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  For the people who stack sandbags, stir soup, pass babies down a bus aisle, and keep counting after the cameras leave.

For every neighbor who learned to listen to wind like it was telling the truth.

For the ones who sing while they work.







  
    
      We asked the storm to learn our breath,

and learned our breath could be a promise.
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  Foreword



When I first stood under the pier and watched a town sing at the edge of a hurricane, I expected irony to protect me. I’m a reporter; detachment is part of the tool kit. But the voices—ragged, ordinary, sure—undid that distance. They were not scolding nature. They were keeping time with each other, and in that joined rhythm, the world behaved a little better.

Stormwrights is a novel, but it reads like the public record we wish every crisis kept: transparent logs of choice and consequence, courage and restraint. The book follows a small team—engineers, a mayor, a scientist, a teenager with a cello—who learn that the work of shaping weather is really the work of shaping community. Their drones hum, yes, but the verbs that matter are quieter: invite, refuse, ask, admit.

You’ll meet people who argue cleanly, apologize without spectacle, and let their tools grow manners. You’ll watch a town write a covenant in mud and song. And you’ll walk away with something fiction rarely delivers without sentimentality: the sense that hope is not an emotion but a discipline.

If you’ve ever wondered what it would look like to fight for a future without falling in love with your own hero story, this book will show you. It’s a manual disguised as a novel, or maybe a novel disguised as a manual. Either way, it belongs in a glove compartment—right next to the flashlight that still works when the grid forgets you.

— Charlotte Reed, journalist

River District, South Carolina







  Preface



This story began with a map of debt and a question: what do we owe each other when the sky forgets its older manners? I carried that question into notebooks, onto piers, through the language of radar and the vernacular of coastal kitchens. I listened to engineers who distrust adjectives, to mayors who speak in grocery lists, to scientists who hold awe and rigor in the same steady hand.

Stormwrights is fiction. The people, places, and companies you’ll meet are inventions—composites of dozens of conversations and a lifetime of watching ordinary competence quietly save lives. The tech here keeps one foot in what’s plausible and the other in what’s decently cautious. I wasn’t interested in wizardry; I was interested in craft.

If the book has a thesis, it’s simple: hope is a practice that learns from measurement, admits error, and insists on neighbor consent. If it has a prayer, it’s for the courage to stand down when our cleverness exceeds our kindness.
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Before she learned to read Doppler, Mara Whitaker learned to count thunder.

Her father sat on the porch in a folding chair that pinched the backs of her knees, a length of rope in his lap, hands making knots without looking. The storm coming up the river didn’t roar yet; it muttered. Mara matched its patience, eyes on the willow at the bend, which always told the truth first. Lightning stitched too far away to matter. Her father nodded toward the space between flash and sound.

“One,” she whispered, a child using numbers like oars.

“Again,” he said, rope kissing his thumb, tuck and dress. “You’re not fighting it. You’re pacing it.”

They would haul sand later. They would carry photographs to the top shelf, put the cat in the bathroom with a note on the door so the neighbors wouldn’t panic at the sound. They would fill the tub. All the liturgies of almost.

When the rain reached them, it arrived with manners—coins on a tin can, then a steady pour. The willow bent, refusing drama, and the river rose as if climbing a remembered staircase. The thunder caught up to its own light. Mara counted, learned, and saw—too young for physics, old enough for consequence—how attention could be a kind of shelter.

Her father tied a final knot and pressed the rope into her hands. “Preparation is not fear,” he said. “It’s love you can pick up.”

Years later, in a warehouse that smelled like resin and salt, Mara uncapped a marker and wrote: We intervene only to give time back. It wasn’t a motto so much as a memory—rope in her palms, lightning in her ribs, a willingness to move in step with something larger that did not love her back and did not need to, so long as she loved the people within reach.

Outside, a wren shouted at wind as if it had standing. Inside, a team gathered—tools, maps, patience—far from any altar, close to the work.
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On Sculpting Weather (and Being Sculpted Back)

The premise of Stormwrights is simple enough to be dangerous: the atmosphere is a system; systems can be persuaded. But persuasion without humility becomes vandalism; humility without tools becomes a prayer that leaves people hungry. Between those extremes is a practice.

This book takes place in a near-future United States where storms arrive more often with less decorum, fires recruit wind like a charming accomplice, and ordinary towns learn to be laboratories without consenting to be experiments. The “shapers” in these pages are not magic. They modulate charge, nudge microphysics, teach a squall to trip over its own momentum. They also publish their logs, accept upstream consent, and adopt amplitude caps—because limits are not the enemy of innovation; they are how communities survive it.

If you are new to climate fiction, welcome. Expect fewer apocalypses and more checklists. Expect less heroism and more reciprocity. Expect hope to be built from parts you can order and skills you can teach a teenager on a pier. Most of all, expect weather to remain uninterested in your narrative arc, and people to remain exquisite at inventing one anyway.
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