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Preface


What Was · What We Chose · What We Are



There was a time, not so long ago, when the world we inhabited was

devoured by itself. Not all at once, not with the thunderclap its magnitude might have warranted, but slowly and with the cold efficiency of one who has turned destruction into a system. They called it progress. They measured it in numbers that grew while everything else shrank: the forests, the rivers, the free hours, the trust between neighbors, the memory of how to live differently.

The old world worked like this: a few decided for everyone, from glass buildings that let in neither wind nor the smell of wet earth. They were experts at accumulating what they could take nowhere — land, water, other people's time, attention, power. They built think-tanks to justify concentration and called intelligence the ability to extract more than one returns. War was a business. The earth was a raw material. People were resources, and resources existed to be consumed.

They manufactured without pause. Entire cities devoted to producing things no one needed, filling voids the system itself had created. They sold loneliness and then sold the remedy for loneliness. They sold speed and then sold sleeping pills. The individual was the sacred unit — their success, their brand, their personal story of overcoming — while the web that sustained them quietly unraveled. No one owed anything to anyone. Each person was the architect of their own destiny, which was another way of saying that each person bore alone what had once been borne together.

Women sustained for centuries what the system refused to count: care, memory, food, sick bodies, children, the elderly, the earth around the house. They did it without anyone measuring it because what is not measured does not exist, and what does not exist is not paid, and what is not paid has no power. Patriarchy was not merely an injustice between persons — it was the invisible architecture of a world that only knew how to value what could be turned into a commodity.


They plundered the earth with the same logic with which they plundered everything else: taking more than could regenerate, faster than could be understood, without asking anything of those who would come after.



And the planet responded, as all living things respond when ignored too long: first with signals, then with urgency, then with a clarity that left no room for doubt. The world did not end. But it came close. Close enough that an entire generation woke with the certainty that something had to change at the root — not at the margins, not with better managers or better technologies in service of the same system, but at the root.

There was no exact moment. There was no revolution with a date on the calendar, no leader with a name in the history books. There were, instead, millions of small decisions made by people who could no longer act as if nothing were wrong. A gardener who started cultivating the roof of her building. An engineer who decided her designs would have to be able to decompose. A community that stopped paying for bottled water and learned to read the rain. A neighborhood that closed a street to traffic and planted a tree in its place. Decisions without heroism, without speeches, without cameras. Decisions that spread.

The women who had sustained the invisible world became architects of the new one, not because they took the place of the previous power but because the previous power ceased to be the only kind of power that existed. Care became visible. The web became structure. What had once been done for free and in silence began to be the reason everything else worked, and when that became evident, the social order changed to reflect it. Not all at once. Never all at once. But it changed.

They learned from ecosystems what they had been unable to learn from their own institutions: that diversity is strength, that redundancy is not inefficiency but resilience, that what seems slow is usually what lasts longest, and that no system that extracts more than it returns can sustain itself indefinitely. Nature had always known this. They had only to stop ignoring it.


We are the After. Not the perfect After — we are a living After, one that makes mistakes and corrects them, that debates beneath the trees of the plazas and does not always reach agreement, that has grey days and noisy festivals and long silences and conversations that last until the sun goes down. We are the After that chose to value people's time above what they produce, that chose care as the highest form of collective intelligence, that chose joy not as a luxury but as a practice sustained on purpose, day by day, generation by generation.



Our cities breathe. Our buildings grow. Our animals chose to stay close because they found reasons to do so. Our cisterns share the water that rain gifted to one side of the city to give to the other, not out of obligation but because that is how the system was designed — with generosity built in. Our elders remember what it was like before, and their voices are stored in the living archives of the memory module so that no generation ever forgets why we chose differently.

These chronicles are not official history. They are what happened on a rainy afternoon at the market. They are a girl who believes the frogs on her balcony are learning her language. They are a man who walks the same circle every night and one night finds someone walking it in the opposite direction. They are the early-morning milking in mist and music, the cows arriving on their own through the flowers, the mushrooms illuminating the corridors with their blue-green light while families stroll under the stars. They are the small things that make a world worth living in. The only things, in the end, that ever did.

Welcome to the Time After.

Welcome to SunGrass.

✦ The Voices of the Memory Module ✦




The World of SunGrass

A Description of the Time After

Our city was not designed all at once. It grew the way forests grow — in layers, by seasons, through the sum of thousands of small decisions that no central authority fully coordinated. Those who see it for the first time from the elevated corridors tend to stop. There is something in it that does not fit any prior image of what a city ought to be, and that mismatch takes a moment to resolve: what is missing is grey stone, bare concrete, the straight line that does not yield. What abounds — if abundance is the right word for something that simply is — is green, is wood, is the constant movement of leaves and wings and water.

SunGrass is a city of modules. Each module is a self-sufficient neighborhood with its own character, its own preferred fauna, its own scent by season. They are connected to one another by green corridors — broad swaths of dense vegetation through which people bicycle, animals move freely, and the east wind passes laden with seeds. Beneath those corridors, invisible but present, runs the mycelial network: a web of interconnected fungi that transmits biological information from one end of the city to the other. Temperature, humidity, the advance of a minor blight, the imminent flowering of a species. The city communicates with itself through the soil, as forests always have.

The Growing Buildings

SunGrass's buildings stand between eight and fifteen stories tall, and each of them is also a vertical ecosystem. No building lacks a rooftop-forest, no wall lacks climbing vines, no façade that does not change its appearance between summer and winter. They were built this way from the beginning — not as buildings to which vegetation was later added, but as structures conceived so that vegetation would be part of the load, part of the support, part of the character.

The structure is of high-engineering laminated bamboo, stronger than steel in compression and capable of flexing slightly with the wind without breaking. The lower floors — first through fifth — house workshops, interior markets, communal kitchens, archives, gathering spaces. Light enters through open central courtyards that traverse the building from top to bottom, like shafts of air and clarity, with hanging plants at each level that transform the descent of light into something alive and ever-changing.

From the sixth floor upward begin the annular terraces: platforms four to six meters deep that encircle the building like stepped rings. There grow the horizontal-rooted trees — dwarf ficus, compact-variety willows, Japanese oaks, pear trees, apple trees. Their roots do not seek depth because the substrate is designed to offer them everything horizontally: a layer of expanded clay, one of coconut fiber, one of living soil with moss as a regulating sponge. The moss absorbs rainwater and releases it slowly, so the terraces never accumulate excess weight nor flood.

The trees are stepped with intention: the one on the eighth floor is set inward so the one on the ninth receives light. From outside, the effect is that of a mountain covered in vegetation, with layers that overlap and move with the wind. From inside, living on the twelfth floor means having a forest at eye level.

Over time — decades, generations — the trees and the buildings become inseparable. Roots embrace the bamboo beams. The vegetal structure reinforces the human structure. The oldest buildings in SunGrass are those with the most integrated forests, and it shows: their architecture has an organic density that younger ones are still learning to develop. A young building and an old one are distinguishable at a glance, just as a ten-year-old tree is distinguishable from one fifty years old.


Root composers know that a well-designed building has a score measured in decades. They use hollow bamboo resonators embedded in the structure — certain low frequencies guide root growth toward where it is needed. It is a slow craft. Its results are visible across generations.



The Upper Terraces

The uppermost floors of each building culminate in the crown-terrace: the park-forest that crowns everything. It is solid and fully walkable. The ground is compacted clay with moss on top — it yields slightly underfoot, like real forest soil, but holds without sinking. The trees stand between three and eight meters tall. There are zones of deep shade and sunny clearings where people bring blankets and books and long conversations.

The small ponds of the upper terraces have no permeable bottom. They are bowls of sealed clay with fungal resin the city learned to produce generations ago. The water circulates in a closed circuit: it evaporates, feeds the moisture of the forest, condenses on the leaves, drips back into the lake. Almost nothing is lost. In summer the ponds have tiny still-water fish — no one put them there deliberately the first time, they arrived on bird's feet, and they stayed.

Flowers grow at the lake edges and in the clearings. They were selected for staggered blooming: there is always something in color, in any month of the year. In winter bloom the hardiest — the small and fragrant ones, the ones that need no warmth to open. In summer the terrace is an outburst that the neighbors of the modules below can smell from the corridors.

And above the most mature trees of the upper terraces, resting on them and on the building's structure at once, are the nest-houses. Light constructions of bamboo and reclaimed wood, with tensioned membranes that filter light like paper. Their inhabitants live closer to the sky than to the ground. Their immediate neighbors are the birds. There is one unwritten rule: if the tree sustaining your house decides to grow in another direction, the house adapts. Never the other way around.

The Winter Dome

When cold comes, SunGrass does not close. It wraps itself. Each module has its own organic dome system — not of glass or plastic, but of thick-leaved translucent climbing vines that grow over a permanent skeleton of giant bamboo arches. In summer those vines are almost transparent, letting light through without filtering it too much. When temperatures drop, the leaves draw tight on their own, overlapping in layers like fish scales, and form a membrane that retains the interior warmth without entirely darkening the space.

Winter light in SunGrass is one of the things those who leave miss most: golden, filtered, with a quality no artificial light reproduces. It enters through the leaf layers transformed, softer, as if the sun had decided to take things more slowly. Inside the dome the air smells of damp earth and of flowers that should not be blooming in July and yet bloom anyway because the interior microclimate allows it.

The biogas generated beneath each block — in the digesters that process the city's organic waste — heats the buildings' water during the coldest months. The interior channels do not freeze. The terrace ponds do not either. Winter in SunGrass is cool and quiet and luminous, not a threat but another season, with its own character and its own reasons to go outside.

The Water That Is Shared

The city is divided into watersheds — not by administrative neighborhoods but by the natural direction water flows when it rains. Each watershed has its common cistern, and each common cistern is visible, central, part of the plaza landscape: a large stone fountain covered in dark-green moss, with pipes descending from the roofs and terraces of the surrounding buildings. When it rains in that zone, everything converges there.

The cisterns are connected to one another by gift channels: slender aqueducts of bamboo and ceramic that run elevated between modules. When a cistern surpasses a certain level, the excess flows on its own toward the neediest neighboring cistern. There is no human decision in the moment — the system was designed with generosity built in, and thus it works alone. Everyone in the city knows how it works. Children learn it before they learn to read: where the water in their module comes from that day, which module is sending them a gift, to whom they are giving it back.

The cistern readers announce each morning in the market the state of the city's water. It is not an alarm — it is almost a weather report, one more piece of information for the day. The water passes through four filtration layers before reaching consumption: coarse gravel, charcoal, living moss that retains metals, concentrated sunlight in the last few centimeters. What comes out tastes different by module — slightly mineral in some, softer in others, depending on the local moss and the plants growing around each cistern.

The household's wastewater passes through bioreactors of aquatic plants — reeds, duckweed, water hyacinth — that digest the nutrients. What comes out irrigates the lower terraces. Nothing is lost in SunGrass. Everything returns somewhere.

The Energy of the World

In SunGrass the distinction between technology and biology vanished long ago. It is not that they chose one over the other — they understood that biology is the most sophisticated technology that exists, and learned to work with it. The energy that moves the city is a mixture that feels completely organic because for the most part it is.

The sun is the primary source. Photovoltaic panels are integrated into façades and rooftops as part of the architecture — semi-transparent, of colors that vary with the angle of light, so normalized that no one mentions them any more than one mentioned asphalt in the old world. Biogas comes from the digesters beneath each block, which process organic waste and produce gas for heating water and feeding the kitchens. The water channels have small, silent turbines that harness the current. The highest terraces have wind turbines integrated into bamboo structures, almost invisible among the branches.

Each source covers what the others cannot. The city is resilient because it is diverse — exactly like an ecosystem. On a day without sun or wind, the biogas suffices. On a dry day with no communal cooking, the sun overproduces and is stored. The mycelial network beneath the streets transmits biological data without electrical consumption — temperature, humidity, state of flowering — and is the oldest and most reliable internet in SunGrass.

Animals as Neighbors

Animals were not introduced into SunGrass. They arrived, or they stayed when others left, or they found in the city conditions better than those of the surrounding territory and decided not to leave. Over time the city learned to design to receive them, not to contain them.

The cows graze in the green corridors between modules and in the block parks when the grass grows tall — which is exactly the grass they like best. No fences are needed: they have everything they need within a known radius and no reason to wander. Everyone in the module knows their names. A new cow is a minor but real social event, mentioned in the market with the same naturalness with which any neighborhood news is mentioned.

Milking takes place in each module's open space: a clearing among flowers, with soft grass, always with music. Not any music — certain slow rhythms and low frequencies relax the udder muscle and stimulate milk letdown. The cows learned to associate that sound with the relief of the pressure they feel when they produce more than their calf demands. They come on their own. Those who don't want to that day, don't come. No one holds them.

The chickens and ducks have preference zones, not cages. Eggs are collected every morning. The pigs process organic waste in specific areas of the parks — they are the city's living composters. The goats chose the heights: they live on the stepped terraces of the buildings, climbing stone ramps that no one quite remembers who built first, and give milk in smaller quantities than the cows but with an ease that always surprises whoever milks them for the first time.

The bees have routes marked on the ground with floral pigment that the bicycles respect. The kingfishers are the undeclared owners of the channels. The façade lizards clean algae from the solar panels and are protected by law and by custom. The mirror butterflies live in the glass corridors and reflect sunlight into the inner corners. The balcony frogs sing according to humidity and the gardeners listen to them before deciding whether to water.


The principle the city learned is that no animal is incorporated with a pre-assigned role. One observes what it does naturally, what niche it occupies on its own, and designs the environment so that niche is useful. Never the other way around.



The Flowers and Pollination

The continuous-bloom corridors were the discovery that transformed SunGrass's agriculture. The principle is simple: bees have memories, routes, preferences. A bee that found flowers in one block returns there. If the next block has nothing of interest, it does not pass through. So the city designed sequences of plants where something is always in bloom, in chain, so that a bee following the corridor never finds a gap.

The cadence was calculated by staggered flowering: one species blooms in August, the next in September, the next in mid-September, overlapping two weeks between each so there is never a gap. The pollination cartographers map annually what is blooming where and adjust the corridors by season. It is a craft that combines observation, patience, and something resembling music — the composition of a twelve-month vegetal melody.

When the flower corridors connected between modules, agricultural production increased in leaps that surprised everyone. Bees began crossing modules, connecting plants that had previously lived in isolation. Varieties
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