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The Captain Hemp Series

Seeds of Hope. Roots of Rebellion. Branches of Freedom.

In a world worn thin by greed and neglect, one man discovered a power older than nations and stronger than fear: the living force of the Earth itself. From a dying farm at the edge of a forgotten town, Caleb Green — the man the world would come to call Captain Hemp — sparked a revolution that could not be bought, banned, or buried.

But hope always draws enemies. And in the shadows, old powers are gathering to crush the green dream before it can take root.

The Captain Hemp series is a saga of resilience, rebellion, and renewal — a fight not just for survival, but for a future where the Earth and the people who love it can thrive together.

It all begins here.
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Preface — From the Author
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The story of Captain Hemp is more than a superhero origin. It's a reflection of our times.

In a world grappling with poisoned soil, crumbling trust, and quiet despair, we need heroes who fight with more than fists. Heroes who fight with ideas. With patience. With healing.

Caleb Green's journey is the journey we all face: standing against overwhelming odds and choosing to plant something better anyway — something that will outlive the fight.

This story is a tribute to the stubborn, beautiful resilience of nature, and to the human spirit willing to defend it.

Let this be more than a book. Let it be a seed.

Plant something powerful in your own life. Let's grow a better world together.
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CHAPTER 1
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The Last Harvest

The sun sagged low over Green Valley, dragging long shadows across fields the color of old rust. Caleb Green stood at the end of a corn row that had failed him for the third year running and did the math he'd been avoiding all summer.

Fourteen acres planted. Maybe two worth harvesting. The bank note due in November.

He wiped his brow with a sleeve gone stiff with dust and salt. The arithmetic didn't change no matter how many times he ran it. Numbers were honest that way. Kinder than people, sometimes.

Behind him, a joyful commotion of curls and mud came tearing down the row — Bentley, his Aussiedoodle, in full pursuit of a crow that had made the mistake of landing within a hundred yards of him. The crow lifted off with an insulted squawk. Bentley skidded to a stop beneath it, front paws splayed, and barked up at the sky as if lodging a formal complaint.

"You tell him, Bent," Caleb said.

Bentley trotted back, tail high, thoroughly satisfied with his own performance, and shoved his nose into Caleb's palm.

Caleb scratched behind the dog's ears and looked out over the land his grandfather had cleared, his father had worked, and he was about to lose.

It hadn't happened all at once. That was the cruel part. First the co-op closed. Then AgriCore bought out the Hendersons, then the Wallaces, then the whole east side of the valley, folding family farms into one endless chemical-fed monocrop that stretched to the horizon like a green machine. The little farms that held out got squeezed on seed prices, squeezed on fuel, squeezed on water rights — and the soil itself, dosed year after year with whatever AgriCore's salesmen were pushing, had gone gray and lifeless as ash.

Caleb had refused the chemicals as long as he could. Then he'd used them because he had no choice. Now the land wouldn't grow much of anything, with them or without.

"Come on," he told Bentley. "One more pass before dark."

He gripped the handles of the old walking plow — the tractor had thrown a rod in June, and the repair cost more than the harvest would bring — and leaned into the work. The blade bit into dirt that crumbled like stale bread. No worms. No smell of life. Just dust with ambitions.

He worked until his shoulders burned and the light went copper, then dropped onto the ground beside the ancient oak at the field's edge. Bentley flopped against his leg with a theatrical sigh, as though he'd been the one pulling the plow.

"What are we going to do, boy?" Caleb said quietly. "Bank won't wait. Land won't grow. Can't sell the place — nobody's buying but AgriCore, and I'd rather eat the deed."

Bentley had no answers, but he had a warm chin, and he rested it on Caleb's knee, which was nearly as good.

The evening wind came down off the ridge, and with it, a smell Caleb hadn't noticed before. Green. Sharp and clean, like cut hay but wilder — the smell of something growing.

He frowned. Nothing on this field had smelled like growth in years.

He followed his nose along the creek bank, Bentley ranging ahead with his snout to the ground like a furry metal detector. Past the failed corn, past the dead irrigation pump, down to the low corner where the creek made its lazy turn —

Caleb stopped.

There, in the worst soil on the whole property — the corner he'd given up on before his father died — stood a patch of plants he didn't recognize. Dozens of them. Taller than he was, some of them, with slender stalks thick as broom handles and crowns of long, fingered leaves that swayed in the wind like they were waving him over.

They were thriving. Not surviving — thriving. Deep green, straight-backed, radiantly healthy, in dirt that couldn't keep a dandelion alive.

Bentley circled the patch once, sniffed a stalk with the gravity of a customs inspector, then sat down beside it and looked back at Caleb expectantly.

"What in the world," Caleb murmured.

He knelt and ran his fingers up one of the stalks. Strong. Fibrous. Flexible. He'd seen leaves like this before — in an old agricultural magazine of his grandfather's, in a chapter everybody skipped.

Hemp.

The word surfaced with a tangle of half-memories. The miracle crop of the old days. Rope and sailcloth and paper. Outlawed for most of a century over a case of
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