratitude for community. They 

invited everyone—literally, posting an open invitation on the POLIS mesh. To their surprise, guests 

actually arrived from far afield: a van of university students from another Polis, a foreign couple from 

the Netherlands who had become fans of Komorebi through the story hours and happened to be 

traveling in Japan, and of course the Yokohama children (in person, at last) with their parents. The 

village, which had been so empty, bustled with life. 

Under the blooming plum trees, long tables were set out laden with food—rice balls, mountain 

vegetable tempura, wild mushroom soup, and also some inventive dishes the visitors brought (one of 

the Dutch guests baked a batch of cookies with local chestnut flour, delighting the elders). Sachiko 

stood to give a speech. She was never one for public speaking, but words flowed from her heart that 

day. “We thought we were at the end,” she said, voice quavering, “but we have been given a new 

beginning. We are grateful that you—all of you around this table and across the world—saw value 

in us. And you helped us see it in ourselves again.” She raised a cup of tea. “One kind word,” she 

quoted softly, “can warm three winter months. You have given us countless kind words, and 

warmed us for the rest of our lives.” 

There were few dry eyes as everyone drank to that. The Yokohama children clustered around their 

adopted grandparents with glee, finally able to hold their hands or sit in their laps. Cameras flashed—

city parents capturing the pure joy on their kids’ faces as they played traditional village games with 

the elders. 



As twilight fell, lanterns were lit around the plaza. The students from the city had prepared a surprise: 

they performed a song they wrote, blending modern melody with a chorus of an old local folk song 

they learned from Komorebi’s story hour. The elders joined in humming their remembered tune. 

Sachiko closed her eyes and felt the warmth of the moment soak into her bones. This small valley 

that once echoed with silence now resonated with song and laughter once more. 

That night, after farewells were said and guests departed (some promising to return for the summer 

firefly festival), Aya walked home with her grandmother under a sky of endless stars. Komorebi’s 

lights twinkled behind them in a handful of cozy windows. “It’s funny, Grandma,” Aya said. “I thought 

I came back to take care of you. But in many ways, you all took care of me. I found what I was 

missing out in the city.” Sachiko smiled and squeezed Aya’s hand with her delicate, wrinkled one. 

“We took care of each other, dear. That’s what family does.” 

High above, the stars seemed to shine with extra brilliance, as if the ancestors themselves were 

pleased. In the gentle chorus of crickets, one could almost hear their whispered approval: the village 

of Komorebi, touched by technology but guided by heart, had proven that even in the autumn of life 

there is light—and that with open arms, a community can be reborn, as enduring as the mountains 

around them and as warm as a kind word in winter. 

 


