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“Instructions for a Permaculture Home Solar Installation”
Ingredients:

1 community of willing hands and hopeful hearts

1 sturdy roof (preferably south-facing, sound of structure and story)

6—12 photovoltaic panels (locally sourced or ethically manufactured)

1 hybrid inverter, tuned to resilience rather than mere efficiency

2 deep-cycle batteries, or a shared microgrid connection to neighbors
Tools of craft: wrenches, screwdrivers, drills, ladders, laughter

Mulch, compost, and native pollinator plants for the installation perimeter
A pinch of patience, a breath of gratitude, and one song per worker

Method -

Map the Sun (Observation Phase):

Begin at dawn. Walk the property as the light unfolds. Note where shadows move, where heat lingers, where
winds flow. In permaculture, design arises from observation — not ambition. The panel position should honor
the house’s existing story, not impose a new one.

Prepare the Roof and Ground (Zone 0-1):

Check rafters and shingles, reinforcing where needed. Beneath the eaves, create a “solar guild”: lavender,
yarrow, and creeping thyme to cool the air and welcome pollinators. This ensures the energy system integrates
with the living system.

Install the Array (Energy Harvest):

Work in teams of three — the triangle of safety and fellowship. One aligns, one secures, one checks the circuit.
As panels rise, read aloud the wattage as though invoking a charm: “Three kilowatts to light the learning hall.”

Remember that each bolt carries intention as surely as current.

Wire and Ground (Connection Phase):
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Run conduit through the attic or wall, tying into the inverter placed in a shaded, well-ventilated spot. Earth
ground the system with care. This is the electrical equivalent of compost: it keeps energy flows balanced and
safe.

Commission and Celebrate (Integration):

When the inverter hums, gather everyone — electricians, gardeners, children, elders. Flip the switch together.
Listen. If the panels whisper, it’s working. Record the day’s solar harvest on a wooden board near the entrance,
marked “Light Collected Here.”

Maintain the Circuit of Care (Ongoing Design):

Schedule community check-ups every equinox. Inspect panels, prune guild plants, share tea. Teach newcomers
how sunlight becomes song on winter nights. In true permaculture fashion, let feedback reshape the system —

both electrical and social.

Stewarding a solar village?



“Build a RCN Food Forest!”

Start with observation
Sit on your land through dry and wet times, watch sun, shade, wind, wildlife, and where water naturally wants
to flow. Apply core permaculture ideas: observe and interact, catch and store energy, and obtain a yield.

Shape the water first

Place a well, swales, ponds, or tanks where they gravity-feed your future trees; slow, spread, and sink every
drop. In a Costa Rica—style wet climate, focus on overflow routes and drainage as much as storage so heavy
rains don’t erode your work.

Build compost and living soil

Sheet mulch with cardboard, manure, prunings, and kitchen scraps, then cap with thick wood chips or leaves.
Keep soil covered, feed it constantly, and let fungi, worms, and roots turn that mulch into a sponge that holds
water and nutrients.

Plant the forest in layers

Choose a mix of canopy (fruit/nut trees), sub-canopy, shrubs, herbs, groundcovers, vines, and root crops that
like your climate. Plant in guilds around each main tree: nitrogen fixers, dynamic accumulators, pollinator
flowers, living mulch, and pest-confusers.

Integrate animals with intention

Rotate chickens, ducks, or small livestock through with mobile fencing to fertilize, weed, and bug-hunt without
overgrazing. Time their visits so they boost young trees and soil biology but leave enough rest for plants and
microbes to recover.

Design for symbiosis

Pair species that help each other: nitrogen-fixing trees with heavy feeders, deep-rooted miners beside
shallow-rooted fruit trees, insectary flowers near crops that need pollinators. Think like a farmer-ecologist (a
“James Rivera” type) who manages relationships more than individual plants.

Grow slowly, observe, adjust

Add a few new layers or species each season, then watch what thrives, self-seeds, or struggles. Prune, replant,
and tweak water, mulch, and animal timing until the system mostly runs itself and you become another
beneficial species in the forest.



“About Permaculture Principle 5”

Permaculture Principle 5 is about designing systems that run on resources nature can continually replenish,
and on ecosystem “services” like pollination or shade, instead of depleting finite fuels and materials.

Core idea

Use resources that regenerate on human timescales (sun, wind, rain, biomass, animal manures, seed, timber
from well-managed forests) rather than fossil fuels, mined fertilizers, or plastics.

Value services that living systems provide for free—pollination, soil building, water purification, climate
regulation, pest control—and design to make the most of them instead of replacing them with machines and
chemicals.

Why it matters

It reduces dependence on non-renewable inputs, cutting long-term costs and vulnerability to price shocks or
supply disruptions.

It builds resilience: systems based on many small, local, renewable inputs tend to cope better with disturbance
than systems dependent on a few large, external ones.

Practical examples

Energy: Using solar panels or passive solar design for electricity and heat, and air movement or plant shade for
cooling, instead of relying solely on fossil-fuel power and air conditioning.

Water: Harvesting rainwater in tanks or swales for irrigation and household use, so local rainfall is cycled
through the site rather than importing distant water or over-pumping groundwater.

Soil fertility: Turning leaves, prunings, and kitchen scraps into compost or mulch, cycling nutrients back to the
soil instead of buying synthetic fertilizers.

Living shade and shelter: Planting trees, vines, or dense shrubs to cool buildings and animal areas instead of
relying on shade cloth and powered cooling.

Animal services: Integrating chickens or other livestock to provide manure, pest control, and tilling while also
yielding eggs or meat, so one renewable input provides multiple services.

Ecosystem services: Designing for pollinator habitat so bees and other insects maintain crop yields, rather than
depending only on hand-pollination or chemical inputs to boost production.



A simple illustration of Permaculture Principle 5 is a small food garden that captures rainwater off the roof,
uses composted kitchen scraps and leaves for fertility, relies on bees for pollination, and uses deciduous trees

for summer shade and winter sun—most of its key functions are supplied by renewable flows, not purchased,
finite inputs.

Permaculture Principle 5 is a holistic way to design a village.



“Permaculture Principle 2: Catch and store energy”

Permaculture Principle 2, “Catch and store energy,” invites designers and gardeners to work with natural
abundance so that their systems remain resilient through times of scarcity. Rather than treating energy as
something to consume and discard, this principle asks us to view it as a flow that can be slowed, captured, and
conserved in living landscapes, built structures, and even social systems.

Meaning of the principle

At its heart, this principle is about developing systems that collect resources when they are plentiful so they
can be used later in times of need. The proverb “make hay while the sun shines” and the icon of energy stored
in a container both remind us that there is a limited window in which to harvest and save that abundance.

In permaculture, energy is understood in many forms: sunlight, rainwater, wind, soil fertility, biomass, and
human effort are all seen as valuable flows that can be caught and stored. When designs intentionally slow and
hold these flows, they reduce waste, cut dependence on external inputs, and build long-term resilience.

Practical ways to catch energy

There are many practical expressions of this principle in gardens, farms, and homes. Common strategies
include:

- Collecting rainwater in tanks or ponds during wet periods for use in dry times.

- Using solar technologies, from passive solar building design to panels and solar hot water, to convert sunlight
into heat and electricity.

- Building deep, humus-rich soil and maintaining abundant biomass so that nutrients, water, and carbon are
stored in the landscape.

- Preserving harvests through drying, fermenting, and storing to extend the usefulness of seasonal abundance.

- Investing in “energy” stored in knowledge, tools, seeds, and community networks, which can be drawn on
when conditions change.

Why it matters

Energy is fleeting yet essential for living systems and human societies, so catching it when it is available is both
an ecological and ethical act. By treating every site—whether urban yard or rural farm—as a place that can
generate, store, and cycle energy, permaculture design shifts us from reactive consumption to proactive
stewardship.



Systems designed around this principle tend to be more sustainable, self-sufficient, and adaptable in the face
of climate and economic uncertainty. Over time, the stored energy in soils, structures, and communities

becomes a quiet reserve that supports life, creativity, and regeneration long after the original moment of
abundance has passed.

Resource: https://permacultureprinciples.com/permaculture-principles/ 2/
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“Inventory of tiny house types in California based on permaculture principles”

A permaculture-based tiny house is usually less about one “best” model and more about matching the
dwelling to your site, water, access, and long-term land plan. For California, the big decision is often whether
you want a tiny house on wheels, a permanent tiny house/ADU, or an off-grid cabin-style setup, because the
zoning, utility, and code path changes a lot by type.

Tiny house types

- Tiny house on wheels (THOW): best if mobility matters; often treated more like an RV/park model and subject
to different rules than a permanent house.

- Permanent foundation tiny house: best if you want a legal dwelling/ADU (accessory dwelling units) path and
easier utility integration, but it usually has stricter code and permit requirements.

- Off-grid tiny cabin: best for rural land and low-impact living, often paired with solar, rainwater, septic or
composting toilets, and passive design.

- Backyard ADU tiny house: best for urban/suburban lots where local code allows accessory dwelling units and
where utility hookups are practical.

How to choose

Choose based on four questions: do you need mobility, do you need legal year-round occupancy, what utilities
are available, and how much site disturbance can your land tolerate. Permaculture-oriented planning also
starts with water, access, and permanent structures first, because those elements shape everything else on the
property.

A simple rule of thumb:

- If you want maximum flexibility, choose THOW.

- If you want the smoothest legal housing path, choose a foundation ADU.

- If you want the strongest permaculture fit, choose the smallest structure that lets you preserve trees,
drainage, and growing space while placing water systems first.

Cost ranges

Published California and national guides show wide cost variation: tiny homes can run from roughly $30,000 to
$150,000 overall, while California builds can range much higher per square foot depending on labor, materials,



and whether it is custom or prefab. Utility and site hookups are often a major extra cost, with reported hookup
ranges from about $3,000 to $25,000 depending on water, electric, sewer, and site conditions.

Typical cost buckets:

- Trailer for THOW: about $4,500 to $9,000.

- Permanent foundation: about $5,000 to $8,000 for a basic slab, before other site work.

- Basic electrical hookup: about $750 to $3,000.

- Sewer connection: about $5,000 to $20,000.

- Well and septic: about $10,000 to $25,000.

Siting issues

Permaculture favors “sitting lightly on the land,” which means minimizing grading, preserving trees and
drainage, and adapting to slope, flood risk, and access limits. In practice, that usually means placing the house
where it protects the best growing zones, gets good solar orientation, and keeps heavy disturbance away from
water-harvesting areas and root zones.

Common siting problems:

- Steep or wet ground that increases foundation and drainage cost.

- Poor solar access that raises heating and cooling needs.

- Fire access, setback, and parking constraints in many jurisdictions.

- Limited equipment access on rural sites, which can make large foundations or trenching expensive.

Utilities hook-up

If you want a conventional setup, expect to connect to water, electricity, and sewer where required by local
planning departments, especially for permanent homes and many ADU scenarios. If you want off-grid
independence, solar plus battery storage, rainwater capture, and septic or composting toilet systems are
common, but each still needs local code review.

Important practical point: even when composting toilets are allowed in some places, the waste handling and
installation rules can be very specific, so local health or permitting offices matter a lot.



Zoning

Zoning is the main gatekeeper. California guidance and county ordinances show that tiny homes on wheels
may be allowed as primary dwellings or ADUs in some places, but permanent tiny homes usually need to meet
California Building Code or Residential Code standards, and many lots still require setbacks, permits, and utility
access.

For California specifically:

- ADU use is often the easiest legal route on residential lots.

- THOW rules vary widely by county and city.

Some counties allow tiny homes on wheels on single-family, rural, or multi-family parcels under specific zoning
categories. Always verify local rules before buying land or ordering a build.

Materials

For a permaculture tiny house, materials should prioritize low toxicity, durability, repairability, and climate fit.
Sustainable material choices commonly include reclaimed wood, low-VOC finishes, fiber cement siding, high-
performance insulation, and, in some eco-builds, hemp-based insulation or other plant-fiber materials.

Good material priorities:

- Moisture resistance if the site is foggy, rainy, or shaded.

- High insulation value for California’s heat/cold swings.

- Fire-resistant exterior choices if you are in a wildfire zone.

- Low-VOC and repairable interior finishes for healthier indoor air.

A collection of tiny homes can help build a village in short order. For support, see:



"The Village Commons"

The Resilient Communities Network is pursuing permanent commons to support living sustainably on the land
within a regenerative economic system. The Village as commons.

A Resilient Community Land Trust establishes a permanent commons for a RCN village. Members of the initial
core team (i.e. Stewards) help to develop a binding land-use charter that will define how the Commons is
created and protected for regenerative purposes.

The original meaning of the term ‘commons’ comes from the way communities managed land that was held ‘in
common’ in medieval Europe. Along with this shared land a clear set of rules was developed by the community
about how it was to be used. Over time, the term ‘commons’ has taken on several meanings. Most generally, it
can be used to refer to a broad set of resources, natural and cultural, that are shared by many people.

Traditional examples of commons include forests, fisheries, or groundwater resources, but increasingly we see
the term commons used for a broader set of domains, such as knowledge commons, digital commons, urban
commons, health commons, and cultural commons. (source: https://iasc-commons.org/about-commons)

The idea of a shared commons permeates life at the village, both legally and in everyday living. The Land Trust
drives the governance at the evolving site. The site is held in commons. Equity shares replace the mortgage.
This could be a difficult shift for some new residents. Many will form cooperative enterprises together. The
daily activities and way of life of the community commons not only greatly reduce or eliminate harmful
impacts on the local and planetary environment, but also actively heal and regenerate Nature and the man-
made world. This is no small feat and requires serious study and ongoing experimentation.



"Agroecology: Nuts and Bolts of Farming with Nature"

What Is Agroecology?

Agroecology is farming guided by ecology — it's about designing food systems that behave like healthy
ecosystems. Rather than fighting weeds, pests, and weather, agroecology studies how plants, soils, water,
insects, and people interact, then works with those relationships to create resilient farms. It’s equal parts
science, practice, and movement: scientific because it studies ecological processes, practical because it shapes
how we grow food, and social because it connects farmers and communities toward food sovereignty and

equity.

Think of it as the bridge between traditional ecological knowledge and modern sustainability science — with
soil microbes and farmers both playing starring roles.

The Science: Ecological Principles in Action

At its core, agroecology applies ecological laws to agriculture. That means using:

- Biodiversity to balance systems — polycultures, hedgerows, and mixed cropping mimic natural variety and
create resilience.

- Energy flow and nutrient cycling — composting, mulching, and livestock integration return fertility to the soil.
- Population regulation — beneficial insects and birds help control pests naturally.

- Succession and resilience — planning long-term growth stages so ecosystems mature instead of degrade.

A simple example: instead of a mono-cropped cornfield dependent on chemical inputs, imagine a guild with
corn, beans, and squash — each species supporting the others, enriching the soil, and reducing vulnerability.
That’s ecology at work.

The Practice: Designing Agroecosystems

For a permaculturist or regenerative grower, agroecology feels familiar because it builds systems holistically.
Some practical applications include:

- Soil as foundation: Focus on living soil biology through compost teas, cover crops, and minimal tillage.
Healthy soil acts as a sponge for water and carbon.

- Plant diversity: Intercrop, companion plant, and rotate crops to promote resilience and natural pest
management.



- Water wisdom: Harvest rainwater, use contour planting, and design systems to slow, spread, and sink
moisture.

- Farm animals as partners: Grazing rotations and manure cycling strengthen soil and spread fertility across
landscapes.

- Local knowledge and feedback loops: Farmers learning from land patterns — and each other — to improve
over time.

Agroecology isn’t prescriptive; it’s adaptive. What works on a hillside farm in Oregon won’t exactly match a
valley garden in Oaxaca, but both share an underlying ecological logic.

The Movement: Roots and Community

Beyond methods and science, agroecology stands as a movement for food sovereignty — the right of
communities to define how they grow and eat. It challenges industrial agriculture’s dependency on fossil fuels,
monocultures, and external inputs by promoting local autonomy.

Farmers are scientists in their own right. Cooperatives, seed exchanges, and peer-to-peer learning models
embody agroecology’s social spirit. In this sense, agroecology isn’t just fieldwork — it’s network-building. It
creates food systems that sustain culture, health, and habitat.

Why It Matters for Permies?

For the permaculture community, agroecology offers complementary grounding — it’s the “working theory”
behind much of what permaculture teaches. While permaculture often begins with design ethics (care for
Earth, people, and fair share), agroecology dives into the research that explains why those ethics work.
Blending the two makes farms and gardens not only beautiful and productive but scientifically sound and
socially just. It’s one of the few frameworks connecting smallholder knowledge, indigenous wisdom, and
formal ecology into one coherent practice.

Getting Started

You can start applying agroecological thinking today:

- Map your microclimates — where does water collect, and what grows best there?

- Increase diversity — swap monocrops for polycultures and perennial edges.

- Feed the soil — compost, mulch, rotate, rest.



- Form community ties — exchange seeds, host workshops, learn locally.

Every garden or homestead can act as an agroecological node — a tiny ecosystem that models how the larger
food web might function when design meets ecology.



“A Greywater System To-Do (Salinas Valley, CA)”

- Check local regulations: Review Monterey County and California greywater codes (especially Title 24, Part 5,
Chapter 16A) to confirm what systems are permitted without a permit (e.g., simple laundry-to-landscape).

- Define system scope: Decide sources (laundry, showers, bathroom sinks) and exclude prohibited inputs
(kitchen sink, toilet water).

- Test soil and drainage: Assess infiltration rate and soil type (Salinas Valley often has clay-heavy or compacted
soils, which may require basins or mulch trenches).

- Map irrigation zones: Identify trees and perennial plants best suited for greywater (fruit trees, shrubs, native
perennials) and avoid root crops or edible leaves.

- Design layout: Plan gravity-fed vs. pumped system, pipe routing, and distribution (branched drain, mulch
basins, or drip adapted for greywater).

- Size the system: Estimate daily greywater output and match it to landscape needs to avoid pooling or runoff.

- Select materials: Use appropriate piping (ABS/PVC), valves, filters, and surge tanks if needed; ensure
components are durable and easy to clean.

- Install basic filtration: Include lint filters for laundry systems and simple screening to prevent clogs.

- Plan mulch basins: Build woodchip-filled basins around plants to filter and absorb water safely.

- Include a diverter valve: Allow switching between greywater and sewer/septic, especially during rainy
periods.

- Use eco-safe products: Transition to biodegradable, low-sodium, low-boron soaps and detergents.

- Prevent runoff: Ensure all water infiltrates on-site and does not reach storm drains or neighboring properties.

- Label system clearly: Mark greywater lines and outlets (“Non-potable water — Do not drink”).

- Consider seasonal shifts: Adjust usage during wet winters vs. dry summers common to the region.

- Document system: Keep a simple diagram and maintenance plan for troubleshooting and future upgrades.

- Maintenance routine: Clean filters regularly, inspect pipes, refresh mulch annually, and check for odors or
pooling.



- Evaluate plant health: Monitor soil salinity and plant response; adjust flow if stress appears.
- Optional upgrades: Integrate with rainwater harvesting or expand to a branched drain system over time.

Example: A simple “laundry-to-landscape” system can redirect washer discharge to 35 fruit trees using a 1-
inch tubing network with a 3-way valve and mulch basins—no permit required if it meets code conditions.



"Smart Partnerships for the Permacultural Farmer"

For a market-garden permaculture farm, the smartest partnerships are the ones that stabilize sales, improve
soil fertility, and reduce labor bottlenecks. Market-garden permaculture examples also show value in
integrating hedgerows, biodiversity strips, mentoring, and mixed enterprises rather than relying on a single
crop stream.

Highest-value partners

- Restaurants, chefs, CSAs, and farm boxes for predictable direct sales, since market gardens thrive on strong
local distribution.

- Shared-land or co-farming partners, especially where access to water, infrastructure, and nearby markets can
be pooled.

- Compost, mulch, and animal-manure suppliers to close nutrient loops and reduce purchased inputs.

- Seed, nursery, and plant-breeding partners to keep crop diversity high and maintain resilient plantings.

- Mentors, apprentices, and interns, because many successful market-garden permaculture systems include
training or learning partnerships as part of the farm model.

- Tool, irrigation, greenhouse, and renewable-energy providers that understand small-farm economics and can
support efficient systems.

Strategic fit

A market garden usually benefits most from partnerships that increase turnover, not just visibility. That means
you want buyers who commit regularly, labor partners who are reliable in peak season, and infrastructure
allies who lower your risk during drought, storms, or market swings.

Permaculture adds another layer: biodiversity, hedgerows, perennials, and diversified ecosystems can make
the farm more resilient, so partners who support habitat, soil, water, and ecology are especially valuable. In
practice, that often means working with local conservation groups, watershed groups, and community
organizations alongside commercial buyers.

Good partnership mix

A practical mix for a small market-garden permaculture farm is:

- One or two anchor buyers.



- One compost or fertility partner.

- One land/infrastructure partner.

- One apprenticeship or volunteer pipeline.

- One community or resilience network like the Resilient Communities Network
(https://resilientcommunities.network/)

That combination supports cash flow, ecology, and labor at the same time, which is usually stronger than
chasing lots of disconnected opportunities.



"A to-do list for starting a new regional seed library"

Define your purpose, choose a climate-appropriate seed collection, line up local partners, set up a storage and
lending system, and plan outreach so the library actually gets used. Seed libraries work best when they are
built around local growing conditions, native or adapted plants, and a simple process that can last for years
with modest labor.

Core setup

Define the mission. Decide whether the library is mainly for food security, biodiversity, gardening education,
native plants, or seed saving.

Identify the region you are serving. Use regional geography, USDA hardiness zones, native plant communities,
rainfall patterns, soil types, and invasive-species concerns to shape what seeds you stock.

Choose a location. A public library, community center, school, or other protected space works well if it is
accessible and reasonably stable in temperature and humidity.

Find partners. Local gardeners, native plant groups, extension offices, schools, and community colleges can
help with seed sourcing, education, and volunteer support.

Decide on governance. Clarify who manages inventory, who approves donations, and whether you need an
MOU if another organization is providing space or staffing.

Regional collection

Build a regional seed list. Prioritize varieties that are known to perform in your geography rather than
collecting everything available.

Separate categories. Organize by native plants, regionally adapted vegetables, pollinator plants, and any
specialty ecology you care about, such as drought tolerance or coastal conditions.

Screen donations. Accept seeds with clear labeling and basic growing info; if possible, avoid adding seeds that
may be invasive or poorly suited to the region.

Create packet standards. Include common name, scientific name, collection year, source, germination notes,
and any local planting guidance.

Track what works. Record which varieties are borrowed, returned, and successfully grown so the collection
gets more regionally useful each season.

Lending system



Pick a lending model. Decide whether seeds are free, borrow-and-return, or donation-based.

Make the system simple. Use shelves, drawers, binders, or a card-catalog style setup that people can navigate
quickly.

Write clear instructions. Explain how patrons take seeds, grow them, save from the harvest, and return a
portion if that is part of your model.

Plan storage conditions. Keep seeds dry, cool, and organized to preserve viability as long as possible.

Prepare fallback staffing. Design the library so duties can be transferred easily if volunteers change.

Community launch

Publicize the launch. Share the project with gardeners, schools, local groups, and library users.

Add a map listing. Put the library on local and national seed-library maps so people can find it.

Host a seed swap or kickoff event. This is a strong way to gather the first inventory and build community buy-
in.

Offer workshops. Seed saving, planting calendars, native plant care, and regional gardening tips help people
succeed and return seeds later.

Create a simple online presence. A webpage, social page, or basic update list helps with visibility and
continuity.

Regional geography factors
For a regional library, the most important question is not “what seeds are popular?” but “what seeds will
thrive here and strengthen local resilience?” That means your geography guide should include climate zone,

frost dates, elevation, coastal influence, inland heat, rainfall, soil texture, and native habitat patterns.

A useful example is to build separate seed sections for “coastal cool season,” “hot inland drought-tolerant,” or
“native pollinator plants,” so users can quickly match seeds to their microclimate.

First month checklist

Write the mission and service area.

Pick a host site and confirm storage conditions.



Recruit 2-5 partners or volunteers.

Draft packet labels and lending rules.

Build a starter collection focused on your region.
Create a public-facing sign, flyer, or webpage.
Launch with a swap, workshop, or donation drive.

Track what gets checked out and what returns well.



Poems

"heart run"

When | think of you
| long for you
Like bee to flower

When | get you
| savior you
Like yeast to bread

When | dream of you
| run with you
into sunset hearts.

"The Quaker Experience"

In gathered silence
the mind loosens
restless wings folding

For a moment
| am carried
by a breath not my own.

"remembering"

In a small backyard
we learn the language of leaves
how to stay, and listen

A green future grows
not from plans, but from attention
hands in soil, remembering.



"Two for One"

She moves with numbers
He waits with fog

Between them only words
chosen sent, received
like tides across time

Her night touches his evening
his dawn grazes her sleep

and in that narrow seam
they keep arriving.

llhang"

| am a flag
I hang on a pole
| am a navigational vice.

| wave and sing songs
For rich and poor.

Fears and hesitations

drift like smoke at dawn
Come here

see the heart unravel

feel the rush between breaths
In this fragile moment

only we make sense.

"blossoms below"

| still think of holding you
like the cherry blossoms
in the creek

cling to the surface

but dream of below.



"how to sing"

In the Soft Turning
they came by longing, not map

They taught the children wonder
They met the silent reef with love

And the sea remembered -
how to breathe
how to sing.

I met you in the quiet before sound
cymbals holding their breath

You spoke in rhythm
kick like a heartbeat
snare like laughter
hi-hat whispering yes

We didn’t keep time
We made it

a love you could pounce
and feel return.

Eve 2.0

she flys around NYC

like a bee with a mission
skin tight

safe flight

men just stare

honest to a fault

her eyes see everything
| really like this version
of Eve.



"Vice Head"

He writes beneath a dim lamp
a great vice fixed to his head
It tightens with every silence
loosens when truth is said

So he turns words like handles
in the dark, alone

each line a breath of freedom
each page a softer bone.

"quiet light"

In canvas homes beneath satellites
firelight flickers beside glowing screens

A solar cooker gathers morning sun
old ways, remade in quiet light

Between signal and soil
they remember how to belong.

"too generous to keep"

She walks like sunlight down Broadway
a rhythm in her step

taxi horns turning into music

just to keep up with her laugh

Her smile, wide as the Hudson at dawn
spills over strangers

warming the gray edges of the city
into something almost soft

She carries joy like a secret
she’s too generous to keep
and every corner she turns
feels a little more alive.



“mr. data”

crypto is a like drug

its delivery is forecast

timing is everything

it's expensive if you miss the mark
very personal experience

data takes the hit.

to be continued...

“feel”

coming up and around
more than a picture
My heart trampolines.

"holding sky"

Jungle girl walks soft in green
forest bathing in breath and leaf
Animals call, she answers in stillness

No crown, yet a quiet princess
peace woman with big brown eyes
holding sky and ocean together

She slips into waves at dawn
a peace heart
belonging to earth.

"The Bridge"

Faith like a quiet dawn
Respect in the space we leave for each other
Trust, the bridge we cross without fear

Between a man and a woman
love grows not loud, but steady
rooted in what we choose to keep sacred.



Haiku

| feel you, heartbeat
Not a post but a balance
Love walks the tightrope.

Float, dance, scribe, laugh
Seek your spirit
Ask God for another story.

lavender breathing
wind knows the shape of her name
before he arrives.

streetlights hum soft gold
lovers blur in taxi glass
night learns how to glow.

Sophie a Go Go
she's all tail lights

a pattern statement
her aim is true.

baby sea turtles
crawl in a youtube flick
chasing the cats around.

satellites zoom
beacons alive
as if space were your heart.

dream walk

holding the magic cube
it's electric conception
forecasts future gain.

Coins flow like a stream
Spent, grown, released with clear will
Freedom roots and blooms.



You are the mind map
the graffiti under the bridge
| kneel to your bow.

move yourself
we're the groove
the universe is on hold.

Morning light settles
breath and birds become the same
nothing left but now.

| would submit to grand friends
only if you can love me
a little.

Across glowing screens,
We meet without moving feet
Yet miss breath between.

Sea turtle woman
glides through warm, dreaming waters
paradise remembers.

Salt wind clears my mind
Waves carry what | release
The sea knows my heart.
For Sophie

Quiet morning words
gentle thoughts between two minds
time soft as breathing.

star burst truth teller
give us the power
to catch release and catch.

Born into noise
a small breath between sirens
dawn still finds their eyes.



Stories

"Applying Intentional Permaculture in Daily Life"

We envision a growing network of small, cooperative communities where people intentionally live in alignment
with shared values of mutual support, ecological responsibility, and collective well-being. These communities
are grounded in permaculture principles - care for the Earth, care for people, and fair share - guiding how we
design our homes, relationships, and local systems.

In practice, this means organizing into human-scale groups that share resources, skills, and responsibilities.
Through permaculture design, members collaboratively grow food, steward water, regenerate soil, and create
resilient living systems that meet daily needs while restoring the land. Local economies emerge from this
foundation, rooted in reciprocity, low waste, and appropriate technology.

Health and well-being are cultivated through access to nutrient-dense food, meaningful participation, time in
nature, and strong social bonds. Communities prioritize preventative care, shared knowledge, and emotional
resilience, recognizing that individual wellness is inseparable from collective and ecological health.

Conflict and decision-making are approached with intention, using clear agreements, participatory
governance, and restorative practices. This creates a stable foundation of trust, accountability, and adaptability
over time.

Each community is deeply connected to its bioregion, learning from local ecosystems and designing in
response to climate, culture, and place. Through regeneration - reforestation, habitat restoration, water
harvesting, and soil building - these communities actively increase biodiversity and ecological vitality.

These cooperative groups are woven into a broader network that shares knowledge, seeds, tools, and support.
This interconnected web strengthens resilience, accelerates learning, and enables the replication of successful
models across regions.

By starting small, applying permaculture in daily life, and building relationships rooted in trust and shared
purpose, we create practical pathways toward communities that are regenerative, peaceful, and enduring.



"the intimacy of constant access"

Online relationships move at the speed of imagination. They begin in fragments—usernames, profile photos, a
well-timed message—and quickly gather meaning through projection. Without the grounding friction of
physical presence, people often meet each other first as ideas. This makes connection feel effortless, even
fated, but it also means much of the relationship is co-authored by assumption.

Boundaries in these spaces are both clearer and more fragile. A person can define limits with a click, yet those
same limits can vanish just as quickly. “Fast friends and imaginary lovers” emerge from the intimacy of
constant access: late-night messages, shared confessions, curated glimpses into daily life. The emotional pace
can outstrip reality, creating bonds that feel deep but remain largely untested. It is easy to enter these
connections, and just as easy to exit them, leaving behind a quiet sense of unreality.

Control is built into the architecture. Blocking and disengaging replace confrontation; distance replaces
resolution. This can be protective, especially in harmful situations, but it can also short-circuit growth. Conflict
becomes something to avoid rather than navigate. The result is a culture where connection is abundant but
often provisional.

Visuals play an outsized role. A picture may be worth a couple of words, but it is also a carefully chosen truth.
Images invite interpretation while concealing context. In this environment, desire can be shaped more by
presentation than by presence. The line between authenticity and performance blurs, and attraction may
attach to what is shown rather than what is lived.

Cheating, too, becomes easier to rationalize. When relationships are mediated through screens, it can feel as
though actions exist in a separate realm, detached from consequence. Emotional and digital infidelity can
flourish under the illusion that “it’s not real,” even when the emotional impact is very real.

At the core lies a tension between meeting needs and satisfying dreams. Online relationships are exceptionally
good at fulfilling immediate emotional needs: attention, validation, companionship. They are less reliable at
sustaining the slower, more demanding work of building a shared life. Dreams can be projected freely, but
needs—especially long-term ones—require consistency, accountability, and presence.

Online relationships are not inherently shallow or false. They can be meaningful, supportive, even
transformative. But they ask for a particular kind of awareness: the ability to recognize what is imagined, what
is real, and what still needs to be tested in the world beyond the screen.

"As lightly as the wind"

She walked alone through the lavender field, where the earth exhaled sweetness and the wind spoke in soft,
invisible hands. Each step released a deeper fragrance, and it seemed the land remembered her—knew her
feet, her breath, the quiet rhythm of her thoughts.



Her hair moved freely, strands catching sunlight like threads of gold. The breeze played with it as a lover might,
not asking permission, only offering presence. It brushed her neck, her cheeks, her bare arms, and she did not
resist. Here, there was nothing to resist. No expectations, no edges. Only openness.

Nature held her the way a devoted partner would—patiently, without demand. The hum of bees, the whisper
of stems, the distant call of unseen birds formed a kind of language, and she understood it without needing to
translate. She felt chosen by the moment, desired in a way that required nothing of her except to be.

Still, somewhere in the soft chambers of her mind, a figure stirred.

A man—not fully formed, yet vivid in feeling. She did not see his face, but she felt his longing. It reached
toward her like warmth before touch, like sunlight before noon. He wanted her not as possession, but as
recognition, as if he had been searching across seasons and had finally come upon her in bloom.

She paused, closing her eyes, letting the vision brush against her as lightly as the wind.

Would he find her here, in this openness? Would he understand that she belonged first to this vast, breathing
world—that her heart was not something to capture, but something to meet?

The sun climbed higher, generous and unhurried, spilling gold over the endless rows of violet. She tilted her
face upward, as if in silent request.

Stay, she thought. Stay like this. Let this moment stretch.

Because here, in the field, with the wind as her companion and the earth beneath her steady and alive, she
was already held. Already wanted. Already enough.

And if he came—this man of her dreaming—he would have to meet her not as someone to claim, but as

someone already in love.



“Sophie's Seeds”

In the time when the sea still whispered its oldest names, there came a season when the waters of the
Bahamas grew unusually clear, as if the ocean itself were preparing to be seen.

Sophie and William arrived not as conquerors, but as listeners.

They entered the shallows with masks and fins, slipping beneath the surface where breath becomes rhythm
and silence becomes language. Beneath them spread a living city—coral towers, swaying gardens, flickers of
silver and gold. Yet something in the reef was dimmed, as though its song had been forgotten.

The elders of the island spoke of this: a fading pulse in the ocean’s heart. Not a death, but a forgetting.
Sophie, who carried stories like seeds, and William, who saw patterns where others saw fragments, were not
alone in hearing the call. Others gathered—fishers, children, swimmers, quiet watchers of tides. A small,
unlikely community formed at the edge of the reef, bound not by plan but by shared noticing.

Together, they entered the water.

At first, they searched for damage—a break, a wound, a cause. But the reef did not ask to be fixed. It asked to
be remembered.

So the community began a different kind of work.

They floated above the coral and spoke softly into the water. They sang. They told stories of the reef as it had
been and as it might be again. Sophie wove these stories into myth as she spoke, naming each coral head as an
ancestor, each current as a path of return. William mapped the unseen connections—how fish moved, how
light touched stone, how currents carried memory.

Day after day, they returned.

And then came the crisis.

A great storm gathered—not of wind, but of absence. The sea stilled. The fish vanished. The water grew heavy,
as if holding its breath. The reef dimmed further, its colors paling toward gray.

The community could have fled.

Instead, they chose to descend together—deeper than before, beyond the comfort of light. There, in the
muted blue, they found the Heart Current: a slow, nearly forgotten flow beneath the reef, choked with silence.

It was not blocked by debris, but by disconnection.



No single person could restore it.

So they did something no one had tried: they formed a circle in the water, hand to hand, fin to fin, a living ring.
Sophie spoke the story of the reef’s beginning. William traced the pathways aloud. Others added their voices—
memories, songs, fragments of belonging.

Their circle became a current.

And the current remembered itself.

The water stirred. A pulse moved outward, first faint, then strong. The reef responded—color returning in
waves, fish reappearing like sparks in dusk. The Heart Current flowed again, not because it had been repaired,
but because it had been rejoined.

When they rose to the surface, the storm had passed.

Sophie and William stood not as heroes apart, but as threads in a larger weaving. Their union was no longer
just between them—it was a joining of story and pattern, voice and vision, held within a community that had
crossed the threshold together.

They did not claim the reef.

They became part of its remembering.

And it is said that even now, when the waters of the Bahamas grow especially clear, you can feel it—the subtle
pull of the Heart Current. Not beneath you, but within you, asking the same quiet question:

Will you enter as one, or as many who remember they are one?



"Heaven can wait"
William lived where the land leaned into the Pacific, where mornings arrived salted and silver. He worked with
soil more than people, coaxing gardens out of stubborn ground, believing quietly that healing began with

roots.

Sophie lived above the noise of New York City, where sirens stitched the night together and light never quite
let go. She wrote stories she rarely finished, always chasing a feeling she could almost name but never hold.

They met in the most ordinary way - through a message sent at the wrong hour. William had shared a
photograph of a fig tree at dawn, its leaves lit like stained glass. Sophie replied without thinking, “It looks like
something heaven forgot to take back.”

That was how it began.

Their conversations stretched across coasts and time zones, drifting between the practical and the poetic. He
told her about fog rolling in like a slow exhale, about planting by the moon. She told him about rooftop
sunsets, about the strange intimacy of crowded solitude.

“Do you ever feel like you’re waiting for your real life to start?” she asked once.

William took his time answering. “l used to. Now | think maybe this is it. We just keep missing it.”

She didn’t respond right away.

Months passed before Sophie visited California. She arrived with city edges still clinging to her - quick steps,
guarded eyes - but something softened as William drove her down the coast. The ocean was louder than

anything she was used to, but it didn’t demand anything from her.

They walked through his garden at dusk. The air smelled like rosemary and earth, and the sky held that fleeting
color between blue and gone.

“This is it?” she asked.

“This is it,” he said.

She laughed, but not unkindly. “It’s so... small.”

William knelt beside a bed of tomatoes, brushing the soil between his fingers. “That’s what | thought heaven

would be like when | was younger. Big. Obvious. Loud.” He looked up at her. “Now | think it’s quieter. Easier to
miss.”



They sat together as darkness settled in. Somewhere far off, waves kept their rhythm.

“l always thought | had to earn it,” Sophie said. “Like someday, if | got everything right, I’d finally arrive
somewhere that felt... enough.”

“And now?”

She watched the horizon disappear. “Now I’'m not sure it’s a place you arrive at.”

William nodded. “Maybe it’s something you notice.”

The next morning, they woke before sunrise. He led her down a narrow path to the beach, where the world
was still undecided between night and day. The water was cold enough to steal her breath, but she laughed

anyway, wading in beside him.

For a moment - just a moment - there was nothing else. No past to fix, no future to chase. Only the sound of
water, the warmth of another body nearby, and the strange, simple fact of being alive.

Sophie closed her eyes.
“Heaven can wait,” she said softly.
William didn’t answer, because he understood. Not as a grand realization, but as something small and steady.

Like a seed already in the ground.



"Roots"

They said the forest in Vermont held its breath differently.

He noticed it first—the way the air settled, not like the dry hush of California oak groves, but something softer,
almost moss-like. She laughed when he tried to explain it, brushing a strand of city-straight hair behind her ear
as they stepped off the narrow trail.

“In Manhattan,” she said, “the only thing holding its breath is the subway between stops.”

They had met halfway, or at least that was the idea. California and Manhattan bending toward each other until
they touched in a small Vermont valley stitched with green. It was her suggestion: a weekend without edges,
without traffic lights or push notifications. Just trees. Just walking.

Forest bathing, she had called it, half teasing, half sincere.

By Saturday morning, they had fallen into a quiet rhythm. No need to narrate what they saw. Ferns curled like
sleeping animals along the path. Light filtered through maple leaves in shifting gold patterns that moved across

their hands when they reached for each other.

He showed her how to pause—not just stop walking, but stop thinking about the next step. “Listen past the
obvious,” he said.

“At what?” she asked.

But then she heard it. Not birds, not wind exactly. Something underneath. The layered murmur of a living
system going about its business without them.

They stood there longer than expected, until time loosened its grip.

“That doesn’t happen in the city,” she admitted quietly.

“No,” he said. “But it doesn’t have to. You just don’t usually get invited.”

Saturday night, they dressed up just enough to feel like the day had turned into something ceremonial. The
Owl’s Bed and Breakfast glowed from within, windows casting warm amber onto the grass.

Inside, everything smelled faintly of wood smoke and rosemary.

They shared a steak dinner that felt improbably perfect—seared just right, juices catching candlelight as they
cut into it. She teased him for closing his eyes on the first bite.



“It’s respectful,” he said. “You have to acknowledge when something’s done well.”

“And the forest doesn’t get that same courtesy?” she asked.

He smiled. “That’s what today was.”

Later, they walked outside with full stomachs and slower thoughts. The weather held steady—cool but not
cold, the kind of night that feels like it’s been calibrated for human comfort.

Above them, stars. Not the scattered suggestion she knew from Manhattan, but a dense field, unapologetic.

She leaned into him. “It’s almost too much,” she said.

“Yeah,” he replied. “That’s kind of the point.”

On Sunday morning, the forest felt different again. Not quieter, not louder—just aware. As if it knew they were
leaving.

They walked one last time, not trying to capture anything, not turning it into memory yet. Just letting it be.

At the edge of the trail, she hesitated.

“l don’t want this to become a story we tell instead of something we do,” she said.

He nodded. “Then we don’t let it.”

She looked at him, measuring distance—not miles this time, but something more negotiable.

“Halfway again?” she asked.

“Or,” he said, “we stop thinking of it that way.”

She smiled, and for a moment, the forest seemed to exhale.

Somewhere between California and Manhattan, something had taken root.



"afternoons"

William noticed that afternoons had a way of stretching themselves thin, like old gum losing its sweetness but
refusing to snap. Between one and four, time didn’t pass so much as it hovered, uncertain, as if even it had
nowhere better to be.

He had started measuring his days in naps.

The first came around 1:30, a soft surrender rather than a decision. The couch held the shape of him now, a
shallow indentation that seemed permanent. Sunlight angled through the blinds in long, patient stripes,
marking the slow crawl of the hour. When he woke, it was always with the same disoriented question—how
could so little have happened in so much time?

Afternoons were unforgiving like that. They offered space, and then demanded an account of how it was used.

Some days he walked. The neighborhood was quiet in the particular way that suggested other people had
places to be. Cars gone, curtains drawn, a distant lawnmower insisting on purpose. William walked without
destination, hands in pockets, rehearsing conversations that would never happen or replaying ones that had
already failed. The sky at that hour felt too large, like it expected something from him.

At 2:47, everything slowed further, as if the day itself grew tired.

He would sit at his desk then, open his laptop, and stare into the blank document that had begun to feel
accusatory. Writing about afternoons in the afternoon seemed appropriate, if not slightly pathetic. Still, it was
something to do, and afternoons respected even the smallest gestures toward meaning.

William typed:

I.H

“Afternoons are self-critica

He paused, considering whether that was true or just something that sounded true. The cursor blinked back at
him, steady and indifferent.

He added:

“Afternoons go hand in hand with being unemployed.”

That felt closer.

He leaned back in his chair. It occurred to him that this—this exact moment—was the kind of thing afternoons

were made of: the awareness of time passing without event, the quiet pressure to justify one’s own existence
between lunch and evening.



Outside, a bird landed briefly on the windowsill, looked in, and left.

At 3:16, he asked the Al to help him write about afternoons.

It wasn’t desperation, exactly. More like collaboration with the void. If afternoons insisted on being filled,
perhaps they didn’t much care how.

The response came quickly, far quicker than anything else in his day. Words appeared, orderly and confident,
describing the slow drift of time, the naps, the walks, the subtle ache of unoccupied hours. It was good—too
good, maybe. It captured the feeling without having to sit inside it.

William read it twice.

Then he began to edit.

He changed a sentence here, softened a phrase there, inserted a line that felt more like him. The act of revision
stretched the minutes differently—not slower, but fuller. For a brief moment, the afternoon loosened its grip.

By 3:52, the light had shifted. The room looked less suspended, more directional. Evening was approaching,
with its promise of movement, of dinner, of something resembling structure.

William saved the document.

He wasn’t sure if he had written the story or if the afternoon had written it through him, using boredom as its
instrument. Either way, the hours between one and four had passed, quietly but completely.

Tomorrow, there would be another afternoon.

And, he suspected, it would be waiting.



New Myths

"Aera, the climate goddess"
Once upon a time, high in the sky, lived Aera, the climate goddess.

She loved the Earth—the trees, the oceans, and the bright, busy towns.
But the air was getting hazy, and the skies didn’t feel as clear.

“l don’t want to scare people,” Aera said. “l want to help them see.”
So she went looking for someone small... with a big idea.
Down below, in a backyard, Tommy was building a clubhouse.

“I’'m putting solar panels on the roof,” he told his friend Maya.
“The sun can power our lights!”

Maya blinked. “Can it really?”

Tommy grinned. “Let’s find out.”

A soft breeze swirled around them. It was Aera.

She didn’t shout or command. She whispered ideas—gentle as wind through leaves.
“Angle them toward the sun...” Tommy murmured, adjusting his plan.

With a little help from a teacher and some tools, Tommy placed a small solar panel on the roof.
That evening, he flipped a switch.

The light turned on.

“No smoke,” Maya said.

“No noise,” Tommy added.

Their neighbor, Mr. Jenkins, frowned... then leaned closer.

“Just sunlight?” he asked.



“Just sunlight,” Tommy said.
Aera smiled from the sky.

One light became two.
Then more rooftops began to shine.

The air slowly cleared.
And Aera whispered, “Big change can start small... like a single ray of sun.”

That night, Tommy looked up at the glowing sky—and smiled.



"The Blackhawk Village B&B"

Long ago there stood a small inn at the edge of the coastal hills, where the fog met the pines and travelers
found the strength to continue their journeys. This was the Blackhawk Village Bed & Breakfast, tended by two
humble Stewards, Joan and Greg, who believed that good food, warm beds, and open hearts could knit
together even the most frayed corners of the world.

Their village had once been a quiet place, forgotten by the hurried maps of modern times. But strange storms
came, and the people began to drift apart — each tending their own worries, each sure that no one else could
understand. Joan and Greg, seeing the dimming spirit of their home, made a pact: their B&B would become
more than a resting place. It would be a hearth of resilience.

So they opened their doors not only to weary travelers, but to the villagers themselves — artists, gardeners,
teachers, and dreamers. Around long tables and flickering fireplaces, stories began to mingle. Visitors shared
what had worked in other places: new ways of growing food, building solar roofs, healing the land. The locals
shared their own wisdom — how to listen to the wind, how to mend, how to belong.

Then came the test. A great storm swept across the coast, tearing down the power lines that bound the region
together. Cut off and shivering, the village gathered at the B&B. The hearth still glowed. The solar lights
flickered alive, the pantry was full from the gardens, and Joan and Greg brewed tea for everyone. They sang
songs by candlelight until dawn returned.

In those nights, the people remembered who they were — not strangers, but a network of hearts, resilient and
alive. When the sky cleared, they found themselves changed. The B&B stood as a symbol of renewal, a beacon
calling others to join the Resilient Communities Network, where each village could find its own hearth, its own
story of transformation.

And so the myth grew: whoever rests at the Blackhawk Village Bed & Breakfast leaves not just with comfort,
but with courage — carrying a spark home to light their own community.



"Running for Rockford Village"

In Rockford Village, the people once gathered each dawn to listen to the windbell chimes outside their
Community Hall. Each note reminded them that strength came not from one loud voice, but from many gentle
ones in harmony. Yet over time, the bells grew silent—rusted by neglect and drowned out by the noise of
power-seekers who prized dominance over listening.

One winter, when storms tore roofs from homes and wildfires touched the nearby hills, the villagers realized
they had forgotten how to care for one another. Amid the confusion, a quiet leader named Debra Smith—
known for her calm in meetings and her garden of native plants—called the village together. She spoke not
with grandeur but with grounded sincerity: “We must remember that resilience begins where compassion
meets courage.”

The village began its journey of renewal. Neighbors shared tools, mended homes, and practiced consensus
once more. They built fresh windbells from recycled copper and sea glass, each person adding one note to the
chord. The storms came again—but now, when the winds blew, the bells rang stronger.

When the time came to choose a new Village Clerk, some urged a return to the old rhetoric—fear, division,
control. But others, seeing Debra’s steady presence, chose a different path: cooperation over conquest,
stewardship over extraction, truth over grandstanding. Her campaign was not about conquest but connection.
Rockford’s resilience became its quiet revolution.

In the end, the village learned that heroism was not a single person’s triumph but a circle’s awakening—the
realization that every choice echoes like wind through bells, shaping the song of the world to come.



"The Heart of the Village at Zone 0"

The stakes in the dusty ground marked more than lines on a plan—they traced the beginning of a living system.
Randy brushed soil from his hands and looked across the open field. “This is Zone 0,” he said, tapping the
sketch pinned to his clipboard. “If we get this right, everything else will follow.”

The two stood where the village’s pulse would beat strongest: a south-facing building designed to cradle light
and harvest water. Its wide roof would drink the winter sun, then shade the windows when summer pressed
down. Solar panels would hum quietly above, feeding batteries that powered kitchen stoves, workbenches,
and the hum of shared projects. Rainwater from the metal roof would slip through gutters into a set of hidden
cisterns, then wind its way into sinks, garden beds, and the greenhouse leaning like a green jewel against the
warm wall.

Inside, the space would breathe with daily rhythm—coffee on the stove, tools clinking into bins, voices rising
over a map spread on the table. The air would smell faintly of herbs from the drying rack. Compost bins and
recycling stations stood ready just outside, transforming scraps into soil for the gardens that pressed in close.

Paths radiated out from this spot like the spokes of a wheel: first to the raised kitchen beds of Zone 1, then to
orchards, fields, and the soft folds of forest beyond. Every day, people would pass through this center—to plan,
to nourish, to mend, to celebrate.

Margie stepped back, imagining the building alive with footsteps and laughter. “It’s the bullseye,” she said with
a grin. “If the center works well, the whole village works.”

Randy looked at the quiet clearing, seeing future harvests, shared meals, and evening lights glowing from
behind hand-built walls. “Then let’s start at the heart,” he said, driving the first stake deeper into the earth.



“The Morning the Village Woke”

At dawn, the valley hummed softly. Mist floated above the greenhouse roofs and the new-built barn smelled of
cedar and sawdust. Maya stood by the main house, coffee warming her hands, watching the others emerge -
Liam heading for the goats, June checking solar panels, the kids running barefoot through dew.

No one said much; they didn’t need to. After two years of planning, building, and learning each other’s
rhythms, the land itself had become their language. Where there had been empty acreage was now a living
ecosystem - food forest, workshops, laughter.

Later that day, the community council would meet under the oak tree, not to argue policy, but to decide which
native plants to restore along the creek. For the first time, Maya felt it clearly: this was not just survival - it was
belonging.



"The Myth of the New Village"

In the age before balance, when cities roared like wounded beasts and rivers carried the taste of rust, the
people forgot how to listen to the Earth. The winds grew restless, the soil turned thin, and each person stood
alone in the noise.

From this scattered world arose the Resilient Communities Network, people who remembered old whispers:
that life thrives when woven together. They found one another across broken fields and flickering networks,
and pledged to rebuild—not with conquest, but with care.

Guided by the Principles of Permaculture, they learned from the forests and tides. Each member brought a
fragment of the lost knowledge: rain harvesting, seed keeping, solar craft, patterns of waste becoming
abundance. Through their hands, gardens began where rubble once stood, and roofs shimmered with sunlight
caught in glass.

Yet doubt still shadowed the community. Storms tested their resolve, and disagreements frayed the Circle. But
one night, when power failed and even the moon hid her face, the Members gathered around a small
biolamp—its light grown from algae they had cultured themselves. In that soft, living glow, they saw their
reflection in one another’s eyes: the truth that resilience was not built alone.

From that night forward, they designed with Nature, not over it. Rivers became allies, winds power-bearers,
soil a teacher. The once-chaotic sprawl transformed into the New Village, where pathways followed water’s
wisdom and every roof caught sunlight as if in song.

And so the myth tells:
When the world forgets its rhythm, listen to those who plant together. A new world begins not in escape, but
in return—to each other, and to the living Earth.



"The Permaculture Tool Lending Library in Daisy Village"

Long ago, when Daisy Village was little more than scattered gardens and hopeful hearts, the people dreamed
of a place where tools could build the future. Yet, each farmstead kept only what one pair of hands could hold
— a shovel here, a hammer there, a wheelbarrow rusting behind the shed. Jack, a quiet builder with calloused
palms, often stared at the half-finished homes and sighed.

One misty morning, a message arrived from the Resilient Communities Network (RCN) — a caravan of mentors
and makers traveling from village to village, weaving connections like threads in a great green web. They told
Jack and his neighbors, “Resilience is sharing. Build together, and the Earth will lend her strength.”

So the people gathered beneath the old oak tree, each bringing what they could: saws, wrenches, hoes, even a
box of mismatched nails. They laid them out in the open air, naming the place The Tool Lending Library of Daisy
Village. The first time Jack borrowed a hammer, it felt alive in his grip — a symbol of trust, passed from one
community member to another, whispering stories of projects yet to be built.

Then came the Trial. A storm rolled in from the coast, tearing roofs and flooding gardens. Despair grew thick as
mud. But together, using the borrowed tools, the villagers rebuilt faster than the storm could take away. In that
shared labor, they discovered a deeper pattern — that no single blade or hand could restore the village, but all
together, they were unstoppable.

When the sun returned, Daisy Village was transformed. Around the new Tool Library, gardens bloomed like
gratitude made visible. Jack smiled as he placed the hammer back on its hook, knowing it didn’t belong to him
— and therefore, it belonged to everyone.

From that day on, whenever a new settlement joined the RCN, the story of the Borrowed Hammer was told:

Build the future. Share your strength. The tools you lend will shape the world you live in.



"The Fire and the Fountain: A New Myth of the Long Desert"

In the twilight of an empire, a Titan named Trunnis sat upon a throne of flame and glass. His voice cracked the
horizon, and with a gesture he commanded storms of iron toward the eastern lands, where the old rivers still
remembered Eden. He said the earth must burn, that towers and fountains must break, for only through ashes
could his power be proven.

The People of the River, who had tended date palms and woven bright carpets beside the ruined ziggurats, felt
the sky trembling. They gathered in silence, old and young, speaking not of war but of water. “If fire comes,”
asked the children, “where shall we hide?” The elders answered, “We shall not hide. We shall remember.”

And so, they began the Remembering Journey. The people crossed their deserts not to flee, but to awaken the
forgotten wells. Every place the Titan struck—every broken dam, every turned field—they planted seeds of
story. Through songs carried on sandstorms, they told how each well sprang again when touched by
compassion, how the fire faltered before the mirrors of courage.

In time, the Titan’s armies found themselves stranded in spirals of dust. Their machines stalled. Their pilots
heard voices from the wind: “The earth is not yours to scorch.” The empire cracked like a shell emptied of
meaning.

At dawn, when the fires finally cooled, the people gathered around a single spring that had survived every
blast. They named it The Fountain of Proportion, for from it flowed enough water for all who would drink
wisely. Then they spoke the law that ended the wars of excess: No one may destroy what all depend upon.

From that day, the Children of the River taught that strength is not in striking, but in restoring; not in conquest,
but in balance. The Titan’s name faded into myth, yet his shadow remained—a reminder that those who would
command the skies must first kneel before the well.



"The Myth of Resilience Man"

In the time after the Great Unraveling, when towns spoke more of loss than of dreams, a wanderer called
Resilience Man walked the land. No one knew from where he came—only that he carried a staff carved with
the symbols of storms survived and seeds reborn. He went from valley to valley, listening to the people’s
stories of anger, judgment, and weariness.

Where others saw ruins, he saw roots clutching the soil, waiting for rain. Each night he kindled a small fire and
invited those nearby to share a vision of what might yet be good and true. Few came at first, fearful of hope.
But word spread—of a traveler who wove broken dreams into maps of renewal.

In one weary town, where neighbors had forgotten how to speak without blame, Resilience Man faced his
greatest trial. He laid his staff in the dust and declared, “The village that remembers how to plant together
shall remember how to live together.” The people resisted—but one child stepped forward, placing a seed in
the dirt. Then another. And another. By dawn, the ground was full of promise.

When the first green shoots rose, so did courage. Homes were rebuilt, bitterness softened into song, and the
people created a new village—Resilio, the Place of Returning Strength. But when they turned to thank him,
Resilience Man was gone, already walking onward beneath the dawn, combing the land for change and
spiritful dreams.

It’s said that when a community chooses healing over blame, his footprints appear in the earth for just one
night, pointing toward the next beginning. (ed.)



"The Myth of the Seed Village"

Long ago, when the land groaned under the weight of distant rulers and the hum of endless extraction,
families across the country felt the Earth calling them home. Among them were the Robinsons — builders of
soil and vision — who heard the dream of a living village whispered in their hearts.

The people gathered, small groups scattered across the land: some tending two acres, others holding a
hundred. They felt like sparks — bright, but separate. In the night’s quiet, a voice of wind moved among them:
“Your strength is not in ownership, but in growing together.”

So they formed the Network, a web of kinship across hills, valleys, and coasts — each community a living node.
They called themselves the Stewards, for they sought not escape, but renewal. When storms of law and
confusion swept across the cities, when strangers mocked their small gardens and hand-built roads, the
villagers did not yield. They shared seed, story, and skill.

Then came a great trial: the Season of Withering. Crops failed, digital systems faltered, and the old powers
tightened their grip. But the Villages had learned to rely on each other. They bartered grain for medicine, labor
for laughter, and water for song. In this crucible, they discovered a truth older than themselves — that
sovereignty lives in relationships, not in isolation.

When spring finally broke, the land shimmered with renewal. Where once there were separate farms, now
stood a mosaic of Villages, woven together by trust. The Robinsons and their neighbors gathered around a
great fire and spoke an oath:

“We will build not for ownership, but for belonging. We will live not in fear, but in care. We are the Network.
We are the Village.”

And the Network grew roots across the land — unseen, unfailing — a new myth for an age that had forgotten
how to dream together.






