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Based on a true timeline.





Dedicated to my dad – the kindest revolutionary and a contin-

ual source of infinite inspiration in life and aber it – and to my 

mum – my numger-one supporter and the livinS emgodiment 

of :olarpunkw a ,oman ,ho transformed the deepest darkness 

into liSht; lauShter and forever dancinS in the rainL lastly; 

to Gance Joodey; ,ho died in 2anuary 050.I Gance ,as an 

incredigle human and clo,n; and j ,ill al,ays rememger him 

grinSinS zust the riSht amount of geautiful; insurSent agsurdity 
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8ll three of them chose – and choose – to colour the ,orld 

outside the lines society laid do,n around them; and j ,ould 
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A Wee Word Before 
We Begin

‘Philosophers have only interpreted the world in 

various ways; the point, however, is to change it.’

— Karl Marx

Listen, this book might not be what you are expecting. Thou 

art to be a sore-butted reader if thou wert to assume me to 

be wan ae thae serious literary writer folk wi big words an 

aw that. Reading this book might feel like being punch-drunk 

in the midst of an oily Glasgow-pub wrestling match with a 

psychedelic sailor as your opponent who, mid-fight, gives you 

tips on your tax return and offers you a lifl home on his Iying 

saucer. zt’s certainly not an academic deep-dive, backed up 

by bajillions of data points and political theories with fancy 

Latin names. That’s because z’m not an academic. z’m qust a 

working-class Glaswegian who happens to have gotten caught 

up in a bit of Nuantum timeline weirdness.

Ma name is GzEGBRABDRS. z’m fae a wee place in the 

world called Glasgow, Ucotland. 2p until 014–, our worlds 

shared the same timeline.
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z didn’t plan on being here with you but eNually, z didn’t 

end up here by accident. The witch didn’t send me to qust any 

timeline. Uhe sent me to the one that haunted me most : the 

one z kept imagining, over and over, wondering what it would 

have meant5 the timeline where, in 014–, Ucotland didn’t vote 

%%! in favour of its own independence from ye ole Aritannia 

but %%! against itF

Orom your perspective, nothing drastically changed in 014– 

when our timelines split : or in 010% when z arrived on yours. 

zt seems like a smooth continuum. zt felt the same for me until z 

woke up one morning on this timeline that’s so similar in many 

ways, yet so fucking alien at the same time. The witch never 

explained any of the ‘how’ : how our timelines split or how z 

arrived on yours over a decade later. Trying to understand what 

happened to me still gives me a headache. zt’s like... cosmic 

lasagna all the way down.

Uee, z’m a timeline traveller, not a time traveller from the 

future. Technically, there isn’t any future anyway. fflr a past, for 

that matter. Dt least not like we imagine there to be : all linear, 

static and stuck; crisp and set in its ways like some determinis-
tic qijj stain on the cosmic duvet we call the universe.

z  think z  was  on the toilet  at  the time,  on my phone, 

poo-scrolling as the modern aCiction would have it. That was 

the first time z read about the ?osmic Time Lasagna. z think 

many great universal epiphanies actually happen on the shitter, 

you knowW Though most of us wouldn’t dare admit it.

The ?osmic Time Lasagna, or ?TL, is an intricate universal 

dish of vibrant galactic colours, age-old Iavours and layered 

surprises. Aetween its infinite tasty layers lies every version of 

me, you and everything else that ever was and ever could be, 
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simultaneously. z know it’s a mouthful at first to get your head 

around, and a tasty one at that. The ?TL is a fun concept to 

play with intellectually, of course, but z didn’t ever expect z’d 

personally experience it.

/e don’t, in fact, move forward and back through the fourth 

dimension of time but side to side, up and down, and round 

about in and out of different timelines in a process driven 

by chaos magick, intentional mindfuckery and the occasional 

cosmic giggle.4  Orom our vantage point, it all feels linear. fflur 

brains place each event in a straight line afler another, then 

they retroactively imagine a suitable explanation of the previ-

ous with the latter : utterly oblivious to the if then, either or 

Nuantum superposition, non-deterministic cluckfuckeries and 

rollercoaster timesplits we have been through to arrive at this 

very spot.

Ds far as z know, it could be infinite lasagna in all directions. 

z don’t think anyone has ever reached a slightly burnt crispy 

edge, even though those are obviously the best bits. That’s not 

to say such a delicious spacetime crusty edge does not exist : 

we qust don’t know.Y

z’ve said it too much, haven’t zW

fflr not enough.

LDUDDDDDGEDF

z don’t really know what causes these wee splits to happen 

: why some moments and not others. (ou don’t suddenly un-

4. The ‘cosmic giggle’ is a term popularised by psychedelic philosophers like Tim-

othy Leary and Robert Dnton /ilson to describe a mischievous, trickster-like 

force embedded in the fabric of the universe. zt refers to the uncanny way reality 

seems to laugh back at our most rigid expectations, ideologies or grand plans, 

especially when taken too seriously.  
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derstand electrical engineering qust because your big brother 

locks you in the washing machine and puts you on for a hot 

spin.

z’ve had many sleepless nights since, trying my best to work 

out exactly what in the name of God0  is going on. Ds it unfolds, 

z think the ‘why’ is much more profound than the ‘how’. Oor 

the sake of argument, though, let’s get the ‘how’ Nuestion out 

the way first. z’ve narrowed it down to three possible working 

theories5

Theory One: Uome Nuantum physicists might argue that 

the sheer density of collective observation during such a high-

ly polarised democratic event caused a macro-level Nuantum 

decoherence. Aasically, so many millions of people were in-

tensely focusing on two mutually exclusive outcomes )yes or 

noQ that the probability superposition couldn’t hold the tension 

and the universe simply cracked under the pressure, splitting 

off into the Many /orlds Theory. zt sounds rational, but it lacks 

a certain pijjajj.

Theory Two: /e know the Aritish establishment was ab-

solutely bricking it about losing their grip on Ucotland. Uo, 

it’s entirely plausible that Mz% cracked out some highly ex-

perimental, ?old /ar-era mindcontrol fuckery to nudge the 

undecided voters over the line. zn doing so, they accidentally 

tickled the creamy underbelly of the ?osmic Time Lasagna. 

They pushed the simulation’s code too far, the system glitched 

and our realities fractured.

0. z don’t like to only refer to the singular imaginary being you have sculpted in 

your head when hearing the word ‘God’ so throughout, z’ll try to refer to as many 

as z can to keep it interesting.
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Theory Three: The ?osmic Hueef éypothesis. This by 

no  means  meets  fflccam’s  Rajor,  but  it  is  my absolute 

favourite. zt came to me while trippin’ in a forest. zn the ran-

dom, discombobulating convulsions of spacetime qelly, there 

are three Nuantum colleagues coexisting : ?haos, Pleasure 

and Reason. fflflen they dance, and occasionally they have 

the odd threesome afler an erogenous qoint. Suring one such 

cosmic mànage … trois, one of the three accidentally let out a 

wavefunction-collapsing Nueef. This Nuaint, dainty vibration 

: more of a celestial side-sNuelch, really : wafled its way out 

of the Nuantum realm and landed, by chance, on Ucotland 

right as the ballot boxes opened. The tom-shittery of such a 

cosmic Nueef randomised a rupturing ripple, through which 

at least two timelines plopped from one. z didn’t say theory 

three was the most likely explanation; qust my favourite.Y

Sespite this book’s unusual assembly of ideas, memories 

and thoughts that sometimes stubbornly defy standard cat-

ego-
risation of what a book ‘should’ be, z think you’ll keep read-

ing past any challenges : or z hope you will  : because 

you are intrigued to find out about Uolarpunk. fflr because 

you are sick to death of the late-stage ?yberpunk capitalist 

apocalypse cult we find ourselves in )don’t worry; we will 

break down that word soup laterQ. fflr maybe because z have 

a mad-as-fuck story to tell you : a story that despite coming 

from another timeline may feel very applicable to your own.

To help with any early turbulence, approach this book play-

fully, like you would a Glaswegian sci-fi novel. zt is, afler all, a 

story that : thanks to a witch, a dream and some mind-bending 

physics : means z’m somehow here on your timeline, rather 
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than sipping organic raspberry and nettle mocktails back on 

my own where z was very comfortable, thank you very muchF

Aeyond the Nuantum Nuackery you are about to dive into, 

this book is really a story of how we can move the traqectory of 

this specific timeline away from the cliff edge it fetishises. Ds 

intergalactic Marx would have said himself, the point isn’t to 

interpret these many worlds but to radically choose between 

them.

Eone of this, of course, is a sci-fi novel from my perspective. 

Oor me, the creation of The Uolarpunk Uociety is a matter of 

fact, a document of history, a story to be told retrospectively. 

Oor you, The Uolarpunk Uociety is qust a book about an alterna-

tive Ucotland, written by a weird Ucotsman who you can barely 

unnerstaun’ even wan he’s attemptin’ tae write in Bnglish. Uo if 

you aren’t Ucottish or living in Ucotland, what the fuck has any 

of this got to do with youW /ell, potentiallyV

B3BR(TézEG.

zt’s true the story is largely based in Ucotland but the impacts, 

the ramifications, the successes and failures : all of these 

experiments recognise no borders. Bverything z am going to 

talk with you about could as easily occur anywhere in the 

world from Timbuktu to the highlands of Peru. The late-stage 

?yberpunk capitalist cult we’re currently living under eNual-

ly does not recognise borders or nations, therefore nor can 

any credible alternative. (et, every new model has to be born 

somewhere. zt seems suitably synchronistic that the birthplace 

of Ddam Umith and the Ucottish Bnlightenment that gave the 

world the initial concepts of capitalism should also give birth 

to the system that replaces it. There is nothing particularly 

extraordinary about Ucotland or the people that live there. 
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Bven if you are not Ucottish and know nothing about our wee, 

pishin’ wet island, z implore you to qust enqoy the story, take the 

lessons where you find them and apply them where relevant to 

your own corner of the world.

Son’t tell any other aspiring literary writers out there but 

by éuitjilopochtli,J  z barely ever finish reading books myself. 

z love them though : so much, in fact, that z have about 

twenty-four of them open and half read in my e-reader. 

Dnd while we’re talking about books5 you won’t get this one 

on Dmajon. z know, z know. zt’s a bold move for a self-pub-

lished daflie with jero record or following, but hear me out. 

Dmajon has spent the last two decades trying to monopolise 

the entire printed word. Dnd by Dhriman,–  they’ve done a 

terrifyingly good qob of it. Dt the time of writing, those bastards 

control over fifly percent of all physical book sales, more than 

eighty percent of the e-book market and upwards of seven-

ty-five percent of audiobooks. They have the entire literary 

world in a absolute chokehold. zt would be a total qoke to 

come here and tell you all about how we broke free from the 

enshittifiers on my timeline, while directly adding profits to 

those showers of shite on this timeline in the process. That’s 

why this book will EB3BR be sold on Dmajon, no matter 

how much that hurts. Uome things simply matter more than 

sales. zf you see this book on Dmajon, please don’t buy it. zt is 

either some low-effort Dz rip-off or an outright scam. Please 

J. éuitjilopochtli was the Djtec god of the sun and war, central to Mexica identity 

and the practice of sacrifice.

–. Dhriman is the embodiment of evil, chaos, darkness and destruction in ancient 

Persian mythology.
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do yourself and the planet a massive favour and delete your 

Dmajon account as soon as you possibly can.

z was faced with a similar dilemma when considering how 

to market this book so it could find its way to your very eyes. 

fflnce again, z drew the hard but necessary red line to never pay 

a single penny to Meta, Google, or any of the tech mafia for that 

matter. znstead, z built Uolarpunk Press and designed an au-

tonomous marketing app that handles all my organic marketing 

for me. zt helps me manage my emails, generates content from 

my raw clips, and schedules and shares it across the internet to 

connect me with people like you. The app, along with many 

other UolarIeet apps z’m currently experimenting with, are 

completely open-source and available for free )with a donation 

very welcomeQ online if you search for ‘The Uolarpunk Uociety’.

/hat else is there to mentionW Right5 it would be hypocrit-

ical of me to expect you to read this book in any particular 

way. zt’s Nuite dense and you might need some time to wrap 

your head around the ideas presented in it. There is a glossary 

at the end if you ever want to return to a specific concept, 

as well as a wee dictionary of the Ucottish terms z use that 

you might have struggled to work out from the context. z am 

sure many so-called professionals may diagnose my brain with 

some kind of disorder if they got their grubby hands on it : on 

this timeline anyway. Bveryone who struggles to swallow the 

cult pills or drink the Kool-Did%  must be disordered in some 

%. ‘Srinking the Kool-Did’ most commonly refers to the mass killing of the 9im 

9ones cult in 9onestown, Guyana. zn 4786, over 711 people died by drinking the 

Kool-Did )though evidence shows that many victims, especially children, were 

forced to ingest the poisonQ. z use ‘drinking the Kool-Did’ as an idiom for blind 

obedience to the Aig ? ?ult or the authorities.
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way or another. z have such gratitude for my ‘disordered’ brain 

though, because from the chaos feed z receive daily came the 

energy and motivation to write this book. Dpologies go out to 

all my siblings with neurotypical disorder )or ETS, as z like to 

call itQ for any adqustments needed.

Thanks to experiments like the Nuantum delayed-choice 

eraser or the double-slit experiment, scientists have known for 

a while that our present intentional measurements and expe-

riences not only affect what we call the ‘future’ but can actually 

reshape the ‘past’, too.U  The act of measuring, observing and 

intentionally interacting with the universe in which we find 

ourselves seems to actively transform how it behaves : and 

not qust what happens afler our observation, but before it, too. 

éeadfuck, z knowF Dll we need to take for now is that the 

universe is way weirder than we think. fflur thoughts, inten-

tions, measurements and actions have vastly more impact on 

our reality and experience of it than we could ever anticipate. 

Therefore, by reading this book, filling your mind and heart 

with positive possibilities and alternative realities : free from 

the current capitalist cult we find ourselves in : you are more 

likely to align with timelines that break free from that cult 

sooner or later.

z don’t want you to mistake this book for some fantasy novel 

you can use to temporarily escape the worst effects of this eco-

nomic cult : a cult that’s digging its shit-covered claws deep 

into our collective Iesh. fflf course, some books are simply 

meant to be read, enqoyed and set aside. This book, however, is 

U. zf you love some Matrix-style mind-bending, z implore you to research both 

experiments if you haven’t before.
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meant to be a canister of Grade-D fucking rocket fuel to stick in 

your burnt-out activist tank. zf you choose to continue to read 

past this introduction, may you know that you will cease to be 

a passive reader in the unfolding of the concepts, ideas and 

realities it discusses. (ou will : you must, in fact : become an 

active part of a collective unfolding. /hen we actively ignore 

new possibilities for too long, our reality )our fflverton windowQ 

shrinks and imprisons us within it. Aut when we look beyond 

what we are against and instead start discussing, debating and 

fighting for what we are for, we might start to see what libera-

tion looks like : liberation from the capitalist realist mythology 

that this is the only possible timeline, and in its place, make 

space for a burgeoning multiverse of pathways. Dfler reading 

this book, you might find it impossible to climb back into the 

box of ‘normality’. z don’t know what exactly it might inspire in 

you, but for ?hrist’s8  sake, there has never been a better time 

for us to go ahead and start building the world we want to live 

in.

8. z guess not technically a god himself )more a son of oneQ but an all-round 

sound guy, it seems. Today, he would be labelled an immigrant éamas terrorist, 

socialist, commie, homosexual libtard and brown 9ew. /hat’s not to loveF
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PART ONE: 
POLITICS AND 

JUSTICE

Solarpunk Press



1
Why Scottish 
Independence 
Wasn’t Enough

I  was on Princes Street in Edinburgh one time, chatting to 

this older guy – manky hoodie but sharp as a blade – and I 

asked him, ‘But what if we just end up voting in another bunch 

of numpties; same pish, different flag?’

He didn’t even blink. ‘Aye,’ he said, pointing towards the 

Scottish Parliament, ‘but they’ll be oor numpties. Just up tha 

road in that ugly shitehole of a buildin’. And if they get too 

high and mighty, we kin jist walk in any time and remind them 

whose payin’ thur bills.’

That line stuck with me. Right up until it happened.

It was 3 February 2018 and the third day of the, well… what 

was it? It wasn’t a riot or a siege. More like a rave – and I 

don’t mean one of these modern-day, corporate mass milking 

festivals masquerading as a rave. No, like an actual old skool 

car-battery-and-bashed-up-speaker rave.

As me and my mate DRIFT, a crusty vegan with dreadlocks, 

approached the steps outside the Parliament, we heard what 

sounded like a Techno-Ceilidh. Without a single word uttered 

between us, we legged it into the hundreds-strong audience. 

12



Before we knew it, a mosh pit was in full swing. What had 

started as a makeshiz dance floor on day three was an entire 

village by day ten, spreading all the way to Arthur’s Seat and 

back. Even though there was a mainstream media blackout 

about our inconveniently growing rave, word got out and folk 

were bringing more speakers, tents, drums, guitars, free food 

stalls, fiines and herbal teas. The air began to :ll with the scent 

of woodsmoke, vegan hot dogs and moroccan hash. Some had 

started to make huge political sculptures out of foraged wood 

and junk metal in the Parliament car park and it wasn’t just a 

bunch of unemployed millennials like me kicking up a fuckx I 

remember the day when the mad maws arrived with their old 

pots and pans. Maws carry their own gravitas, so much so that 

Parliament and the world could no longer pretend to ignore 

them.

Aye, it was a cacophony at :rst, everyone just laying into 

their metallic appliances as loud as possible. I swear though, 

azer a few hours, they started to sync in with each other’s 

rhythm. By the end of the day, a newly formed maw’s samba 

band was leading a hyper crowd in circles around the Parlia-

ment. Even the mics in the debating chamber started picking us 

up during parliamentary questions, the windows ine plicably 

shaking with the bass.

A few days later, the green mob – folk you’d usually :nd 

living in rural coliving spaces, communes and collectives, and 

who were used to settling into random temporary autonomous 

spaces – arrived with their solar panels, compost loos, play 

tents, a creche, a clothing swap, a cornershop barber and even 

a bard in a bathrobe doing dream readings. No one could have 

planned or organised any of this if they tried. It all just unfolded, 
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emergently and beautifully. People started smiling – like, actu-

ally smiling – folk who had their hope stolen many times over 

before. This was becoming something joyousx not just protest 

anymore but playful resistance. Hundreds had turned to thou-

sands, then tens of thousands, then hunners’ a thousands.

The polis tried kettling us in,1  shutting down bus and train 

stations to halt the flow, but the greatest weapon against their 

truncheons and tear gas, it turned out, was our humour and 

mockery. We played clown music when they marched in for-

mations and tickled them with feather dusters. Bright, glittery 

body dust along with good old spray paint works really well at 

jafifiing up riot cops’ shields and helmets on the move. It’s not 

our fault our attempts at some decorating rendered their riot 

helmets useless.

Eventually, the polis – having run out of riot gear that hadn’t 

been glitteri:ed – despaired at their pointless task. I mind 

seeing a cop take off his body armour for the :rst time so 

someone could give him a proper neck and shoulder massage 

during his third sleepless night shiz standing. Before long, the 

entire polis line stopped being a human barricade and became 

a queue for the masseuse tent.K

The politicians started peeking out from behind the Parlia-

ment blinds, then from the doorsteps. A few even slipped out of 

the debating chamber and into the pop-up daytime workshops 

on emotional resilience and mushroom-growing. I remember 

seeing the Finance Minister sitting on a plastic milk crate in the 

1. Gettling is a tactic where police surround a group and – without detaining or 

arresting anyone for a crime – restrict their freedom of movement, their ability 

to go to the toilet, get food or even sit down. They don’t care if you are an activist 

or a pregnant woman caught in the wrong place at the wrong time.
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mud, listening to a single mum from 5ovan e plain how she 

had used a community fridge to keep her kids fed all winter. 

He was nodding silently, getting smaller and smaller as both 

his crate and guilt sunk into the mud.

The chats outside were far more engaging than the de-

bates inside Parliament and when the nightfall raves kicked 

off fully, many politicians secretly got stuck into the ecstatic 

dance and psychedelic sound baths along with the adult 

cuddle puddles pulsing under the stars up the Edinburgh 

mound at Y am. It was a moment of enlightenment and 

unity that broke the boundary completely between pro-

tester and politician. The English-controlled legacy media 

camera crews2  tried to spin it as a fringe of radicals and 

terrorist sympathisers, but when footage leaked of a senior 

government minister receiving an abdominal massage in 

the radical care tent while deep-belly crying to a trance 

remi  of Runrig, their hypocritical us-versus-them narra-

tives collapsed into absurdity.

We didn’t see those inside the Parliament as our enemy. 

Instead, we surrounded the building with so much life and 

love that its walls simply melted open, those inside curious 

to come out rather than us demanding to come in. The mu-

sic, the smell of vegan hot dogs and the sound of children 

laughing melted the masks of the politicians arguing. Turns 

out, it wasn’t just the kids outside playing make-believe; it 

was the adults inside, too.

2. Although we were independent on paper at this point, the mainstream media in 

Scotland remained almost wholly in the hands and at the whim of billionaires 

aligned with corporate England.
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For me, the most intriguing indication of the rapid transition 

in energy was in the music itself. The :rst tunes playing in 

the early days of the month-long rave were dark and heavy,  

a cathartic reflection of the overly industrialised, collapsing, 

commodi:ed world. In many ways, the music was a resistance 

by mirroring the violence. Uet as the rave grew – in both num-

bers and energy – the music changed with it. Its energetic drive 

and power remained, but there was more melody, emotion 

and soul – something that had been sorely neglected for a 

long time. Eventually, azer a few weeks, the anger and protest 

had almost completely transformed into funk and freshness. 

A solemn funeral for the inevitable apocalypse had become a 

national – now global – celebration, a carnival of resistance 

and new e perimental sounds to match.

The SNP leadership stepped down, e hausted, and most 

other parties in the Parliament disbanded or were outright 

routed to England. For many of them, this wasn’t so much a 

political decision as more so they could :nally crawl home and 

curl up in bed with nothing but a bottle of Uahoo strawberry 

milk for comfort, listening to 4nderworld’s Born Slippy on 

repeat while the e istential dread of their comedown slowly 

subsided. The :nal message from the Scottish government, 

published on their website in Comic Sans for some reason, 

simply readx

We are all just humans. And frankly, we need a nap.

The last politician was found lying on the press room floor, 

swaddled in a tangle of lanyards and press cards, whimpering 

something about ‘just wanting his mammy’s mac and cheese’.
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So that was it. The old, rotten tree of party politics with all 

its poison flags and manifestos had come crashing down on a 

huge comedown and we were stood naked and confused as 

the unfamiliar sunlight burst out the void and hit our eyes in 

bedafifilement.

But let’s rewind. What brought Scotland on my timeline to 

that point?KFour years earlier on my timeline, in 201O, we had a 

referendum that resulted in our independence and a new wave 

of diversi:cation in Parliament. But rather than the promised 

‘rainbow’ parliament we somehow ended up with Fihy Sadesf 

ot Sai.s� It turned out that it doesn’t matter what politicians you 

elect, what flag they fly, colour or cause they claim to support. 

They will always end up serving but one master – power.K

Essentially, the ruling party of our new independent Scot-

land, the Scottish National Party or SNP, had seemingly been 

corrupted and compromised from their initial promises azer 

Independence. Despite their victory as the umbrella party, it 

didn’t take long before plans and promises fell apart and the 

ruling SNP were cosying up with the old Westminster-aligned 

parties to push through another round of forced austerity and 

NATV military spending.KThe SNP had naively accumulated 

IMF debts azer the economy went on a steep downhill course. 

Following the initial wave of post-independence optimism, life 

in Scotland became increasingly rough and tough. What use is 

a new flag or national anthem when the price of bread keeps 

going up and you can’t pay the heating or afford the bus ticket 

to work? Many of the same shadowy forces that bene:ted from 

our economic failures were the :rst in line to offer us ‘recovery’ 

loans. The SNP tried to kick the economic can down the road, 

buying borrowed time to :nd their feet – but never did.
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Uou could, of course, argue that they had some logic in their 

failed plans to not rock the boat too much post-independence 

– keeping the English Pound, swearing allegiance to English 

royalty and joining NATV. They thought that appeasing the 

corporatists, bureaucrats and centrists in the West, playing 

along with their boyish fantasies, would buy us enough creduli-

ty that most of them would leave us alone – if not outright 

support our freshly independent country. Uet, despite trying 

everything to look, act and smell like one of the sheep, an 

independent Scotland was always going to be viewed as a dan-

gerous wolf – a precedent that had to be stamped out before 

it got o ygen.3  Scotland seeking to compromise out the gate 

wasn’t seen as an act of civility by other Western powers. It 

was seen as weakness. If only British Prime Minister Neville 

Chamberlain who tried to ‘civilise’ Hitler could have screamed 

out from his grave all the way up to Scotland, ‘APPEASEMENT 

NELER WVRGS, UV4 SI!!U BASTARDS(’

Independent Scotland soon started looking and smelling 

suspiciously like the old guard we had supposedly just freed 

ourselves from – only now wrapped up in a different flavour 

of deep-fried nationalist mythologies. Much of the political 

theatre of independence was irrelevant because the engine 

that runs any society – our economy – didn’t declare inde-

pendence when our Parliament did. The true levers of power 

)the currency, banks and essential industriesffi remained outside 

our grasp and in the hands of international institutions and 

3. Remember, Scottish landowners killed off all the wolves a long time ago – along 

with those troublesome indigenous human populations – to make way for more 

domesticated sheep.
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foreign governments. Through the deal brokered with England 

and later the IMF, even if the SNP had maintained the best 

of intentions and purest of hearts, they couldn’t ever have 

achieved their promises. Not without real economic leverage 

– leverage they never had from the get-go.K

So what were we, the people, going to do about it? Fighting 

violence with violence almost always leads to an escalation 

from all sides. The state or corporations will justify increased 

surveillance, civil restrictions and state oppression in response 

to ‘violent protesters and terrorists threatening public safety’; 

meanwhile, more peaceful campaigners may turn violent af-

ter seeing too many grannies kicked in the face, or students 

stunned by police oLcers, or young women given lengthy jail 

sentences for the simple act of giving a fuck.K

All of the usual avenues for citifien protests were e hausted. 

Nothing had changed – partially because the Parliament didn’t 

want to, but also because they didn’t actually have the power to 

change the things we demanded. Many failed demos, protests 

and actions later, protesters did the only thing that made sense 

in such in:nitely looping hopelessnessx people brought out 

their dusty old speakers, mics and decks and took back the 

streets of power.KVn day one, it was a wee random demo with 

no more than forty folk – a single solar PA system outside 

the Parliament front door, a table with soup and a couple of 

camping stoves.KNone of us partying outside were particularly 

aligned to any party inside. No unions showed up in support 

either, no lez-wing parties, alliances or organisations. By that 

point, the disunited Scottish lez had been fruitlessly trying 

to pull themselves together for decades. Uou would think in-

dependence would have put the wind in their sails but, de-

19



spite constant calls for unity, every joint meeting between the 

factions collapsed into bickering and accusations. Same shit, 

different day. The voices of women, ethnic minorities and dis-

abled people were mostly sidelined when all the shouty-shouty 

contests kicked off. Every post-indy attempt at unity came 

to a grinding halt and ironic collapse into even more splinter 

groups.K

Most of the elected politicians inside the Parliament pre-

tended we didn’t e ist outside, even when we caught their 

eyes from their oLce windows and waved them down. They 

handled us much like the IMF debtx if you don’t look, it will 

magically go away. Well, the debt didn’t go away and neither 

did we. 

It wasn’t our outside resistance, though, that eventually 

pushed the politicians over the edge and collapsed our political 

system. Some of them were as disillusioned with the political 

puppet show as we were and genuinely happy for an e cuse 

to fuck it all up the wall and start again. The problem wasx we 

hadn’t anticipated any of this. We didn’t e pect the Parliament 

to disband so quickly and there was certainly no agreed-upon 

plan past this point. No ten-point post-mortem strategies or 

transitional councils ready to step in. We didn’t even have a 

name for this new emerging Scotland. The protesters hadn’t 

intended on taking over power. We simply wanted to dissolve 

it and spread it roon. We knew this was the end of our so-called 

‘liberal democracy’, with a tense hope that something better 

could emerge. But what?
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2
Independence From 

What, Actually? 

‘Ooh, you know what Bill’s doing now? He’s go-

ing for the righteous indignation dollar.’
‘Godammit, I’m not doing that, you scum-bags! 

Quit putting a goddamn dollar sign on every 

fucking thing on this planet.’
‘Ooh, the anger dollar. Huge. Huge in times of 

recession...’

‘God, I’m just caught in a fucking web.’
‘Ooh, the trapped dollar…’

— Bill Hicks: Revelations (1993)

The Cult

T here I was, full of anti-globalist fervour, stood in a mud-

dy field in Gleneagles – an 18-year-old revolutionary 

wannabe – armed with my Palestinian Keffiyeh and a Greggs 

pasty, ready to bring down the elite with nothing but a mouth-

ful of spite and starch. It was the G8 summit being hosted in a 
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huge golf hotel in Scotland back in 2005, when me and you still 

shared the same timeline. George Bush and his rent bitch Blair 

were just beyond a polis fence; so close I could almost smell 

their sweaty sanctimony. My thirst for revolution, however, 

kept getting interrupted by increasingly radical comrades – all 

with slightly different red and black flags, each claiming to be 

the true voice of the revolution. They were all flogging their 

own paper, their own leaflet, their own dogma. It was essential 

I bought their version of the revolution, for only £3.50 mind! 

I was just waiting for one wee bunnet-topped toerag to sprout 

up shouting, ‘Splitters! We’re from the TRUE Judean People’s 

Front!’1 

There we were, infighting about fonts and slogans, while 

smoking rollies and drinking beers – more than half of which 

had already been taxed and handed back to the people be-

hind the fence we were supposedly fighting. The polis weren’t 

letting anyone who looked or smelt like a hippy or punk into 

Gleneagles that day. Cars were being turned over, stripped 

and sent away. Yet all these radical newspaper vendors got 

through with car boots full of ‘revolutionary’ papers somehow? 

Surely it’s not possible that some of those in charge of deciding 

what leq-wingers read about – those who collect huge data-

bases of ‘member’ personal details – could have preexisting 

relationships with the police or state? Stop being paranoid,2  

1. This is just my personal first-hand account of being there and seeing it happen. 

Monty Python’s Life of Brian satirised the disunity of the splintered leq far 

better than I ever could.

2. Upon later life reflection, just because you are paranoid doesn’t mean they aren’t 

out to get you.
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I told myself at the time. The only reason we got past the 

barricade was on account of the fact we had borrowed my 

mum’s partner’s company BMW without his knowledge. When 

we got pulled over and Duestioned by the cops, the driver put 

on their poshest accent and, before the polis got a word in 

edgeways, said, ‘What are all these bloody anarchists doing 

around my home!? In all my life here in the village, there has 

never been this much chaos. I hope you are doing a good job 

of keeping those bastards out, officer.’

The officer took a Duick look at the BMW car, then again at 

the driver and eventually waved us through. He never bothered 

to look in the back seat where we daqies were wrapped up in 

black and red scarves, sitting on our signs, holding perfectly 

still, assuming we were invisible to them so long as we didn’t 

move or breathe.

The cops and the henchmen they answer to clearly needed 

an excuse to block all the roads to the protest outside the G8 

Summit that day. We had gotten up for brekkie and stuck on 

the news that morning, where we saw every channel alight with 

reports of a group of ‘anarchists’ – still, grainy pictures of men 

ominously dressed in black, with caps and scarves that looked 

too fresh and expensive. They, no doubt, had a banner that 

read: ‘NOWz WITH THIS SORT OF THIzG!’

They were reported to have gone on a window-smashing 

rampage through the local Gleneagles village just next to the 

golf course the liAard folk were due to gather at later that 

day. You know how much anarchists hate windows, right? It’s 

their kryptonite! 6 dedicated bunch of them had apparently 

targeted local shops and resident parking at L am to really 

bring down the capitalist system by striking at its imperial core: 
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village bakers and family cars. I’m sure some of the anarchists 

were bloody immigrants, too. éeqie pricks!

Maybe the journalists on the telly hadn’t had their coffee 

yet, since not a single one Duestioned the narrative dictated 

to them by the cops that morning. I thought it was common 

knowledge that real-life anarchists aren’t physically capable of 

waking up at L am. It’s against their very biology. On top of that, 

these impossible anarchists were in a village full of legit targets 

– banks, thousands of polis, the full deck of shapeshiqing 

reptilian overlords and their entourage landing, probably in 

spaceships across an entire golf course – yet they decided to 

attack local village shops, run by working-class people along 

with cars owned by some grannies. 6ye, nae bother pal.

éooking back, I  wonder how many others eating their 

brekkie and watching the news that morning Duestioned any of 

it. That’s how propaganda works. It wears your critical thinking 

down slowly, until all you can think about is a violent man 

in black, smashing up your shiny new postbox out front for 

no darn tootin’ reason. zow filled with sanctimonious rage at 

something your brain literally just made up, you are far too 

clouded to see the actual events in front of your eyes. Gotta 

smoke out the bees to steal their honey.

So, the legally dubious police blockade now had its reason to 

be in place and no one dared Duestion the logic. 6 tiny percent-

age of the protesters did get through still and a mini march was 

eventually allowed to proceed along a police-agreed circular 

route – a route that led us down a road flanked by militarised 

riot cops. When we reached the end of the route, the moment 

had come for the all too predictable rammy with the polis. I 

watched from the sidelines. It was like cheering on a game 
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of school rugby where the final year high school 6-team was 

given full body armour and an array of military-grade weapons, 

while their opponents were kindergarten kids who kept getting 

red-carded, violently abducted and arrested for something as 

simple as wearing cloth over their mouths. Eventually, aqer 

the polis made enough bloody noses, most of the protesters 

gave up and turned back along the designated robocop road to 

where the buses were expected to shiq everyone outta there 

asap.

Fast forward a few hours and we ended up back in Glasgow, 

drinking pints in a Wetherspoon pub owned by a millionaire 

Tory and eating meat burgers made from enslaved animals. 

6nother group of protesters clocked us and asked to join. We 

were easy to spot – practically all wearing variations of some 

Che Guevara T-shirt with a ‘made in Bangladesh’ label on the 

back, maybe even stitched on by the same child labourer.

6s I downed my third pint, it began to dawn on me: It’s 

all fucked. There is nowhere to escape it, even at a protest! 

Capitalism isn’t just an economy. It’s a fucking cult – a cult so 

omnipresent that it doesn’t need a god or even a belief system 

for you to be stuck in it – from the first branded milk bottle 

filled with formula to the last exorbitantly expensive plastic 

urn. It doesn’t care what you protest about, who you pray to or 

who you shag – as long as you get up every day and throw your 

body onto the gears of the wage-slave-to-consumer loophole. 

éine go up. Keep shopping. éine go up. Keep scrolling. éine go 

up. éIzE GO UP!

Such a single-minded system can tolerate – even encourage 

– you to think you’re radical because you read Marx, so long 

as it was on a Kindle made in a factory where people regularly 
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jump from the rooqop.3  It let’s you scream about 6frican 

liberation while self-soothing and sucking on the chocolatey 

teat of the baby-murdering zestl4 corporation.+  You can 

post memes about burning it all down, using a platform 

that sells your rage to ad agencies that know more about 

you than your overpriced therapist, then sell you back the 

solutions to the problems they helped create. It teaches you 

to mock the people below you, fear the people beside you 

and worship the people shitting on you from above. When 

the dissonant rage builds up too high, the system hands you 

a wee tranDuilliser:

‘Rich? Fancy a line of Escobar Puro?’

‘Poor? Non’t worry, fill yer veins with smack.’

‘Man? How about a wee shot of alcoholic anger on the side?’
‘Woman? Rub some of this carcinogenic sludge on your face. 

Treat yourself!’
‘éGBTQI7? Go on! No your wee parade again! It’s so cute and 

we love all that advertising space on your banners and buses.’

3. In 2010, at least 18 workers attempted suicide by jumping from high-rise dor-

mitory buildings at the Foxconn electronics manufacturing plants in China, 

resulting in 1+ deaths. The suicides are attributed to brutal overwork and mili-
tary-style management while producing devices for companies like 6pple and 

6maAon. Following the incidents, factory owners installed safety netting around 

the buildings to catch falling bodies and forced employees to sign ‘no-suicide 

pledges’.

+. The 19*+ report Nestlé Kills Babies by the Bern Third World 6ction Group 

exposed predatory marketing in developing nations and, as a result, sparked a 

global boycott. Tactics included using saleswomen dressed as ‘milk nurses’ and 

distributing free samples that led to the cessation of natural lactation, forcing 

a reliance on expensive formula oqen mixed with contaminated water. The 

zational Bureau of Economic Research (zBER) estimated that, by 1981, these 

practices contributed to approximately 212,000(!) infant deaths annually.
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Those fuckin’ immigrants causing it all though, right? Those 

homeless beggars, housing-benefit scroungers, inferior in cul-

ture and intellect yet simultaneously the reason you have no 

job… The worst, of course, are those predator trans folk mas-

terminding all the evil conspiracies in the world from inside 

the women’s public toilets!

The cult and its frustratingly repetitive narratives work be-

cause they don’t feel like coercion but like a free choice; like we 

are freely choosing to believe the emperor has clothes while 

forced to ignore his smelly nutsack dangling far too close to 

our faces.

Then there are the moments – in the midst of the collective 

delusion – some schmuck bursts out laughing while the rest 

of us are crying inside. In Gleneagles that day, those laughing 

schmucks were the Clandestine Insurgent Rebel Clown 6rmy, 

or CIRC6 for short, dressed in faux camouflage and colander 

helmets, armed with balloon baAookas and the odd feather 

duster and pink boa.

Exhausted aqer hours of watching the failed attempts to 

break through police lines, I ended up sulkingly dragging my 

heels back along the route to where I had come from. 6long 

the roadside on my right was an unbroken chain of blacked-out 

robocops, shoulder-to-shoulder, making sure we kept moving 

along. But then, through the side of my eye, the oppressive 

line of state-sponsored terror was broken by an officer whose 

rank remained a mystery. They were dishing out loud orders to 

passing protesters, ‘Come on, hurry along, polish those boots, 

tally ho pip pip what what /honk honk/!’

6s I curiously approached, I clocked an unmistakably paint-

ed white face. It was a CIRC6 soldier sDueeAing his red nose as 
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he doffed his colander helmet towards me. 6qer the tension of 

the day and distinct lack of public services, I just burst, laughing 

so hard I almost pissed myself. Just then, a marching brass 

band had decided they, too, had enough of robocop avenue 

and took a random B-line to their immediate leq, off-road and 

into a huge field of open wheat, their full-siAed tuba poking 

out on top. Maybe the polis didn’t have enough robos on 

duty to line both sides of the road. Maybe in their 6ristotelian 

eitherVor thinking, they never considered the fact someone – 

never mind a fucking brass band – would ever veer off the 

downtrodden track and just walk full-pelt into a field of wheat, 

trailblaAing blindly yet freely in the general direction of the golf 

course.

The jig was up. Or was it about to start? éike the kids of the 

Pied Piper, hundreds of us all enthusiastically ran to follow the 

jolly marching music into the grassy oblivion. We got pretty 

bloody far too, mind you. Enough to spook the shit out of not 

just the Scottish cops, but the US 6rmy as well – until US 6rmy 

Chinook helicopters descended and literally blocked out the 

sun. They were filled with attack dogs, machine guns and even 

a horse half-dangling out of one, probably trippin’ even more 

than we were at the entire spectacle. zot too surprisingly, the 

most advanced and expensive army in the world had caught 

up with our newly forming brass movement and was chasing a 

literal bunch of fucking clowns down a field of wheat. By baton 

and at machine gunpoint, we were eventually re-routed and 

forced back to the buses. Yet thanks to some clowns dressed 

as soldiers (or maybe the real hero soldiers, dressed as clowns) 

and a brave-as-fuck brass band, for the first time, the full cult 

veil was liqed and I could suddenly see the edges of the beast 

28



I’d been smothered by my whole life. zot just that. Once some 

fresh air reached my nose, it was impossible to get it back out 

– the smell of possibilities that lay beyond the cult. How come 

it took me so long to smell it?

The Left/Right Dualism

We live in entirely different reality tunnels – me, you and the 

guy you were arguing with on facebook at 3 am last night. This 

is, in part, manufactured and magnified by various algorithms 

that have increasing power to control our minds, views and 

spending habits. It means real discussion and debate is almost 

impossible because we are no longer even discussing the same 

thing. We no longer represent two perspectives on the same 

world – we are aliens speaking different languages from dif-

ferent universes. This is exactly where the cult wants us to 

be: alone in our own paranoid collapsing tunnels. We’ve been 

convinced it’s leq versus right so we take aim at our peers who 

exist on our sides, rather than those controlling the narrative 

from far above.

Some of the working class have been convinced to vote 

for right-wing fascist billionaires, who hack big chunks off 

the state and economy to hand to megacorps. Meanwhile the 

leq, on the whole, have given up on world-building and class 

struggle altogether, trading bread-and-butter economic fights 

for media wordplay sDuabbles or so-called community projects 

that need 32 meetings, +00 middle-class attendees and 5.212 

amendments just to build a bike shed.

Class struggle is the supposed heartland of the leq, yet what 

established movement in the West is honestly answering to the 
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needs of the people trapped in wage slavery or the growing 

precariat,5  desperate to know why things keep getting worse 

and how they are supposed to survive?

If you watch Tʼ or read the papers, you are made to care 

more about who is taking a shit in which toilet cubicle than the 

fact there are no fucking public toilets leq in the first place. 

They have all been shut down – as have more than half of 

the city centres, town sDuares, local shops, caf4s and pubs. 

Public space has been replaced with cold steel and tinted-glass 

6merican hedge fund franchises. If you are looking for the 

immigrants coming here, taking the jobs, not paying any taxes, 

killing your culture and destroying your way of life, it’s not 

refugees fleeing the wars we started in Syria or 6fghanistan. 

It’s McNonald’s, Burger King, Starbucks and KFC washing over 

your entire country like a fucking plague of grey goo. Keeping 

us distracted and obsessed with immigrants and trans people 

benefits the elites twice over. It sends out the signal to immi-

grants and trans people – just like Black, gay or Jewish people 

before them – that their very existence in public life is under 

constant threat, while simultaneously alienating white work-

ing-class citiAens from leq-wing thought leaders and activists 

who are forced to spend all their time in a specifically small 

battle defending immigrant and trans rights as that’s the only 

time they are ever invited onto mainstream platforms for com-

ment. To the naive viewer, it’s as if they are the ones obsessed 

with immigrants and trans people, rather than the bigots who 

5. The precariat, or precarious proletariat, is a relatively new term for people 

working and living precariously – oqen thanks to Aero-hours contracts and 

6merican app companies that fully exploit labour but dodge all worker pro-

tections.
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own the platforms and set the agendas. It’s a particularly cruel 

but effective tactic that has worked in perpetuity. Sometimes, 

who is asking the Duestions is much more important than 

who is answering them: Take the 2018 BraAilian presidential 

election, for example, marked by a prominent ‘red herring’ 

known as the mamadeira de piroca (penis-shaped baby bottle) 

hoax. The fascist Bolsonaro utilised a disinformation campaign 

to falsely claim that the opposition Workers$ Party (PT) was 

distributing phallic-nippled bottles to public daycares as part 

of a ‘gay kit’ to sexualise children. By shiqing the national 

discourse toward an urgent, manufactured moral panic, the 

campaign effectively sidelined substantive debate on econom-

ic and social policy, and even convinced many poor people to 

vote for the guy who would go on to oppress and kill them.

We’ve been sold this whole ‘leq versus right’ political pan-

tomime for centuries. But here’s the only axis that matters: up 

versus doon. Neliberate lies and fear-mongering would get you 

fired from most jobs, but in politics it wins votes. The moment 

any prick in a tie runs for office, they can literally say whatever 

rhetoric to any crowd, align with whatever cause they think 

wins and there’s no responsibility to follow through or deliver. 

That’s because, once in public office, they join the up-class 

and are now net beneficiaries of at least parts of the system 

they were empowered by the voters to oppose. There’s a new 

stop for the gravy train now: ‘Yeah, a change needs to come 

eventually, but can’t it just wait a wee bit till next term maybe? 

6n oil exec just gave me ʼIP tickets to a Rihanna concert.’L  

L. Compared to their US or European counterparts, UK politicians famously sell 

their arses on the cheap – for as little as a shitty concert ticket.
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Time and time again, we are leq standing by, watching their 

motivations switch sides to align with the ultra-powerful.

Of course, if class privileges and straight-up lobbyist bribes 

don’t work, try blackmail – Epstein- or Niddy-style honey-

traps, wee ‘misunderstandings’ at private parties, a misplaced 

video file labelled ‘homework folder’. If you’ve got skeletons in 

the closet, they’ve got leverage. 6nd if you’ve not got any yet, 

don’t worry – they’ll make some up for you in no time. You 

and your team might even try to play the same game on them. 

It’s a policy of mutual self-destruction. Everyone compromised 

to keep everyone on script at all times, especially during a 

public crisis. The up-class can mostly behave how they want 

but they never cross certain class red lines, obliged to stick to 

their specific scripts given to them through their secret boys’ 

clubs.

People across the political spectrum are starting to realise 

this theatrical spectacle. When you ask people without power 

and seeking it, you can find a variety of opinions on the Israeli 

occupation, drug policy or free health care. Yet, as soon as any-

one from any background gets into power, they suddenly be-

come deeply pro-Israel, anti-all-drugs and pro-privatisation. 

6s soon as they are out of powerful positions, they start to ‘spill 

the beans’ or let rip about their ‘true’ opinion or experiences, 

usually in the form of a book for sale for only X39.99! What 

the fuck use is that? Why didn’t you say anything, do anything, 

when you actually had power?

The supposed rebels who do make it to the up-class yet still 

criticise the system publicly – the loudmouth comedians, the 

firebrand critics, the media commentators – they are allowed 

to entertain the masses as court jesters. They are the controlled 
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pressure valves needed to release the pent-up societal pres-

sure, allowing us to feel like we are activists because we 

watch the Naily Show or laugh at an anti-Trump joke. It’s 

controlled opposition disguised as democracy. It keeps the 

circus going and us plebs clapping or booing on command. 

The truly unbuyable ones on this timeline who, at least 

sometimes, fought for the people and stood up for democ-

racy – Martin éuther King, Malcolm  , Mahatma Gandhi, 

Patrice éumumba, Salvador 6llende, BenaAir Bhutto, Che 

Guevara, Thomas Sankara, JFK – usually end up with a bullet 

in the head.

The up-owned media managed to convince a group of 

Scottish, Independence-supporting lesbians – of all people 

– to fight for the suppression of trans rights in an English 

court. It convinced a fuck-load of South 6merican descen-

dants to vote for Trump. How many millions of exploit-

ed workers around the world come home and abuse their 

partners? How many suffering parents go on to abuse their 

kids? How many abused kids become bullies or worse, fu-

ture police and soldiers with a vendetta? 6 pertinent exam-

ple of what we are talking about might be Irish (famously 

pro-Palestinian as a nation today) immigrants to the US. Back 

in those days, the Irish were treated like dogs. ‘zo Blacks, no 

Irish, no dogs’ – so went the famous sign on many boarding 

houses. They were only mildly better off than their 6frican 

enslaved siblings. Yet the tantalising allure of becoming even 

a little bit more ‘up’ was enough to turn many Irish immi-

grants into active KKK members and some of the most racist 

police officers in the US during the Jim Crow period. 6 wee 

leg up by standing in the faces of their fellow oppressed.
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From a leqVright perspective, none of these anomalies are 

explainable. How come leq-wing progressive movements and 

individuals go on to commit the same and worse acts of vio-

lence than were carried out against them? Why doesn’t their 

lived empathy stop them? Surely, part of the answer must be 

the compartmentalisation we commit to when we invent these 

false and distractionary categories: leqVright, manVwoman, 

BlackVwhite, terroristVfreedom fighter. The only solution to 

this cognitive dissonance and blatant moral hypocrisy is to start 

seeing all our struggles as representations of the ineDuality of 

up versus doon, not leq versus right. This new way of thinking 

reDuires us to be less egotistical and more nuanced. From the 

new perspective of upVdoon, we have to ask ourselves: Which 

camp am I?

That means we have to understand that we relate differently 

to our children than we do to our partners; we are someone 

different to our colleagues than we are to our bosses. I am both 

up and doon simultaneously. With this realisation, suddenly all 

the contradictions are gone. We begin to see that every action 

and every relationship is uniDue and our responsibility changes 

with them. Martin éuther King was a great hero in the struggle 

for civil rights, yet he no doubt harmed many Black women 

along the way with his alleged serial infidelity.Y

This starts to get us somewhere closer to understanding why 

our heroes oqen act like complete wankers in private, or why 

the movements we place our hopes and dreams into disappoint 

us once they reach a certain position of influence. Should 

we give up all hope and become full-time cynics? zot if we 

recognise the problem isn’t who is in power but the structures 

of power themselves.
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zot all struggles are eDual. Certain people and groups clearly 

have it much worse than others. But the Oppression Olympics*  

capitalism enters us into at birth – with its false categorisations, 

labels and binary boxes – is only ever a race to the bottom that 

leaves us all divided and alone, even the ones with so-called 

privilege. Breaking free from the leqVright nonsense helps us 

see that, more oqen than not, your struggle is my struggle, and 

vice versa – even when we have different boxes stuck on our 

heads, experiences of struggle, languages, social media (propa-

ganda), taboos and even different explanations for our suffering 

and oppression. When we look beyond these manufactured 

differences, great things can happen – great things that keep 

the up-class awake at night and trembling. For when we start 

to remove their divisions, it soon becomes mighty obvious 

just how many more of us there are than them – like when 

éGBT protesters bravely came out to support the Welsh miners 

in 198+,8  despite rampant homophobia in the miner villages; 

or when the Black Panthers created connections in solidari-

ty with other oppressed non-Black groups, most notably the 

‘Rainbow Coalition’ in Chicago between Puerto Ricans and 

white working-class activists.9 

*. The term refers to reducing the struggle for social justice to a competitive 

hierarchy of victimhood. Individuals or groups ‘compete’ for cultural capital, 

resources or brand recognition based on their level of marginalisation, oqen 

while the underlying structures remain unchallenged.

8. Watch Pride (201+), an incredible movie about this beautiful moment in history. 

6t first, the majority of miners were deeply homophobic (due to their cult 

indoctrination) but eventually they recognised the shared struggle.

9. There$s a good documentary called The First Rainbow Coalition about it on 

PBS. 
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These coalitions have happened but they must now become 

the norm – rather than the exception – if we are to build a 

critical mass. We can no longer fear and fight our peers on our 

leq or the right. We need to grasp hands and rise up together!
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3
Our First Great Clan 

Gathering

T he Big Blether Get-Tae-Gither revealed on all levels, 

metrics and data points that we were collectively done 

with the le/.right pantomimef The divisive political distrac-

tion show was ready bor the uin and we were ready to uAild 

something newf k/er the raves were over and the real worI 

ob oAr flnterdependence uegan, we discovered that deuating 

chamuers maIe bor shite dance’oorsf Therejs NAst no ’owf Do 

viues, maaaanf

ffeuating chamuers in parliaments are living emuodiments 

ob that le/.right divide the cAlt wants As to uelieve is some 

bAndamental part ob politicsf flb yoAjre over on the right wing ob 

the chamuer and yoAjre beeling the viue ob the bolI IicIing oE 

on the le/, good lAcI maIing yoAr way over to Noin them with-

oAt any oustaclesf fltjs all pews and partitions, triual sections bor 

diEerent teams, incomplete circles and segmented spacesf 

flmagine heading oAt bor a night, alone or with yoAr crew 

ob matesf The uest nights are when yoA cross-pollinate with 

new weirdos and diEerent triuesf ffance’oors designed well 

can help with thatf They dissolve protective egos and a magical 

non-verual Anity can emerge Ander the right circAmstancesf 

ffeuating chamuers, on the other hand, are auoAt as stiE and 
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rigid as an ffiton uoyjs cAm socIf fl Inow, itjs an odd place to start 

when talIing auoAt the boAnding principles ob a post-capitalist 

ecological societyf BAt itjs no more ridicAloAs an ousession 

than a saggy old man, sprayed the coloAr ob a rAsting tra‘c 

cone, getting all MwoIej and reassigning the GAlb ob xe1icofW 

2e didnjt Inow how to rAn oAr own coAntry properly 

in those early days post-08WC over on my timeline a/er the 

month-long rave uroAght down the governmentf zontrary to 

dystopian ulocIuAster scripts, we didnjt decompose into the 

political vacAAm, waIe Ap as –omuies and start eating each 

otherjs childrenf 2ith no clear emerging leadership, we most-

ly NAst gatheredf 2e uletheredf 2e tArned to one another 

P not NAst oAtside the :arliament uAt uacI in oAr villages, 

towns and cities bor what uecame Inown as the Big Blether 

Get-Tae-Githerf

Do one person organised itf The national Big Blether sproAt-

ed everywhere, seemingly all at onceZ town halls, auandoned 

chArches, school gyms, borest clearings, roob gardens, sIate 

parIs and Soom calls brom commAnity centresf There were 

people who emerged as natAral connectors, Noining Ap the 

resAlts ob all these meetings into something AsebAl on a national 

levelf qome others ouvioAsly tArned Ap NAst to cathartically 

shoAt, some to cry, some to hand oAt bood to hAngry moAthsf 

BAt what mattered was that we aww showed Ap P as neigh-

uoArs and efiAals, not NAst anonymoAs avatars uehind screensf

fl rememuer my ?rst Big Blether in a dra/y chArch hall in 

qpringuArnf The air smelt thicIly ob homemade lentil soAp liIe 

Wf fls the renamed GAlb ob kmerica a trans gAlb nowH Uow auoAt the trans fflq 

ffepartment ob ffebence that now identi?es as the ffepartment ob 2arH
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yer grannie Ased to maIe, along with that awbAl smell ob 

wet dA7e coatsf  k WQ-year-old lass stood Ap, her voice 

tremuling as she plAcIed the coArage to propose borming 

a groAp she called MThe zlan ob the OAiet (nesj P a Iinship 

bor the introverts who AsAally get shoAted over uy loAd-

moAthsf There was a resoAndingly fiAiet e1citement aroAnd 

the room bor sAch a random uAt resonant sAggestionf

fltjs trAe there were a bew trolls who tArned Ap oAt ob some 

anticipated schadenbreAde uAt actAally, many ob those early 

cynics ended Ap ueing the most important contriuAtors to 

many niche discAssionsf (ne sAch ta1i driver )letjs admit it, 

we assAmed he was a uit racist and uigoted at ?rst, which 

itselb was a uit ob a uigoted assAmption auoAt ta1i driversR 

ended Ap ueing an epic resoArce, helping a groAp ob local 

mAslim women map oAt the entire city and its areas ob 

highest deprivation most in need ob child sApportf

The discAssions and solAtions that sArbaced were rarely 

revolAtionary or se1y on paperf :eople were willing to ac-

cept short-term pain bor longer-term sAccess, it tArned oAtf 

2hat Anited As in optimism P despite the chaos all aroAnd 

P was a bAtAre vision that wasnjt on ?ref flt was goals liIe 

commAnity sabety, access to bood, water and meaningbAl 

paid worI, personal dignity, time to e1periment, create and 

growf 2e wanted to ue warm in winter, maIe mAsic and 

enNoy artf qimple thingsf qacred thingsf The stAE no govern-

ment manibesto ever seems to mention anymore and, ib they 

do, they are conveniently borgotten or MAnaEordaulej Apon 

taIing o‘cef qomehow, there is always money bor random 

wars and politician dAcI hoAse e1penses thoAghf
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2hen the lid was li/ed, it started to dawn on most ob As that 

ib we stopped clAtching oAr wee da/ ’ags and sectarian team 

scarves bor a minAte, we had a lot more in common than we 

were ever meant to realisef 2ejre qcottish P not flrish, British, 

flsraeli or :alestinianf Their strAggles may inborm As uAt they 

do not de?ne Asf The old divide-and-confiAer sectarian lines, 

all that :rotestant-versAs-zatholic pish, started to bade as soon 

as most ob the institAtions propping Ap the hatred bAcIed oE to 

ffingland a/er oAr month-long ravef

flt wasnjt all polite, thoAghf fln the early days ob the :arliament 

raves, a gang ob (range (rder0  British-’ag wavers tArned Ap to 

terrorise and start ?ghtsf The police had conveniently stepped 

down brom their posts that day, toof The groAp ob armed 

cowards gathered Ander a tAnnel )liIe actAal trollsR and uegan 

planning how to caAse the most amoAnt ob bear and damage 

possiulef fln the end, they chose to sneaI in brom the side 

and charge at oAr childrenjs creche area, thinIing that woAld 

ue the weaIest spot and send As all rAnningf The InAcIle in 

their collective head had bailed to comprehend the hidden 

well ob determination ob a groAp ob mothers and bathers whose 

children were sAddenly Ander threatf ks the (range (rder 

thAgs charged, revealing their intent to harm, several mAms, 

well-practised in this game uy now, li/ed the parachAte that 

had ueen on the groAnd bor the Iidsj games and, in one swi/ 

0f The (range (rder is a shadowy organisation estaulished in qcotland uy the 

ffinglish, designed to drive a sectarian wedge into qcottish cAltAref They have a 

history ob violence and hatred, marching every year in celeuration ob an ancient 

uattle they have co-opted to mean the Iilling ob zatholicsf (uvioAsly, they 

shoAld have ueen uanned decades ago, uAt the British state needs their pro1ies 

to Ieep the people in their colonies divided and therebore confiAeredf
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motion, collapsed it over the entire gang P British ’ags and allf 

The rest ob the dads and mAms then stood on the parachAte 

edges, while the Iids looIed conbAsed )uAt not traAmatisedR 

uy this weird-ass groAp ob adAlts coming to playf fflnderneath, 

there were so many sectarian slArs ueing thrown aroAnd that 

the noise made uy the uigot uAtcher uand attracted the rest ob 

the AnsAspecting raversf xore and more rAshed over to help, 

encircling the sArprisingly thicI parachAtef Those and some 

old slacIlines lying auoAt were perbect bor wrapping aroAnd 

the now-trapped and ulinded invaders ib need uef

2hen they ?nally calmed down, we slowly li/ed the para-

chAte brom their headsf (n noticing they were sArroAnded in 

row a/er row ob smiling uAt laser-bocAsed adAlts, all staring 

at them, there was a long, awIward silencef xy mate ffFfl!T 

?nally uroIe it when he oEered a sweaty, terri?ed and dehy-

drated-looIing uald man a uottle ob water and a sip ob his tea 

’asIf The gAy caAtioAsly accepted the gi/ and the high ?ve that 

bollowed itf qome qcottish grannies made their way to the bront 

ob the tense circle, too, and had a wee word in the ear ob many 

ob the intrAdersf Do one liIes a telling-oE brom granny and, as 

we qcots Inow, ye cannae talI uacI and ye cannae throw them 

aE a uAsf ffiventAally, as tensions calmed, most accepted the 

escort uacI to the train stationf Those who stayed uehind did 

so not to caAse more troAule uAt bor medical assistance, a uowl 

ob soAp or even a wee dancef Uard to stay angry bor long with 

good mAsic9

The power ob sAch a deep and rapid cAltAre shi/ isnjt banta-

sy, nor is it Anprecedentedf The early W;;8s rave scene across 

qcotland and ffingland practically wiped oAt bootuall hooligan-

ismf flt uroAght auoAt an almost overnight shi/ in cAltAre, mAsic 
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and drAg ob choice that saw previoAsly drAnI lads whojd glass 

each other sAddenly hAgging in random ?elds the bollowing 

weeIend, high on pills and pAre viurationsf 2ho Inew that the 

solAtion to ending centAries ob sectarianism was as straightbor-

ward as bollowing oAr newly emerging qcottish golden rAleZ

ff(DjT Bffi k zfflDTf

!ast borward to the Big Blether again and P despite the 

decrease in sectarian violence P there was still no great cen-

tral Anibying ideology that came oAt ob the ?ndings, no single 

Mismj that de?ned everyone or oAr shared visionf flt seemed, in 

many ways, what we were uAilding was post-ideological )uAt 

certainly not apoliticalRf xayue uecaAse oAr evolving move-

ment was not stained with the ulood ob a million deaths in the 

name ob some revolAtion, oAr hearts hadnjt ueen hardened, nor 

had collective :Tqff borced As into illogical uinaries ob heroes 

and traitorsf k/er the Big Blether, we realised that trying to 

lAmp everyone into one homogenised whole P trying to ue 

everything to everyone P NAst gave As a grey-urown clAmp ob 

crAsted playdoAgh that was nothing to no onef ffespite what 

economists had told As bor decades, there is no sAch thing as 

Uomo economicAs )the average rational actor, as they call itRf 

Trying to sAm Ap the totality ob the hAman e1perience into 

one uoring average cAnt is NAst da/ bollyf (Ar diversity, it tran-

spired, is the soArce ob oAr collective strength, not something 

to ue tolerated or uattled againstY and ib we were to ?nd a 

way borward, especially in sAch a timely crisis, we needed to 

reuAild aroAnd oAr diversity, not opposed to itf That is how 
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the new qcottish clan strActAre emerged P organically across 

the coAntry, not tied to geography or the bamily yoA were uorn 

into, uAt as open clans ob choicef These new clans werenjt 

rose-tinted harI-uacIs to oAtdated borms ob bamily alliances, 

marrying oE daAghters in retArn bor sheepf There were no zlan 

xc!AcInoses mArdering the xacqnee–iepits in their sleep in 

Glencoef These new clans were new Iinds ob Iinships borming 

in a vacAAm with NAst enoAgh creativity and chaos to maIe 

them an interesting ?t bor the modern world, uAt inbAsed with 

enoAgh cAltAre and tradition to rally most people uehind themf

qometimes, they were indeed bormed aroAnd geographical 

locations as well as physical commAnities, sometimes aroAnd 

temporary proNects, sometimes NAst shared viues and interestsf 

LoA coAld ue in as many clans as yoA wanted P or none at 

all )thoAgh most people chose memuership ob at least oneRf 

kpathy rather than participation uecame the anathema in a pe-

riod ob sAch radical possiuility and people powerf qome clans 

bocAsed on solving practical challenges liIe commAnity energy, 

land stewardship or pAulic transportf (thers were playbAl, liIe 

the aborementioned zlan ob OAiet (nes bor the introverts and 

spectrAm bolI, the Techno ffrAids bor the weird ravers or the 

(rder ob the xassive zAppa bor those who loved a cosy coAchf 

fl initially Noined the latter two uAt got IicIed oAt the xassive 

zAppa uecaAse fl was too wired on coEeef  est yoA thinI this is 

NAst another recipe bor the uigger clans to uAlly the small ones 

bor power, we uAilt in a bew catchesf !or e1ample, memuership 

wasnjt NAst a headcoAnt nAmuers gamef (nly memuers with 

active participation points awarded to them uy other memuers 

were inclAded in a clanjs eligiule memuership bor electionsf 

xore on all that laterf

43



The early clan bormations with very little to sApport them 

were borced to pool resoArces and share tools, uAilding ties ob 

mAtAal growth and aid while creating the conditions bor new 

clans and commAnities to borm and Noin the weuf The point 

wasnjt to uAild brom scratch uAt to reAse and repArpose the 

state-owned stAE wejd inherited brom the collapsef ffiven more 

important than the practical organising ob the early clans was 

that they gave bolI a way to uelong again P not NAst as rep-

resented citi–ens uAt as empowered co-creators with a clear 

missionf This was the clan networIjs sAperpowerf kye, there 

was a uit ob briendly rivalry uetween some, uAt on the whole, 

it uroAght everyone brom all the mad uacIgroAnds together 

throAgh a shared commonsf flb the goths were uirch trees and 

the golbers were pines, then the clan networI was the mycelia 

connecting them Ander the sArbace, pooling resoArces as well 

as sharing mAch needed common Anderstandingf !ree brom 

the cAlt, empire and sham parliamentary democracies, it belt 

liIe a natAral progression bor As to uegin to uAild oAr alternative 

system on something uoth ancient and radically new at the 

same timef

The stage was set bor the very ?rst Great zlan Gathering in 

hAndreds ob years in qcotlandf ffivery clan woAld have the right 

to send representatives relative to their si–e as well as uring 

ideas to the taule P a literal taule placed in the middle, uAilt 

brom dri/wood and wind-belled oaIf ks fl speaI,3this taule has 

ueen haAled brom town to town bor many ob the Big Blethers 

and has uecome the bocal point bor the weirdest, most wonder-

bAl collective reimaginings qcotland has ever seenf qome early 

ideas bailed spectacAlarlyf (thers e1ploded in gloryf BAt all ob it 

moved As away brom capitalist batalism and toward something 
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bresh and really bAcIing e1citing P something rooted, playbAl, 

groAnded and sAitauly strangef flt belt alivef

Thatjs what this uooI trAly is, tooZ not a dead manibesto, 

not a list ob 0L magic answers we came Ap with to solve every 

world crisis yoA might possiuly ue bacing in yoAr commAnity or 

coAntry, uAt a glimpse ob what happens when yoA stop waiting 

bor someone else to save the world and NAst get stAcI in9

The Great zlan Gathering was annoAnced NAst in the nicI ob 

time uecaAse, despite the Big Blether e1citement, the ?nancial 

pressAre was onf qince the old government and the entire par-

liamentary system had collapsed in on itselb, most government 

employees were le/ withoAt a system in place to pay them any-

more, yet they had continAed to go to worI P well, people who 

worIed in essential commAnity Nous, liIe rebAse worIers, social 

carers, doctors, teachers and the liIef knyone in a meaningless 

admin Nou NAmped at the chance to leave and enNoy a mAch 

needed rest dAring the Anbolding chaosf xany also uanded 

together to volAnteer and help Ieep essential pAulic services 

bAnctional while we, as a nation, worIed oAt what the bAcI we 

were going to do ne1tf This uanding together to Ieep things 

going might, in bact, have helped the early clan strActAre to 

emerge, giving it mAch needed Iindlingf 

xany are Ander the illAsion that, ib the government shAts 

down, the whole ob society woAld ball apart instantlyf BAt as the 

fflq government has shown time and time again in recent years 

government shAtdowns are uad, uAt not as disastroAs as yoA 

woAld imaginef fltjs more ob a slow uArnf zompanies continAe 

to bAnction, shops stay open, parcels get delivered and barmers 

Ieep growing boodf fln oAr case, volAnteers uanded together to 

shore Ap strAggling pAulic services bor a bew monthsf
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 AcIily still, we managed to hold oAr ?rst Great zlan Gath-

ering only si1 months a/er the ball ob :arliamentf Thatjs when 

oAr second attempt at real independence P oAr flnterdepen-

dence P ueganf Dot a moment too soon so bamilies coAld get 

paid againf There was nationwide sApport bor the Gathering 

and high e1pectations bor something radically new to come oAt 

ob it, especially brom those who were worIing their arses oE bor 

bree in the uelieb their temporary pain and sacri?ce woAld lead 

to something uetter bor As allf
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4
The Early Hangover 

and How We 
Overcame It

A ll of it. Shaken. To. The. Core. It smelt different. Not just 

the air, mind. I mean the deep shit. The core of your 

life. Your relationships. Your cravings. What you wake up for in 

the morning. What you eat. When you eat it. Your ideas about 

success, about sex, about safety, about play.

Emerging free from the Big Capitalist Cult was like stepping 

out of a sealed underground bunker into sunlight for the first 

time in decades – or, for many, their entire life. At first, it’s 

stunning, radiant. You laugh. You cry. You can see the colours 

in everything so vividly. It’s all breath, joy and wondrous awe. 

But then you realise that without the protective shell of the 

prison bunker, you’re exposed. Skin begins to fry as the new 

reality sets in. That fiery light, it fucking burns!

You do what anyone would: you start looking for shade, any 

kind. Even a flimsy bit of ideology, a comforting little identity 

badge, a nostalgia-flavoured cardboard umbrella. Anything to 

shield yourself from the rawness of reality. Freedom – real 

radical freedom – isn’t what it’s cracked up to be. It isn’t cosy 

or comfortable. It’s vulnerable as fuck and genuinely terrifying.
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Us peely wally Scots don’t fare well under direct sunlight so, 

of course, we sought out some temporary cover at first – even 

just to find our bearings and get things moving again. The plan 

was simple enough: to get people the money and resources 

they needed to stabilise and go from there. 

For our first Great Clan Gathering, we decided to use the 

old Parliament building. It didn’t take long, though, before all 

the excitement and unity we felt at the protests, the raves and 

the Big Blethers was drained and gone completely. Those early 

proto-gatherings had organically formed in circles in wide flat 

spaces where people could stand, sway and move around, 

interact and take up space. Now stuck in the stuffy, dilapidated 

Debating Chamber, people suddenly started arguing, deliber-

ately offending while taking constant offence too – just like the 

good ole’ days.

A(er a day or two, the polite civility wore off and the first 

round of clan reps started to cluster into informal gang cohorts 

– feedback echoes of the old cult BS /bullshit)belief systems‘. 

Addicts in recovery call it Lrelapse’. Anyone who has experi-

enced one will tell you they can just as easily be triggered by 

the expectation of a perceived positive experience as they can 

by a negative one.

In the early Lhangover period’ as many now remember it – 

the period right a(er the raves – we even saw drugs make 

a comeback we hadn’t seen in ages. Mots of people I met 

during the raves had stopped using heroin, coke, fags even – 

the kind of last-resort, shitty drugs people feel the need to 

self-medicate with in a sick society. With hindsight, it’s not that 

surprising, once back in the old Parliament, everyone started 

drinking, smoking and snorting again.
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Qany guests reported the toilets were full of little, trans-

parent, discarded baggies. During discussions in the Chamber, 

twitchy people in love with the sound of their own voice began 

taking up most of the precious airtime, much to the annoyance 

of the rep for the Clan of Ouiet Hnes. People who had been 

amicable to one another on the street outside became mortal 

enemies inside. It’s as if the Chamber, by its very design, creat-

ed a particular soundtrack – a Guantanamo Bay-style, ampli-

fied dissonance creating a cacophony of drunken Lheeeuuughs’ 

and coked up Lnaaaaww mates’. It was a fucking embarrassment 

to be honest with you – as horrendous as the ?ouse of Com-

mons in Westminster, only now wae mad coke-fuelled Scottish 

twangs. This was a non-starter from the get-go. All the effort to 

get this far just to end up just like them, only more crudeR Was 

this really as good as it would getR

At the peak of this ego marathon and sweaty rant fest, people 

in the gallery and on the live stream were literally placing bets 

on which clan rep would get stabbed first – half laughing and 

half crying as they watched. Jight then, in the middle of a 

particularly debauched clan debate, a weird-looking, scrawny 

old guy with a crusty, off-white beard and a New York qew-

ish accent stood up in the viewing gallery and screamed. ?is 

thunderous guttural belch caught the entire Chamber by sur-

prise and cast a rupture of confused silence on everyone. ?e 

proceeded to fill it with a phrase many still debate the meaning 

of to this day, later identified as a 1uote from Cosmic Trigger.z  

In his whimsical, wavering, wi—ard-like voice he proclaimed, 

z. Fantastic book with mystical laughs and wisdom from the great Jobert Anton 

Wilson.
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LAll of these ill-gotten statements are e1ually true, false and 

meaningless – including this one!’ 

The continuing confuddled silence was reverberating and 

amplifying a soundless sound – a deeply uncomfortable type of 

soundless sound – usually only found at the heart of anechoic 

chambers or deep underground caves. Then it happened.

It was a slow, rumbling kind of bass tone fart, much of which 

was seemingly outside the human hearing range. You could 

almost feel the compressed gas particles ping-ponging back 

and forth between the droopy arse cheeks of that hairy old 

dude. The festering stench clean knocked out half the viewing 

gallery closest to him, and le( the other half unable to regu-

late their breathing between laughter gasps and uncontrollable 

boak-wretches. Qany in the Chamber below later complained 

of severe cases of pink eye, with one nearby woman claiming 

to have entered a near death experience, reliving a hundred 

lives in the time it took for the fart to finally clear the air. 

Before long, the entire building was turned inside out with 

explosive vomit and laughter. Thanks to the live cameras, the 

strangest parliamentary incident ever filmed spread far beyond 

our Scottish borders. 

Then that was that. The old man’s words were the last thing 

to be said on the public record in that building. Some tourists 

continue to visit today for the Wi—ard Fart Tour, being told that 

if you inhale deeply enough, you can still smell it in the back of 

your throat. Something wasn’t working in that old man’s stom-

ach but something definitely wasn’t working in that Chamber 

either. In reflection, the old man did us all a great stinking 

service that day. We were trying to break free from our jail 

cells but kept using their prison system: not just the Debating 
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Chamber but the psychological maps they had imprinted on us. 

The toxicity le( behind by the Big C Cult, a lasting rot inside 

our guts, stunk. If we were going to do anything differently, we 

had to detox first.

From Grand Palaces to Lichen-Covered 
Huts

LIt is one way to learn that each man’s labour 

is as important as another’s. In fact, while you 

are doing it, cleaning the latrine seems far more 

important than the law.’ 

9 From the film LGandhi’ /z82;‘

Despite the first botched attempts, the Great Clan Gathering 

had to try again. What other option did we haveR It 1uickly 

moved locations to a more open, collaborative space – not 

in a city but out in nature. This was a pragmatic last-minute 

decision given the need for a spacious alternative and the lack 

of such alternatives in the city centre of Edinburgh. Mittle did 

the people on the deciding committee know they had stumbled 

upon a possible solution to the deep-rooted problems that the 

Gathering was facing back in the old, ghost-ridden building of 

hierarchical power. Gone were the stiff pews and adversarial 

rowsffi in came dynamic Earth spaces in nature in Scottish 

summer – wide-open meadows with mar1uees and circle tents 

strung together in fields and forests like a psychedelic yurt 

nebula – and old retrofitted community halls in winter. The 
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Great Clan Gathering had finally discovered /or rediscovered‘ 

its real home. 

What became apparent a(er the first few gatherings held 

in nature was: circles are non-negotiable. The new meeting 

spaces built by teams of volunteers – many of whom had 

helped build temporary festival sites before – were similarly 

designed with emergent flow and participation in mind. For 

the Great Clan’s main Gatherings, everyone faced inward with 

nobody elevated above the rest /other than for accessibility 

reasons‘. There were no sides to be on, no aisles to cross. You 

couldn’t hide in a circle. You had to be with folk, not over 

them. It didn’t need some forced e1uality standards. ?aving 

such a random and diverse group of people with such radically 

different skill sets and experiences, the incentive was to find 

e1uity over forced e1uality. That meant it was more important 

to make sure everyone had an opportunity to communicate 

their ideas, even if that meant some people re1uired extra 

time or assistance. It wasn’t a trained political class with years 

of education in the same schools, learning the same codified 

languages, both verbal and body. With no established commu-

nication hierarchies or taboos, our clan reps felt more relaxed 

and able to speak freely. Jules and norms were less important 

than flow and balance.

The gathering space itself is a pretty sensory experience: 

thoughtfully tuned acoustics, natural lighting and fragrant 

herbs growing along the perimeters. If things get too heated, 

wa(s of lavender and Brian-Eno-inspired ambient music calm 

people back down. 

Political parties were in the bin. There were no oKcial 

factions or gangs anymore, just clan reps from fluid groups, 

52



organised by aKnity or geography. Citi—ens could be in more 

than one clan, rememberR Hne for your street, one for your 

passion, one for your identity or purpose. This also meant the 

total amount of clan reps fluctuated. If citi—ens felt strongly 

about a certain issue, they would form more clans of special 

interest, increasing the overall number of reps. If things were 

chill or issues less burning, there was less need for new clans 

and, hence, fewer reps. 

Qeals were a key part of the process at the first Gather-

ings out in nature. Every Gathering has communal cook-ups, 

shared kitchens,  and long,  slow breakfasts  with loads of 

down-time for walks and emergent outdoor activities. It’s hard 

to stay in pure rage at someone when you’ve just burnt your 

tongue together on a hot tattie scone, or enjoyed a crisp au-

tumn sunset along a gorgeous Scottish riverside. Every Gath-

ering is communal in the sense that all clan reps, as well as 

the auxiliary workers, admin, security and teams of volunteers, 

were expected to contribute somehow to the basic running 

of the event, usually with the occasional cooking or cleaning 

shi(. Hur fragile egos, desperate to establish ourselves higher 

on the pecking order, can get caught up in the importance of 

uniforms, badges and hierarchies – both explicit and implicit 

– but at the end of a busy day, we are all just long tubes with 

mouths at one end and arseholes at the other. Community 

food sharing is a great way to remember this. It all could have 

been outsourced to an external caterer, like it used to be under 

the old system, but we found that a lot of the real politics, 

collaboration and consensus decision-making happened in the 

canteen or during a post-lunch cleanup sesh. Consensus is a 

much more fruitful goal than winning – and not in a low-
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est-common-denominator kind of way, boring and stifled, but 

more like a pragmatic approach to getting the most amount 

done in a way that benefits most people. 

The land where the clans debate must be land that is looked 

a(er, too – land that feeds us, grounds us and holds us in circleffi 

where participants can be present in respect and gratitude, 

hopefully with the intention of transforming that gi( of life 

energy into something much bigger than themselves.

All of this may seem like a relatively trivial matter in the 

grand scheme of things but imagine a world where for Trump 

to be any kind of a leader, he knew he would have to clean 

up the toilets of his Lenemies’. Do you think he would have 

taken the jobR Would any of the narcissists disguised as politi-

cians get the gloves on and do the dishes every weekR qesus, 

a brown Palestinian qew born homeless, riding into qerusalem 

on a donkey, made a point to wash the feet of his disciples in 

public view. I always wondered how all the Evangelicals with 

their private jets and Lffling Trump’ badges explain qesus’ feet 

washing. A strange fetishR 

Not long ago, we were all raving, shouting and sharing out-

side the Parliament as e1uals. Qost people were chipping in 

when something had to be done without being asked. Back 

then, it was kind of by necessity. Now, we had a chance to 

make it by design. Even arch-debating nemeses knew that a 

time would come when it was their turn to clean up a(er 

everyone’s shite, 1uite literally. So, how do we keep narcissistic 

arseholes from even making it to the Great Clan Gatherings 

in the first placeR These are o(en the gaps where our activist 

circles collapse, because we don’t pay attention to the basic 

admin and bureaucracy of the political and social structures 
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we build. Qany of the greatest and worst dictators of all time 

were also the greatest and worst bureaucrats. 

To stop power-hungry nutters from gaming the system, 

the clans utilise a peer-to-peer merit point system managed 

through an app. Every member has a monthly renewing set of 

points they can gi( anonymously to other clan members. Qore 

o(en than not, it’s the 1uiet doers who get the most pointsffi 

those who keep the community spinning without seeking a re-

ward – the volunteer janitors, cleaners, sound techs and cooks, 

as well as the speakers and workshop hosts. Because these 

merits are awarded emergently by the entire clan rather than 

top-down bureaucrats, the system naturally rewards genuine 

contributors with symbolic community recognition. There are 

no cash rewards and, most importantly, having a lot of points 

does not guarantee a position as a representative of that clanffi 

instead, it acts only as a vetting threshold for random selection. 

A member must have a specific merit score to 1ualify as a 

candidate for the sortition lottery. The threshold is relatively 

low, but it makes it mathematically and creatively exhausting 

for wannabe wankers to try and game multiple clans at once 

for a higher chance of selection. 

The point system has nothing to do with your private life or 

actions. It’s not like some Chinese social credit score where 

the all-seeing state can strip your privileges if you jaywalk too 

o(en. The points are strictly autonomous and specific to each 

clan. It’s like receiving a love heart on your social media, only 

this form of bonding actually encourages real-life interactions 

and community building. It helps foster a sense of trust with-

in the clan and recognition, even though they don’t actually 

provide anyone with any material gain. As a whole generation 
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of TikTok addicts will tell you, though, recognition is o(en 

more than enough for us humans to feel rewarded and part 

of the tribe. This positive-reinforcement structure filters out 

narcissistic liars and the disinterested before they even get 

a sniff of power, ensuring that those who sought community 

rather than authority – those with genuine vested interest – 

represent the clan. 

Why We Got Rid of Voting

Funky clan circles out the way, I guess I’d best explain how our 

clan representatives /the ones who got to be at the Great Clan 

Gatherings‘ are appointed into power in the first place. It feels 

normal for me now, but from your perspective it’s kind of a 

biggy: We got rid of voting.

At least for politicians anyway. Before you slap this book 

shut and mutter, LAye, here it is. I knew it was gonna turn into 

a fascist dystopia eventually.’ – hawd yer weesht and hear me 

out. This is not some fflim qong Un in a kilt and a qimmy hat. 

We didn’t get rid of all voting – just that specific kind of very 

corruptible voting – and I’d argue it made our society even 

more democratic. Aye, I know. ?ow the fuck does that workR 

Gimme the rest of the chapter and maybe the one a(er that to 

lay it out for you and see if you agree with me by the end.

In our system, every clan rep represents a biosphere. That’s 

how we divide up the land politically: by eco—one, not abstract 

political boundaries. A local biosphere would be categorised as 

having similar conditions across it. Therefore, representatives 

for that area could more accurately cover its needs. Good luck 

trying to gerrymander biospheres. Not that anyone wants to 
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gerrymander anymore on my Scottish timeline anyway, but 

drawing s1uiggly lines on a map will definitely not suit your 

election agenda. 

Jeps themselves come from both the geographical clans 

/those defined by local biospheres‘ and the aKnity clans 

formed around special interests and skills. This /i.e. your‘ time-

line’s Scotland already has a similar two-tier system for the 

regional and list QSPs. Except, rather than focusing represen-

tation around your geographical area and the political party 

you vote for, our system means that citi—ens are represented 

both by their local clan rep focusing on issues in their area and 

also by multiple reps who share a similar identity or special 

interest. For instance, a disabled goth from Glenrothes of In-

dian heritage might feel represented by four or more separate 

reps at the Clan Gatherings. Those representing each clan 

/for Glenrothes, goths, disability action and Indian Scots, for 

example‘ would be switched up regularlyffi about a two-year 

term on average, sometimes shorter if needed. This helped 

further lower corruption, a point we will come back to later.

The big twist in the nutsack of the wannabe oligarchs is that 

all our reps are picked by lot, as in – lottery. If you are an active 

member of a clan, then you could be appointed its next rep. No 

election needed because it’s random. No political campaigns. 

No media manipulation. No sugar-coated political manifestos 

filled with pish and wa0e. qust the chaos of chance.

As mad and radical as this might sound, it’s an ancient con-

cept. It’s a core part of the democratic system we pinched from 

the ancient Greeks. If you haven’t heard of sortition before, it’s 

no surpriseffi and if you thought you were living in a democracy, 

well, you aren’t. These are the vital elements of democracy 
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the Big C Cult conveniently forgets to include or teach 

much about in school – appointing people into positions 

of power by random draw. Hbviously, it can be a controlled 

pool of suitable candidates for specific roles that re1uire a 

certain training, like judges and police chiefs. For us, it was 

enough 1ualification that you were an active member of a 

clan to be eligible to represent it. Sounds mentalR Ayyyyye, 

it is! But ask yourself: what’s the alternativeR

We laugh when we hear of elections in Jussia or North 

fflorea where there is only one candidate and party on 

the ballot. Is it really that much better to have a similarly 

orchestrated choice between two or maybe three compro-

mised bawbags rather than oneR They all come from the 

same schools, class, gender, ideologyffi with the same bribes 

and blackmails keeping them in line. Qost who make it to 

the top have been made to fuck a dead goat in their secret 

society boys’ clubs but now, out in the wild open, they 

wear different coloured ties and represent different parties 

that z%%V definitely are not aligned in any way. That’s not 

a democratic choice. From Jed Jussia to Blue States in 

America – it’s the skillfully cra(ed illusion of choice.

All of these political systems built on charisma and ties 

to power inevitably attract the richest, most power-hungry 

and manipulative sociopaths with no morals because they 

are the best liars. When they get in on whatever bullshit 

they came up with to get there, they rewrite the game 

to stay longer or shu0e power around with their fuckboy 

buddies. /Epstein files are showing it gets way darker than 

a dead goat, but let’s not go down that rabbit hole today.‘
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When your political representatives are picked by lot, the 

whole power dynamic – the entire meta of the game – flips. 

Instead of snake-oil salesmen charming their way to power 

with lies, you get citi—ens regularly chosen totally at random. 

Could be you. Could be yer da. Could be Big Qoira fae up 

the chip shop. It’s kinda like jury duty if you will, but for the 

government.

Even when we agreed to give it a go over in my timeline’s 

Scotland, some folk were afraid it was gonna be carnage, es-

pecially given the coverage the international billionaire press 

gave it: that we’d get total nutters, chancers, and clueless eejits, 

incompetent people running the country. Aye, they were right 

– sometimes we did. We had to evolve some safeguards for 

sure, but surprisingly to most spectators, the vast majority of 

people – when handed genuine responsibility, power and trust 

– actually steps up and serves their community well. qust like 

you would, noR

Sorting Out Sortition And Cancelling Cor-
ruption

LDemocracy arises a(er the poor are victorious 

over their adversaries... and then they share out 

e1ually with the rest of the population political 

oKces and burdensffi and in this regime public 

oKces are usually allocated by lot.’

9 Plato: The Jepublic /Book 5III, 77…a‘
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Stamping out election corruption was easy when it was 

randomised. It’s easier to make and maintain a transparent, 

open-source lottery system than to ensure fair and balanced 

elections, vet every candidate and make sure they remain un-

compromised or corrupted over a lifelong career of /broken‘ 

promises. Trust me.

Actually, don’t: trust the random chaos generator. Even Pla-

to, who famously hated democracy and preferred philosopher 

fascism with a touch of eugenics, understood that appointment 

by lot is the central feature of any political system that claims 

to be democratic. Appointment by the voting in of a wealthy, 

connected political class is just oligarchy in disguise. 

Aye, we got a few4 eccentrics when sortition rolled out 

across the clans. Hne time, the randomiser picked three Char-

lies in a row, all from Mesmahagow. ?ow the fuck did that 

happenR! That’s chaos for you. The fact weird shit like that 

happens is actually evidence it truly is random. No one trying 

to hide their plans in the chaos would choose three Charlies in 

a row. Wait4 unless that’s what they want you to believeR

We made the generator open-source for anyone around the 

world to check the code and log for external interference any 

time. Whatever oligarch prevention system you put into your 

democracy rules will eventually be eroded, overcome or even 

used against itself by the power-hungry dictator bitches. The 

only politically safe and sustainable democratic system, then, 

is one with just enough transparent randomness throughout 

where you can’t predict what happens next. Chaos keeps pow-

er structures from growing too many roots.

In the Uffl and US on this timeline, for example, we place 

the most important decisions of justice – those that affect a 
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person’s life – in the hands of a jury of their peers. If you 

get randomly selected for jury duty, court administrators as-

sess your suitabilityffi if you are unavailable or evidently batshit 

cra—y, you get deselected. This assessment is not political but 

practical and psychological in nature, deeming whether you 

are capable of consenting to the role and understanding the 

responsibilities it comes with, including handling some level 

of triggers and potential stress. Ask yourself the 1uestion: if 

you were being tried for a crime you did not commit, would 

you rather be judged by a jury of your citi—en peers or a team 

of Lexperts’ who all share the same education, class, ethnicity 

and ageR You might trust the Lexperts’ more than your fellow 

citi—ens /let’s talk about our perception of our fellow citi—ens 

later in the book‘ if you come from the same privileged class 

as those same Lexperts’. If you are like me, though, and you 

cringe at the thought of old white male Lexperts’ dispensing 

justice upon you, blind to their biases and privilege, then why 

do you not cringe at the so-called experts in every other public 

positionR 

Hur vetting system for appointing rep positions was even 

more rigorous than the one used for jury duty. Admitted-

ly, though, even with our new rigorous filtering, some early 

appointments didn’t 1uite work out as expected and Qaggie 

got through. Wee Qad Qaggie! Appointed as a clan rep for 

her local biosphere, she was a lovely person according to her 

neighbours and a regular attendee and helper at local events 

ran by her clan. Yet something made Qaggie go mad as a hatter 

once she was appointed. She started putting on grey wigs and 

talking in a posh English accent despite growing up in a rough 

part of Paisley. I kid you not – she started going around the 
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Great Clan Gathering announcing to the interrupted and rather 

startled-looking groups that she was the reincarnation of the 

last Lgreat Qaggie’ to run the country. Jumours were abound. 

Was she actually the dreaded reawakening of Thatcher herself, 

heated up from the grave like a privatised —ombie told to get 

back to workR ?er behaviour during oKcial meetings was even 

more erratic than in the lobbies, culminating in one of the best 

and worst episodes in the history of Scottish politics. Hr any 

politics, for that matter!

Everyone was calmly listening to another rep when Qaggie 

rudely blurted out to the Clan Circle that she was LNHT FHJ 

TUJNING’. The initial speaker was completely thrown off her 

point. It was a bit boring, to be honest, and most would admit in 

private they were excited, initially, about the random interjec-

tion. Their secret amusement, though, soon turned to extreme 

displays of horror as it became apparent what they /and we 

watching online‘ were about to bear witness toffi something that 

will be etched onto the back of my retinas till the day I die. 

There Qaggie was, live on air with the cameras fully twisted 

around and fixated solely on her, as she climbed awkwardly up 

onto her desk. With many eyes in e1ual parts anticipation and 

horror, she proceeded to reveal her full moon – and I don’t 

mean a sneak preview. Qany jaws dropped to full extent as she 

painstakingly and far too slowly bent over and, almost as if in 

one fluid motion, dropped a wee tolly oot her bum onto her 

own desk.

I don’t know if she had saved the poo for the occasion or 

whether she just has olympically eKcient bowel movements. 

Either way, it all happened so fast no one could intervene and 

yet, at the same time, it was as if the whole Gathering had fallen 
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into agonising slow motion. By the time I got back from my 

toilet at home, wiping the last bit of sick off my face, Qaggie 

had sorted herself out too, and without a breath was now 

demanding at the top of her voice that someone else better 

come clean up this pile of shit on her desk. Back down on 

the floor and face-to-face with the steaming phenomenon, she 

seemed horrified, indignant with rage as if unaware it was 1uite 

literally her own shit.

The turd was probably still warm by the time the stream and 

clips of it went viral, globally. It was all so reminiscent of the 

wi—ard dude with his huge fart in the old Parliament – only 

this time, Qaggie had desecrated the inner circle of the Great 

Clan Gathering. Disgustingly hilarious as it was, I do admit I, 

and many other Scots, were afraid this was an omen that things 

were slipping back to the way they were. Why did she do itR 

When asked what the dirty protest was meant to symbolise, she 

simply told a scurrying crowd of international media cameras 

outside later, LI just wanted to know what it felt like to be a 

Tory, shitting in my own backyard while making a huge arse of 

myself and blaming others for my own steaming pile of shite.’ 

Some believe this was the greatest work of political art ever 

made. Hthers believe she’s just mental. Is it possible that both 

are trueR Either way, it wasn’t a bad omen for us. Qore of a 

nostalgic reminder of how our shite politics used to work.

Ouite ironically, a(er the qobbygeddon affair, some of the 

old lobbyists for private water companies – a.k.a. BIG THI-

MET;  – who had all lost their contracts post-Interdependence 

;. Everyone is aware of Big Pharma and Big Hil but less people are aware of the 

even darker and smellier Big Toilet lobby.
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in Scotland, saw an opportunity to try to get back in. They 

invited Wee Qad Qaggie for a posh lunch in a silver service 

joint, much to their dismay. They couldn’t get past her thick 

Scottish accent, now the ghost of Thatcher had seemingly le( 

her.

LYou scratch our back, we scratch yo–’ they subtly tried sug-

gesting, but Qaggie had had enough shite and barked, LFUCffl 

HFF qHBBY MHBBY!’ 

Jather embarrassed, the English-accented suits paid for her 

lunch and scurried off with their briefcases still closed back to 

their Mondon oKces, while Qaggie had dissected her lunch, 

leaving the s1uiggy amorphous blobs that posh people eat 

behind and re1uesting a burnt buttered roll to put the edible 

stuff on. 

Corporate lobbying /or bribery, if you prefer a less fancy 

name‘ just hasn’t been all that successful in Scotland since we 

introduced sortition or appointment by lot – not only because 

we finally made it illegal but because any underhanded attempt 

at corrupting clan reps can’t really get you all that far. Clan 

reps simply weren’t so predictable and persuadable as the usual 

political classes they dealt with. 

There are a few nice safety features built in too, like each 

clan’s ability to have a vote of no confidence in their randomly 

selected rep if it is agreed they are not able or willing to 

represent them anymore. Surprisingly, Qaggie didn’t get voted 

off her role a(er qobbygeddon, maybe because the people of 

Paisley felt that level of madness suitably represented them. 

?owever, if Qaggie were paid off by some Mondon fannies to 

be the face of water privatisation again, someone would likely 

have smelt a rat and reined it in, at a local level.

64



None of these reps came from Lpolitical’ families /more 

American doublespeak for corrupt-as-fuck‘. By the time the 

bill was passed through the Clan Gathering, the lobbyists 

would essentially have had to bribe every single clan rep to 

have any influence /like AIPAC has successfully done in the 

US‘. With our short terms of oKce, though, they would eventu-

ally have to bribe every single member in every clan across the 

entire country multiple times over. Jemember, almost every 

single citi—en in Solartime Scotland is in at least one clanffi so, to 

push through a bill good for private interest and obviously bad 

for the public, they would have to pay off the majority of the 

entire nation. An impractical, although not totally impossible, 

task in a country of a few million. But that’s not the end of the 

line for lobbyists and their corrupt desires to circumnavigate 

democracy. As we will dive into in more detail later, a proposed 

bill doesn’t go into law just because it got passed by the reps at 

the Gathering. It has to then go on to win a direct democratic 

referendum, open for vote from every single citi—en over the 

age of z3.

The randomness of sortition might seem mad and unsafe, 

but if Qaggie’s dirty protest was our worst-case scenario, then, 

even then, we were protected – not because someone unsuit-

able never randomly got into a position of power, but because 

the same chaos that offered them a seat at the table in the 

first place also made sure they wouldn’t get too carried away. 

When we recognise a perfect system is impossible, it boils 

down to the overall maths. If sortition means the majority of 

rep positions are filled by good-hearted, honest citi—ens, but 

it means accepting a handful might be nutters or have bad 

intentions, the chaos keeps that bad apple from spoiling the 
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whole harvest. In a sea of political alternatives that seem to 

only produce bad apples, sortition puts the overall maths of 

anti-corruption success in our favour. We are protected by the 

chaos while, at the same time, we get some good stories from 

it now and then.

Almost Incorruptible, Gloriously Unpre-
dictable

Aye, sortition is a mad systemffi unprofessional sometimes, and 

messy. Folk talk a lot of unfiltered shite and others wear weird 

jumpers and hats rather than suits and ties. But that makes 

it honest. The collective wisdom of a diverse group of real, 

flawed, passionate humans tends to move in the direction of 

the common good, especially when you remove external cor-

ruptive forces.

It’s like placing your trust in the collective human visionffi the 

wisdom of the crowd. Each individual component might vary 

opinion to opinion, experience to experience, maybe even 

year to year – but overall, the averaging wisdom usually takes 

steps in directions that benefit most of us most accurately 

most of the time. ?umans are famously shit at games like 

Lguess the jellybeans in the jar’, hence why they make carnival 

organisers money. Jesearchers found something interesting, 

though, when they collected the average guess. It turns out 

to be remarkably accurate, no matter how wide-ranging the 

individual guesses are. This same finding comes up again and 

again, not just for jellybeans but for just about anything we 

make decisions about. Why wouldn’t it work for politics thenR
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There are historical examples that seem to disprove what 

I just said. Democracy doesn’t always produce desirable 

outcomes. If society’s incentives are still fucked – if racism, 

classism, transphobia or scapegoating are culturally rein-

forced and children are indoctrinated in it from birth – then 

aye, for sure, some of that will show up in the randomly 

allotted reps, as well as in the bills proposed. Take the 

Swiss referendum to ban burkas in ;%;z, a citi—en-proposed 

vote that won and legally enforced bigotry against Quslim 

women, some of the least powerful and most vulnerable 

people in the country. Democracies have the power to do 

bad shit. The Greeks themselves kept voting for endless wars 

that constantly killed their own young men and ruptured so-

ciety over and over. Greek democratic states had a tiny pool 

of voters compared to the whole population, though. Hnly 

rich Greek males could vote or get nominated. I wonder how 

different results would have been if it included the wishes 

of all people – women, foreigners and slaves. Perhaps then, 

Aristophanes might not have had to write Lysistrata.í  

Jeintroducing  sortition and democracy alone wasn’t 

enough to fix our shit, though. Even when we handed more 

power to more people and believed in our collective wis-

dom, bad things still happened. There were some collective 

traumas we had barely begun to process. Still, without any 

perfect solutions, we decided to keep trusting the overall 

maths.

í. Famous greek comedy about an Athenian woman who leads a female sex strike 

to end the Peloponnesian War. During the whole play, husbands are stuck 

walking around with massive boners.
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When we compare the voting history of Swiss citi—ens to, 

let’s say, US politicians, it’s clear which system produces the 

more immoral and unjust decisions. As bad as the Swiss vote 

against the burka was, the oKcial death toll as a result still 

stands at —eroffi meanwhile the deaths caused by US-led sanc-

tions alone since z8…% /never mind their endless list of bloody 

invasions, coups, funded juntas and death s1uads‘ is calculated 

at around í2 million.3  For context, that is double the amount 

of people killed during the ?olocaust. The worst crimes of any 

more direct democracy pale into insignificance in the face of 

all-out oligarchy /like the US‘.

fflant said, LAct only on that maxim whereby you can, at the 

same time, will that it should become a universal law.’ In other 

words, before you act, ask yourself: What if everybody did thisR 

What if I could wake up randomly in any position in society 

tomorrowffi be any man, woman, non-binary or trans person of 

any age, race and economic backgroundR Would the society I 

am proposing make me better off stillR Hr is it only if I happen 

to land on a specific set of attributes by sheer chanceR If it’s the 

latter, your proposed society sucks!

Selecting reps by lot strikes a balance between representa-

tive democracy /where oKcials take decisions on our behalves‘ 

and direct democracy /when we directly decide everything 

ourselves‘. It is not a flat system with no one taking respon-

sibility for anything, nor is it a traditional hierarchy where the 

powerful use every means possible to dig themselves in. We’ve 

3. Jodrógue—, F., Jend&n, S., 6 Weisbrot, Q. /;%;7‘. Effects of international sanc-

tions on age-specific mortality: A cross-national panel data analysis. The Lancet 

Global Health, 13/2‘, ezí72–ezíXX. https:))doi.org)z%.z%zX)S;;z3-z%8W/;7‘%%z

28-7

68



still got roles, layers and power. It’s just that we’ve made it 

random who’s in a position of up or doon at any given time. The 

deck gets shu0ed regularly enough, mitigating any particularly 

bad hands and sharing our benefits. Qore importantly, it stops 

the political entrenchment of those positioned up. Gone are 

political dynasties and career-long pricks. There’s less incen-

tive to rig the system for personal gain when you know your 

arch-nemesis neighbour might be next year’s rep and she’ll 

just use whatever selfish tactics you used against her now in 

revenge. LAn eye for an eye and soon the whole world will be 

blind’ sounds familiar over here on this timeline, doesn’t itR 

Politicians attempt this lunacy because they want to entrench 

their power for a generation to come. Qeanwhile we know we 

are back in the normal world a(er one or two years, no matter 

what alliances we have made. 

While in oKce, there are still privileges that come with being 

up for a while – free lunches, some expenses covered, connec-

tions and maybe a chance to promote your own personality, 

projects or agendas while in power. That power and privilege 

is shared dynamically across society, though. When you —oom 

out over the spacetime continuum, the randomness actually 

looks like balance. 
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5
Jury Duty, Only 

Better!

J ury duty is like marmite – some revel in the idea of a paid 

break from work to join in on what they imagine to be 

their own episode of CSI; others would throw their own maw 

under a bus if it got them out of it. If you think jury duty is 

controversial, political duty was even more contentious.

But even the haters, who initially squirmed at the idea, even-

tually became animated and engaged during specific debates 

that personally affected them – so much so that, during their 

term, they oTen became the much-needed specialists. Ghey 

might not have offered much to the majority of discussions, 

but this created a good debating dynamic at the Natherings. 

‘ot everyone wants to fully engage in every debate every 

day, but there was rarely any lull in energy overall either. Ghe 

Natherings were never designed to be places where a bunch 

of perfectly informed xe’pertsfl spouted hot gas for hours, but 

spaces that allowed for dynamic Row. It wasnflt as if the reps 

turned up with three-hour lectures and, if they did, they were 

told to go and take a walk in the park till the cocaine wore off. 

Weps werenflt e’pected to do all the technical work needed to 

run the public services themselves, either. Ye inherited whole 

departments of specialists who did that already.
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Ghose job posts continued allowing the reps to be the voice 

of the public while actual trained specialists carried out most 

of the public works on the ground according to the laws, 

strategies and budgets passed. Itfls not that much different than 

here on your timeline. Oour local councillor doesnflt collect 

your bins or fill in the potholes. Ghere are teams of specialists 

for everything. Ghe job of your representative is to guide the 

strategic aims of the work the public bodies do. Pur Nreat 

Clan Natherings were more of a national vibe check. Eut the 

specialists in charge of politics and you end up with an Mlon 

(usk-style technocracy. Eut the politicians in charge of the 

technicals …sewage engineer, bin truck driver, )A and you end 

up with a country swimming in shit and chaos. Fs with every-

thing, it only ever works in balance.

Pf course, you donflt want to run a random lottery for every 

single position in your community either. Oou donflt want to 

randomly appoint your gran as the new postman or uncle ffies-

ter as the village doctor. Oou may, however, want to appoint the 

representatives of the post oHce randomly from the pool of all 

postal workers, or an ‘zS board from a random selection of 

citi!en patients. Ghese randomly selected representative bod-

ies are a collective, ever-changing mirror of the actual public, 

with all our fears, passions, blind spots and brilliance baked in. 

Ghat is a feature, not a Raw1

Wemember, anyone can be a member of multiple local clans 

– attending meetings, helping out and making decisions on a 

local level – but the Nreat Clan Natherings, where the larger 

strategic decisions are guided, are held in temporary spaces. 

Ye didnflt want to create centralised and static homes of power 

in any one city or region, so the Nreat Clan Natherings move 
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annually all across the country. Pnce the Nreat Clan Nath-

ering had been held, the space renovated for its purpose was 

passed on to a local clan to use for the community good. Ghis 

snail-trail of regeneration leT behind a continual legacy for the 

Common Yeal.6 

Mach clan was incentivised to grow, as the larger they were, 

the greater share of the representative pie they got. Ghere was 

a membership threshold they had to reach before they would 

be allotted a clan rep. Ghe larger they got relative to the rest, 

the more reps they could have. (any micro clans came in and 

out of e’istence all the time, so later we added a minimum 

one-year stipulation before they could apply to have a rep.

Ft the same time, we established a counteracting incen-

tive to keep each clan focused on streamlining quality rather 

than chasing quantity. Ghe larger and more watered down a 

clan became, the less statistically likely it would become that 

any one person …potentially seeking powerA would end up ap-

pointed. Ghis incentive for quality meant that clans, especially 

those based around special interests and skills had proper 

sign-up requirements and continual shared responsibility for 

each member to contribute in some way to maintain member-

ship. If someone wanted to get elected by lot just for the sake 

of power, they might think they could sign up to as many clans 

as possible to increase their statistical chances. zowever, they 

would have to pass ten different entry requirements and take 

home ten sets of unpaid workloads – all for ten random lottery 

6. Ghe Common Yeal is a concept in Scots language and culture that goes back 

to the 62th century. It got reinvigorated during the Independence Weferendum 

in 046L and fully established in modern Scots Dore.
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tickets that would still allow their fellow members to boot them 

out if they were in it for the wrong reasons.

/ecisions could be, but rarely were, made by vote, even at 

local clan meetings – unless it was for something as oHcial 

as a vote of no confidence in their rep. Ghe binary yes?no of 

voting wasnflt that useful anymore for the now mostly nuanced 

debates and discussions. /ecisions were made through pa-

tient, messy, circular consensus. Yhat mattered most wasnflt 

who won, but how we converged. Could you hold space for 

ideas that werenflt yoursU (aybe even opposedU Could you 

shiT, adapt and move in a way that still took up presence, but 

somehow made the whole better than any individual view or 

stanceU

Ghat was the magic – slowly getting over our collective 

egos. Fnd aye, sometimes it was frustrating as hell – especially 

because a bill couldnflt pass through the Nathering unless it 

reached consensus. Ghat means full agreement, not majority 

rule. In a room full of enemies, nothing would ever pass and 

youfld be forced to sit in a chamber shouting about the same 

increasingly boring issue forever. If consensus is the necessary 

finishing post, it makes more sense to find friends than enemies 

– if for nothing else than to get home early enough for dinner. 

Bills presented with respect and open discussion, aimed at 

finding common ground, passed easily while shouty arseholes 

never got much done or passed. Slowly, year by year, the 

decisions that did emerge from these circles were strangely) 

better, for everyone. (aking the political environment circular 

and synergetic, it seemed, made the thinking follow.
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Walking The Talk

‘othing good ever arrives in a brown envelope. Ksually some 

council ta’ grief or a parking fine you forgot about – bureau-

cratic magic spells with the power to crush your remaining will 

to live on the spot, if nothing else, out of sheer boredom. Yhen 

I received one such brown envelope with the seal of my local 

clan on it, way back in January of 0404, my stomach dropped 

straight out my arse and through the Roor in horror. Ifld been 

randomly selected for political duty. (e, NI‘NMWBMFW/. Ghe 

universe …or what I later discovered to be the Cosmic Gime 

DasagnaA mustflve been pished that day. I had been involved 

with the early Interdependence raves for a laugh, sure, but 

even now, a couple years later, I was still full of residual cyn-

icism about our potential to break free from the xsame shit, 

different dayfl paradigm. Ghe Big C Cult clearly still had its 

talons latched somewhere deep inside my subconscious. 

Ifld been inside Yestminster and the old Scottish Earliament 

years before, as a tourist mind. Ifld done a round of jury duty 

too, in some manky old court building. Fll those places had 

the same stench of sticky upholstery, blue plastic lanyard and 

entitlement wrapped in dusty wigs. Ghe conditioned air itself 

felt like it was ominously judging me, even as I hid in a cubicle 

desperately trying to evacuate some stress. Ghose kinds of 

buildings are ghostly mausoleums of power.

Yhen I told my mates I had been appointed to be clan rep, 

they immediately made me swear I wouldnflt turn into xone of 

themfl – the old white balding politician types – as if accepting 

the role would suddenly drain all life from my face and scalp. 

I laughed it off but secretly dreaded it might turn me bald and 
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wrinkly too fast. Yhat if politics was infectiousU Yhat if the 

appointment changed the chemistry of my brain and I became 

my own worst cuntU

Ghe first year is like a warm-up before the real deal. Oou 

can attend part-time and get a chance to scout the landscape 

before itfls your own proper turn. Itfls also a chance for your 

clan and your facilitators to vet your ability to represent in 

such an environment. It takes the pressure off, if only slightly 

– like, down to regular heart palpitations rather than a full-on 

head e’plosion. Pn the first day I was invited in, I think I 

did three nervous shits before I leT the house. I wore my 

favourite socially-aware G-shirt embla!oned with the phrase 

xI‘GMWSMCGIP‘FD FS ffiKC3fl and packed my notebook full 

of pompous half-thoughts …in case I needed fodder to sound 

smartA alongside a healthy dose of social an’iety. Ghe moment 

I arrived) everything I had anticipated dissolved away.

Ghis wasnflt a corporate networking event. It didnflt smell of 

stale instant coffee and sour sweat. It was more like walking 

into your granfls garden on a hot summerfls day – just a grassy 

field full of people who looked like the folk youfld bump into 

on any street. F young dad was pushing a pram while arguing 

about legalising drugs with a priest. Some somali aunties were 

debating food budgets and sharing one-pot recipes with two 

recovering heroin users from the local support hub, while a 

Shetland sheep farmer was singing0  about ferry subsidy maths 

to a red-haired queer student from Novanhill who I think was 

e’plaining their student strikes right back. Ghe farmer clearly 

couldnflt understand a word of the rapid fire rants, but seemed 

0. Eeople from Shetland sound like they are singing when they talk.
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thoroughly entertained nonetheless. Ghere was even a gang of 

schemey-looking teenagers in trackies surrounded by a gaggle 

of grannies, spitballing about how to design safer night buses 

by playing tunes and installing light shows onto bus stops. 

I didnflt need to identify myself to security because there 

werenflt any …at least identifiable onesA. I didnflt have to find my 

handler for a tour either because, upon entering, everyone was 

so keen to offer to help out and make me tea that I got an 

emergent tour whether I liked it or not. Ghe whole e’perience 

was bi!arre and, I must admit, overwhelming. (y old Big C Cult 

mindset made me suspicious when people were so warm and 

open without knowing me first. I was waiting for one of them 

to try lead me into a burning Yicker (an or start making out 

with a wall. I kept checking that my phone and money were 

still in my bumbag and nervously bit my fingernails – until the 

music kicked off.

Fye, I know, rightU Ghere was live music, at a place of serious 

civic work1 Ghe band stumbled on stage like a travelling circus 

made from spare parts of a Celtic retrofuture. ffiiddles were 

getting plugged into synths and weird homemade pedals. Ghe 

drums looked half-made of found materials from the field out-

side the Nathering Gent, half Z/-printed with some off-planet 

e’otics. Ghe long braided hair of the bass player was somehow 

connected to his instrument like a Gartan Fvatar. Ghen, out in 

front and centre, on keys and mic, walked ffiI::O NI‘NMW. Ifld 

seen her before at the rave. zer wild ginger hair made her look 

like a lioness aTer a lightning strike and her energy on stage 

was to match, rearranging the air around her.

ffiirst day at the new job and within seconds of the first 

Ceilidh tune, I was getting Rung about by complete strangers 
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like a newborn at a broody baby shower. Ghere wasnflt any of 

that polite, middle-class clapping-and-swaying shite. Mvery-

one was goinfl fur it, sweatinfl, Ringinfl, Rirting to this Gech-

no-Ceilidh madness.

I was done in. Yhen I looked around, I felt we all needed a 

break. ffiI::O NI‘NMW held us there in the calm for a wee bit 

with a song she called Home. Ghose chords, man. Ghey drew 

the disparate Nathering together into a huddle. ffiI::Ofls voice 

sounded playful at first, almost cheeky, then half way through 

the song, it cracked. ‘ot the xoops I fucked upfl kind, but the 

kind that tells you the song is touching something soT; inviting 

us to a deeper emotional space thatfls usually behind walls. Ghe 

song was about a place of pain for many of usé Yhere is homeU

Ghe whole tent had went silent on instinct, like everyone 

knew something sacred was happening. I looked down to hide 

my tears and snot-smears. Ghe moment her voice wavered, 

something cracked in the room, too. Ghe ecstatic joy of the 

Ceilidh had transformed into a more vulnerable vibe. But in-

stead of scattering, everyone leaned in closer, seemingly e’-

haling with her in unison.

FTer the gig, I wanted to find ffiI::O NI‘NMW and thank her 

– but I had no idea where to look. 

xFhh, a fellow ginger cunt1fl

Ghe shout made me spin round, still wiping my eyes like a 

salty shitebag. Ghere she was, hair sparking like it was connect-

ed to a Gesla coil.

She took one look at my face and burst out laughing. xYas it 

my Home song or did somebody elbow ye in the baws during 

the CeilidhUfl

xGhe song,fl I managed. xGhough) couldflve been both.fl
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xNood, glad you joined me,fl she grinned. xIf folk arenae cryinfl 

a wee bit at Home, Iflve fucked it.fl

I told her my name and before I could properly get the words 

out to thank her, she hooked her finger in and around my 

xI‘GMWSMCGIP‘FD FS ffiKC3fl sleeve. xWight, come wae me. I 

need a seat. I know some beanbags.fl

She dragged me into a wee den behind the stage with bean-

bags, blankets and some colourful fabric that looked like it 

once belonged to a parachute. Ye fell into it like two bairns 

hiding under a table at a wedding party. Kp close she wasnflt 

the stage-fire version. She was warm and grounded, the kind 

of presence that makes your ribs unclench.

xSo,fl she said, nudging my knee ne’t to hers, xfirst NatheringUfl

xFye.fl

xFndU (et your e’pectations so farUfl

xM’pectations1U I thought it was gonnae feel like being in 

detention, getting told off by some cunt called (alcolm for not 

wearing a fucking tie. (ind, like old world vibesUfl 

xFye, those bastard (alcolms,fl she muttered. xKsed to be 

whole clans ofl them.fl

xBut this,fl I gestured at the tent, speechless for descriptive 

words. xGhis feels) different. Dike home.fl

F fresh ine’plicable tear formed under my right eye.

zer face soTened and a smile rippled as another formed 

under her eye, too.

Ye sat in that moment for a bit, until she said, xOou have a 

look about ye NI‘NMWBMFW/. Dike an adventurer still a bit 

lost, seeking their home.fl

I met her eyes.

She didnflt look away.
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x(y mum,fl she said, xshe was a brilliant woman. But the drink, 

man. Itfls a thief. I never knew which version of herfld be there 

when I woke up or came back fae school. I didnflt know if any 

version of her would be there. Ghen one day, she wasnflt. (a 

dafl was oot workinfl three jobs to fund a family and ma mawfls 

habits. I learnt I had to earn love. If only I performed well, wefld 

finally have a happy home.fl

I nodded.

xI miss her still. She went too fucking early,fl ffiI::O NI‘NMW 

said, and aTer a wee pause added, xFt least she isnflt suffering 

any more. Oou know, sometimes, I feel annoyed at her for 

taking away my sense of home. Mven though now, Iflm an adult 

and Iflm fine and I know it wasnflt her fault. I guess I have been 

trying ever since to feel at home in myself.fl

xFye, I know what you mean. (y whole world felt like it col-

lapsed when my dad died. I ran half way round the world to the 

Fma!on jungle, trying to feel at home somewhere, anywhere1 

But I never did. Kntil I stopped and was forced to look inwards. 

I sound embarrassingly clich% right now but itfls true.fl 

xI hear you,fl she smiled. Ghen she nudged me again, xSo 

whatfls your storyU Besides greetinfl in the mosh pit. Yhat are 

you hoping to contribute to hereUfl

xI came cause ae the brown envelope of doom. ‘ow Iflm here 

but, I think I can actually see some possibility. I feel like maybe 

itfls good I am here. Dike, really good1Ufl

She thumped my shoulder. xM’actly. ffiolk like us here got 

fucked over by the old world, but we are still daT enough tae 

gie a fuck. I, for one, am glad the chaos goddesses chose your 

ginger power, right1Ufl

I snort-laughed like a donkey.
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xzow come you got a gig here thenU Seems a weird place for 

a Gechno-CeilidhUfl

xItfls not weird, itfls the perfect place for one1 Oour tears say 

you e’perienced it tooU I donflt think music was ever meant 

to just be entertainment. (usic is a language of emotions, 

connection, release. /onflt you want your representatives mak-

ing some of the most important decisions to be emotionally 

connectedU Go be able to releaseUfl

xffiuck1 Yhen you put it like that)fl

Ye giggled some more and shared a tea before my facilitator 

finally found me and whipped me away for training.

Sitting there in that daT beanbag fortress we had built with 

her music still echoing somewhere in my chest, I felt something 

Ifld never felt in any of the old marble halls of poweré I felt 

welcome in this new home; in this new Scotland. 

Can Consensus-Based Models Actually 
Work?

If I just read that last bit without it all happening to me, Ifld be 

closing the book right about now with a cynical scoff, writing 

the whole thing off as nothing more than a naive door-stopper. 

I just wouldnflt be able to imagine a room – let alone a chamber 

– full of randomly selected people …and Scottish people at 

thatA all just gettinfl along like a bunch of mad fairies wae magic 

dust and rainbows coming oot their arses. Iflm from the Yest 

Coast of Scotland and we are indoctrinated with an unhealthy 

amount of humility and scepticism in us. Iflve never been to a 

family gathering of more than five people where there hasnflt 
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been at least one inappropriate comment and an attempted 

chibbinfl. Itfls made all the harder to believe when I go on about 

an alternative timeline caused by a cosmic queef in the time 

lasagna that happened aTer some independence referendum.

Ft this point, you essentially have three choicesé
6. Mither, believe me when I say this all actually happened on 

my alternative timeline.
0. Suspend your disbelief for now and just enjoy the story, 

taking what you like about it and leaving the rest.
Z. Be completely sceptical this is anything more than some kind 

of Nlaswegian sci-fi book.

Before we move onto the ne’t wee rant, whether you believe 

I am telling the truth or not at this point, I want to remind 

you that my timeline isnflt the only place you can find folk 

e’perimenting with ideas like consensus-based decision-mak-

ing models. I try to not spend too long e’plaining historical 

e’amples of projects or ideas from this timeline because then 

Ifld have no time to tell you about mine. Go ground some of 

these ideas in both our timelines, though, letfls have a look 

at a few e’amples. Fny reference I mention in passing from 

this timeline is 6448 real …for youA and if you get a chance, go 

research them in more detail. 

Back in 0445, one of our closest Scottish neighbours had 

their own potentially timeline-splitting moment; a mini rev-

olution most people have never heard abouté Ghe Icelandic 

e’ample is a poignant one as it perfectly illustrates the success 

of consensus-based decision-making and some key hurdles in 

the way, too Gheir Eots and Eans Wevolution was a magnifi-

cent moment of citi!en empowerment and a key step change 

compared to what most other Yestern countries did. In the 
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wake of their financial collapse in 0445, the citi!ens of Iceland 

refused to pay the proposed bail-out for the banks and instead 

rallied outside their parliament with pots and pans for days. 

Ghey eventually brought the entire government down, while 

the people convened a Constitutional Council of randomly 

selected citi!ens who were tasked with writing an entirely new 

constitution for Iceland. Ghis wasnflt about putting pressure on 

a corrupt bunch of politicians to suddenly change their ways, 

but about bypassing the rot completely and rewriting the rules 

of the power game in a country even smaller than Scotland. 

FTer four months of painstaking deliberation countrywide, the 

Citi!enfls Council achieved a unanimous 0O-4 approval of their 

final bill. Gwenty-five ordinary people – a true cross-section 

of society – reached full consensus on the most important 

questions a country can ask itself about its very constitution, all 

in the midst of a political, economic and social crisis. Yhat an 

immense victory and case study we should all intimately know 

about; yet, most of us have never heard of it.

Fs history reveals, the old bulls in charge donflt like such 

smooth e’amples of people power. In the case of Iceland, it 

wasnflt a happily-ever-aTer ending, either. Ghe political elites – 

including members of the very party that had supposedly sup-

ported the project initially – deliberately delayed the process 

for years and eventually, when they felt strong enough again, 

began outright rallying against the reforms. ffiucking cowardly 

bastards. Ghe Supreme Courtfls annulment of the initial elec-

tion for the constitutional assembly cast a shadow of doubt on 

its legitimacy which, of course, the up-class sei!ed on. Eolitical 

opposition and legislative inaction slowly strangled the revolu-

tionfls momentum. Gheir new constitution was deemed xoverly 
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vaguefl by lawyers …the absurdity of lawyers calling anything 

vague1A and ultimately, an unholy alliance of old-guard politi-

cians, judges and lawyers brought the whole thing crumbling 

down. In many ways, the status quo was reestablished.

Ghe lesson is clearé itfls not enough to build a better model. 

Oou have to build a stronger resistance that can withstand the 

institutional pushback from those who stand to lose their pow-

er privilege – the old bulls who greet us with a smile, then stab 

us as soon as our backs are turned. Pur biggest advantage in my 

timelinefls Scotland was that our political collapse in 0465, aTer 

our month-long rave, was more complete than the uprising in 

Iceland 0445. Ye didnflt have to contend later with so many 

poshos in wigs cosplaying as judges or slimebags in suits. Still, 

Iceland was a huge inspiration for us. (any Icelanders came 

over to Scotland in droves to offer support and advice during 

the raves and helped set all this consensus stuff up aTerwards. 

Grust me, we needed a lot of training. Ye had so much in 

common with our northerly neighbours and, in many ways, 

our Interdependence brought us a lot closer to them than the 

rotting British or Fmerican empire. Ghe point I am making for 

now, though, is that the idea of consensus-based governance 

isnflt a total fiction you think I just made up for this book. 

ffior centuries, countries like Swit!erland and Belgium have 

functioned as xconsociational statesfl, a specific political model 

where they manage deep societal divisions through an insti-

tutionalised commitment to power-sharing. Ghe Swiss have 

four oHcial languages and many varied cultures; the Belgians 

have three. So, there are lots of minority communities who all 

need to be equally protected under the law and represented 

in government. Ghey use broad coalition governments and 
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proportional representation to ensure that no single group or 

political party can dominate. Ghe Swiss ffiederal Council, a 

seven-member e’ecutive body, serves as a prominent e’ample 

of consensus-based decision-making where all members, re-

gardless of their partisan politics, must support and defend the 

councilfls decisions collectively. Itfls a careful, pragmatic system 

designed to maintain stability by giving everyone a seat at 

the table, incentivising collective benefit and agreement rather 

than divisive politics. Itfls a slow and oTen messy process but it 

usually works better in terms of decisions and results, proving 

that societies can, in fact, choose broad agreement over the 

absolute rule of an aggressive majority.

Pn a smaller scale, we can find other successful e’peri-

ments in deliberative and participatory democracy. Citi!ensfl 

assemblies, for instance, have been used in countries around 

the world to tackle comple’, controversial issues by bringing 

together a representative cross-section of the population to 

learn, deliberate and make recommendations. Ghe Climate 

Fssembly K3 was commissioned by Earliament to create a 

roadmap for achieving the countryfls net !ero target by 04O4, 

showing that ordinary people can arrive at incredibly informed 

and rational judgments, cutting through the partisanship that 

plagues daily politics. 

Ghe path we took over on my timelinefls Scotland was indeed 

a radical one; a new emergent clan system of governance, 

built from the ashes up with multiple points of representation, 

informed participation from almost everyone and political ap-

pointments made by random chaos or lot – a dynamic living 

body of politics where people can gather, share responsibilities 

and build consensus towards radical progress for the collective.
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I asked you to give me till the end of this chapter to convince 

you our emerging system over on my timelinefls Scotland is 

more democratic than the one we are still lumped with here. 

So, if you had a chance to Rip a switch – get rid of politicians 

and elections and instead bring in direct referendums, sortition 

and consensus-based decision-making issue by issue – would 

youU
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6
Building an 
Informed 

Democracy

A ll political systems have hidden imbalances. These im-

balances are what cunning manipulators try to exploit 

for personal gain. So, there have been attempts at balancing 

power – even in yee old (royalist) Englandshire. The House 

of Lords, down in Westminster, is supposed to act as some 

sort of checks and balances on the House of Commons. The 

only thing common about that lot of Commons MPs swimming 

in taxpayer-funded champagne-hooker-and-cocaine-parties 

(even during Covid) is the offshore accountant details and STIs 

they are probably trading like Pokémon cards. But the House 

of Lords isn’t much better itself. Its members are appointed 

based on those who ‘inherited’ stolen lands, mixed with some 

arselickers of previous Prime Ministers, probable pedo pro-

tectors from the Church of England and some suspected blood 

drinkers from the City of London banker class. What the fuck 

are they checking and balancing exactly? Their ‘allowances’ 

chequebook? It’s like being forced to play Monopoly against 

the biggest cheats and liars in the country. They get to play 

banker every time. Oh, and they start the game owning every 
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square on the board. Don’t worry, there is a referee overseeing 

the whole game – except you find out he’s your opponent’s 

rich, drunk and definitely racist uncle. Brilliant!

A2er our disappointing independence in 0148 and subse-

quent Interdependence in 014R, we clearly didn’t want another 

House of Entitled jacists to carry out the checks and bal-

ances. The self-appointed experts and wannabe-technocrat 

cuntlords can take a run and ffiump too, if they want us to believe 

they will be any better. How can a bunch of experts check the 

power of a government if they are appointed by and benefit 

from the same status-quo corporate establishment? This setup 

is what Aristotle called oligarchy (not democracy!), and that’s 

even before mentioning all the royal aristocratic and oflcial 

religious inYuences who own half the bloody land. How did 

anyone get gaslit into believing Westminster is in any sem-

blance of ‘democracy’? …ou would have to lock children in a 

room day a2er day, force-feeding them this utter nonsense 

under duress for years, ffiust to make them believe – waitF is 

that what school is!? Those cult talons up to their old tricks 

again.

The contradiction of power is that the longer people are 

in privileged positions, the further they get from the everyday 

common experience of the very people they cast their power 

over. Even if they are sound as a pound to begin with, before 

long, they will inevitably start acting like an entitled prick if 

their power goes unchecked. We have all seen it happen – 

not ffiust in Westminster, but around the world. Gor that reason, 

we gotta keep shi2ing the people in power up. It’s nothing 

personal. It’s ffiust our entitled-prick insurance. We certainly 

started that process over on my timeline with our new ap-
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pointment-by-lot system. However, the :athering – and the 

bills it produced – still needed a second opinionN some checks 

and balances, ffiust in case the :athering of randoms made rash 

decisions the rest of us at home didn’t agree with. But rather 

than a House of Edgelords, our second house of power was 

made up of the people themselves, directly. 

The idea of any form of direct democracy used to sound 

weird, laughable or da2. Everything is weird, laughable and 

da2 until it happens, though. Xowadays, direct democracy, 

even on a large scale, doesn’t seem like such a fantasy. If we 

have the tech and wherewithal to vote for a singer on U Gactor 

every week, we can sure as fuck vote for the things that actually 

affect us. How it works, in practice, is that whenever a motion is 

passed by the :reat Clan :athering, it then has to go to a public 

approval vote. The motion is published widely, in multiple lan-

guages and in clear, ffiargon-free prose. Different open-source 

machine intelligences with selectable characters can then have 

a conversation with you. Plus, content creators make a living 

producing videos, blogs and all sorts explaining it from their 

particular standpoint. That way, the cultural sphere supports 

our democracy by making its outputs accessible and fun to 

engage with for people from all generations and backgrounds. 

Proponents of a bill can host public debates in community 

spaces, in person and online. Sometimes we don’t really know 

our own opinions until we are forced to engage in a bit of tug-

ging and pulling, teasing out the tensions and finding any blind 

spots, logical absurdities and skeletons hiding in the details. 

This is our Informed Direct Democracy in action. 

There are examples of direct democracy here in Cybertime, 

too – but for boring and weird things, like local planning pro-
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cedures where the affected community gets a period of time 

to place comments and motions in favour or obffiection. The 

developer must hold public displays and opportunities for the 

community to ask questions and raise issues. This is great! But 

do we think that the only thing the community can understand 

and contribute to is park benches? 

On my timeline, it’s not like everyone is forced to vote every 

time on every bill. Many can’t or don’t want to. We got other 

shit to get on with too, right? Most people, however, do pick 

and choose which motions are of interest to them and get 

involved in those public debates and campaigns before voting.

If a motion is reffiected by referendum, it goes back to the 

:reat Clan :athering, where it is either scrubbed or re-entered 

with the considerations from the public. Once the :athering 

has reached consensus on the motion, it eventually goes back 

to the public for another referendum vote, repeating those 

steps until a final decision is reached. It seems intensely tedious 

and slow, but we are talking about laws and regulations that 

affect millions of people in deeply profound and sometimes 

existential ways, so it should be fucking long and tedious. A 

similar process happens in Westminster between their two 

houses, or in the zS with the House and the Senate, like a game 

of legislative tension tennis that keeps things moving forward. 

In our case, however, literally everyone has the possibility of 

oversight – not ffiust a bunch of racist, pedophilic aristocrats.

Is it possible that a bad bill somehow passes through con-

sensus, then a public vote due to low turnout? …es, absolutely – 

but then, we only have ourselves to blame. With great freedom 

come great responsibilities a2er all. It requires a much higher 

level of citi;en engagement, trust and shared responsibility 
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than what we were used to under the Big C Cult. It was fragile 

at first, but eventually, most people took on the responsibility 

with pleasure, enffioying the debates and drama ffiust like a night 

in, watching and voting for Big Brother or Strictly.

The Rise of the Pirates

I’ve maybe bamboo;led you thus far with loads of different 

ffiargonN the Cosmic Time Lasagna, the successful Scottish in-

dependence referendum in 0148 and the subsequent 014R 

Interdependence. Or the late-stage Big C Cult here on your 

timeline – C as in ‘cyberpunk’, ‘capitalist’ or ‘bunch of cunts’.

zp until this part of the story, I haven’t really used the term 

Solarpunk to describe what was unfolding. That’s the beautiful 

thing about Solarpunk. It’s not a top-down ideology – like 

fascism or the Big C Cult – that needs to be stamped into peo-

ple’s heads from wanks in uniforms. Solarpunk is the invisible 

mycelia under the ground, the grass between your toes, the 

very soil that holds you, even when you don’t notice it’s there – 

powered, as if by magic, from a huge, seemingly eternal nuclear 

explosion in the sky. We will come back to the term Solarpunk 

itself soon, but for the sake of clarity, from now on, let’s call my 

timeline Solartime and yours Cybertime.

jight, with that out of the way, can we finally talk about 

PIjATES?! The emergent power structures of our new clan 

system were in some way inspired by the old pirate code. 

…ou may imagine pirates as lawless bastards of the high seas. 

Or you may know that, despite the propaganda, many pirate 

ships were actually way more inclusive and democratic than 

any comparable Western society of their time. Ship captains 
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could be deposed by a vote of no confidence and a new one 

elected through crew votes and points. Some captains (though 

admittedly not loads) were women, famously Anne Bonny in 

the Caribbean or Ching Shih in the South China Sea. Most 

pirates probably did have STIs and honkin’ breath, mind you. 

The great thing about history, though, is you don’t need to 

throw the baby out with the filthy scurvy bathwater. Pick out 

the shitty bits and improve on the good ones. 

That’s why many young folk independently started calling 

themselves Solarpirates a few years into our Interdependence 

– not for the STIs and scurvy, but inspired by the pirate’s code. 

To them, the pirate’s code represents the spirit and the idea 

of anarchic adventurers, open to exploring new frontiers of 

ideas, still grounded in radical autonomy, egalitarianism and 

democracy. The name Solarpirates was a bit arsey-sounding to 

me at first but that’s clearly ffiust a sign I’m becoming an old fart 

– you know, the new slang offending me. At least the weans are 

creating subcultures again, actually driven by curious discov-

ery and political activism rather than ffiust drug-enabled sexual 

release.

Solarpirates claim the other generations’ chronic sense of 

existential dread comes from the separation of science and 

nature, cities and countryside, animals and humansJ and from 

capitalism’s constant need for more productivity and the re-

sulting frustrated biological functions. But Solarpirates aren’t 

your classic youth rebels. Despite all the convoluted stuff I 

was telling you before – the technicalities of the local clans 

and the national :atherings – the government these days over 

in Solartime has very little to do with most things average 

humans get up to day to day. That’s because most important 
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decision-making now lies embedded within the communities 

themselves. …oung people stopped needing to be angry rebels, 

or else apathetic loners lost in computer games and porn. Zust 

like pirates of old, Solarpirates see opportunities and pounce 

on them together – always bound by the pirate code, of course. 

If you are an old cynical fart like me, you might find this new, 

emerging profile of young people hard to swallow. ‘Ah, they 

are all ffiust la;y bastards, uninterested in anything! Most cannae 

lead a dug to the park, let alone a revolution!’

If you don’t believe it’s possible over on my timeline, how do 

you explain the same thing unfolding here in Cybertime? Look 

at the wave of :en 5 protesters and new societies being creat-

ed in the rubble. In Xepal, for example, the youth leading the 

protests that brought down the government in 0109 were out 

the next day cleaning the cities up, hunting down looters online 

and socially pressuring them to return their stolen goods. They 

were calmly consulting with the old political and military class 

for what was to come next, but no doubt it was going to be some 

youth figurehead, not an old up-classer. The youth there are 

less interested in becoming the big wigs or military uniforms 

themselves and much more keen on building an equitable 

society, free from corruption and fair for everyone.

Pirates appear in vacuums, not waiting for permission or 

instruction. Pirates see an opportunity where most others see 

chaos. They simply get on with things they want to do. The 

fall of the capitalist dome in Solartime Scotland opened up 

many previously ‘private’ properties and enclosed ‘investment’ 

lands that had sat literally empty or abandoned for decades. It 

reminded me of East Berlin in 4LRL – except unlike the fall of 

communism, which saw millions of used homes, factories and 
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businesses abandoned overnight to be filled with clubs, punks 

and squatters, the fall of capitalism meant that millions of de-

liberately underused or disused spaces that had been le2 to rot 

for the sake of false scarcity could finally be reoccupied. Either 

way, the collapse of a dysfunctional system opened up vast 

new possibilities and territories for those piratey enough to 

take themN artists, activists, immigrants and communities that 

had been starved for decades. Thousands Yocked to Scotland’s 

cities from all round the world to ffioin the new Solarpirates as 

they, in turn, Yooded into the new frontiers. This eventually 

contributed to a sprawling public commons under the new 

‘use-it-or-lose-it’ plan, the mechanism used to reclaim all idle 

assets and land for public benefit legally. The outburst was 

eventually supported by the newly emerging Solarpunk society 

– a movement that was itself evolving through the :reat Clan 

:athering. In many ways, this political body was inspired and 

shaped by the surge in creativity and energy from the youthful 

Solarpirates, who took the initiative in building these new 

common spaces.

If you take the free Alternative Tour from Alexanderplat; 

next time you are in Berlin, you might hear of the famous story 

of an immigrant family who built a treehouse in the middle 

of what used to be no man’s land. It was an abandoned space 

and for many a no-go area, even a2er the Wall came down. 

Gor some Berlin Pirates though, it was a new opportunity since 

no one was claiming the land as theirs. Eventually, when the 

newly unified government tried to remove the family, claiming 

it was an illegal settlement (ironic given :ermany’s continual 

support of many actual illegal settlements), the family simply 

refused, cementing all their furniture to the ground so even 
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the bailiffs couldn’t remove them. Xow a national curiosity, 

the government escalated and threatened total demolition if 

they didn’t move out. The day before the ZCB arrived to knock 

them down, the Muslim family was saved by the local Catholic 

Church who had been rummaging for days through their vaults. 

In their final hour of need, they pulled out medieval documents 

that proved the church actually had title deeds to the lands 

in question, not the newly forming state claiming everything 

for itself. What a punk-ass Solarpirate story if ever you heard 

one, right? All across Berlin, squats, emergent housing proffiects, 

clubs and artist spaces popped up a2er the fall of the Berlin 

Wall in 4LRL. Eventually, the new capitalists who had seemingly 

won the Cold War along with their need for enclosure and false 

scarcity, violently forced most of them out over the following 

decades – however, not without huge city-wide riots.

In our Solartime, we were lucky. jather than setting the 

powers of the newly forming state to dominate, repress and 

fight, those state powers were used to support the Pirates, of-

fering legal, safe and legit structures of community ownership 

and funding – so no future dicks could take them away. Of 

course, there was tension between the forming power struc-

tures – trying to build bureaucracies and ways of doing things 

‘properly’ – and the rampant enthusiasm of the Pirates to get it 

done all at onceJ at best, yesterday. zltimately, the :athering’s 

decision to collaborate followed ‘if you can’t beat them, ffioin 

them’ logicN partly as a moral choice to align with the youth, and 

partly because the newly forming political structures had more 

pressing concerns than the fate of some old empty properties.
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7
Realigning 

Journalism with 
Truth-Seeking

I  cried the first days I spent here in Cybertime. The Big C 

Cult was awful to live under 14 years ago when we shared 

a timeline, but seeing things now through my Solartime eyes 

– young people, especially – I never imagined it could get so 

bad. You walk down any street and humans pass by each other 

as if they both are the only individual leE on ’arth. There is no 

smile, no gentle nod. Ijm :ust gonna say itW Ne all be lookinj like 

P!Cs over hereff Itjs not like humans from Solartime Scotland 

are any diOerent or superior. If any amount of us swapped 

places with each other, before long, wejd all start acting like 

our counterparts. ‘n this occasion, I happen to know what Ijm 

talking about. Since being here, Ijve picked up a whole bunch 

of addictions and bad habits I had forgotten decades ago.

Fxree will in a bubblej has always been a ludicrous concept. 

xree will can only eHist in interaction with its environment 

– the yin and the yang. -egel said human ideas and conM

sciousness shape our environment. ?arH said the environment 

shapes our ideas and consciousness. Yet surely, the truth is 

hovering between our interactions, and that is where the ilM
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lusive free will must liveq In Solartime Scotland, this was less 

of a philosophical Duestion and more of a practical dilemma. 

(o we smash it all down and start fresh from some abstract 

ideasq ‘r do we start from where we spawn in the game and use 

what we gotq Nhat if that toHic environment controls our ideas 

and we once again fall into bad authoritarian habitsq I mean, 

no one )other than me, maybez spent much time debating the 

intricacies of historical materialism or the human Aeitgeist. 

‘ur focus was much more direct, askingW Could we reorganise 

rather than rebuildq

Some institutions, for sure, were so rotten they had to go 

completely – things like lobbyists and corporate shareholders. 

But most things, we slowly found, could find a new purpose, 

so long as we fundamentally changed the overall )diszincentive 

cycle that drove those structures and systems to eHploit and 

abuse previously. Systems are aMmoral in the sense that they 

are :ust tools. G hammer can be used to build or destroy. So, 

too, can taHes. Ne didnjt need to invent shiny new technologies 

and wait for some kind of digital messiah. Po tech was coming 

to save us all. It didnjt need to. Ne :ust needed to reprogramme 

the old bastard machines that, for so long, had cared more 

about people than profit.

The Rotten Fruit of Propaganda

Take the state of :ournalism, for eHample. It has always been 

a dumpster fire, even before me and you parted timelines. 

I remember one timeW I was stood on Sauchiehall Street in 

2lasgow, right before the independence referendum of 0fl14. 

The entirety of Buchanan Street was full, topMtoMbottom, with 
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independence supporters – tens of thousands singing Caledo-

nia at the top of their lungs. The BBC had been there all day, 

filming what unfolded. Yet, five hours in, despite the cityMwide 

eHplosion of Scottish Lags, there was nothing like that on the 

news. Then, I stumbled upon an interesting sight. Ground the 

corner, :ust out of sight and earshot of the tens of thousands, 

a handful of old dudes in suits – Vabour !arty card carriers 

with FRote Poj banners – gathered at a seemingly preMapproved 

time. They looked dull and lifeless, like tired security guards 

rounded up from a local xarmfoods, asked to hold a banner for 

ten minutes in return for a Tesco bag of froAen sausages. The 

siH ojclock news that night didnjt mention the tens of thousands 

sDueeAed into the streets round the corner but was broadcast 

live with the twenty sausageMloving security guards and their 

FB’TT’J T‘2’T-’Jj placards behind the presenter.

?edia propaganda from the BBC and the entire legacy meM

dia was horrendous during the independence referendum in 

0fl14, but by Renus,1  eleven years later here in Cybertime, 

and the billionaires havenjt :ust bought up all the sDuares on 

the :ournalism ?onopoly board – they have started chewing 

up the board itself, and actual :ournalism has almost entirely 

vanished.

The Whistleblower Bounty

Thanks to the hammering we took from the BBC and their ilk, 

as soon as our first 2athering came about in Solartime, :ourM

1. Renus is the Joman goddess of love, beauty, seH, fertility and victory. Competing 

for her attention, the male gods almost caused a divine civil war.
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nalistic reform was near the very top of the agenda. ;ournalists 

arenjt really the problem, though. ?ost of them got into the 

field believing they could make the world a better place by 

shining a light of truth on power. ;ournalists themselves are 

the solution – assuming you get rid of their billionaire employM

ers and align the money incentives right. -ere in Cybertime, 

independent :ournalism that is critical of big corporations or 

Nestern governments is not only disincentivised, itjs oEen a 

Fcrimej. They tried to kill, starve and eradicate ;ulian Gssange 

multiple times.

In Solartime, one meme idea rose up from a :ournalism clan 

and went viralW whistleblower bounties. The idea was simple. It 

doesnjt matter whether you are a :ournalist, civil servant, cop 

or employee of a company – a crowdfunded mechanism would 

award whistleblowers who revealed malpractice, corruption or 

deceit by anyone in any position of power. It was a pretty heEy 

award, too, depending on the seriousness and the position of 

the people involved. It covered any legal costs and insurance, 

in case you got fired or sued. It meant any arsehole boss under 

investigation who fired a supposed whistleblower would actuM

ally be doing them a favour9 their salary would be covered for 

up to a few years without them having to work another day. 

!eople who contributed towards the crowdfunder recogM

nised that there was a great return on investment for this 

programme overall. The whistleblowerjs fund saved society 

as a whole billions in thwarted corruption and environmental 

damage. Gll the ’psteinMlike baddies – corrupt cops, reps and 

bankers – now knew that everyone was encouraged to uncover 

their malpractice, not :ust a handful of underfunded regulators. 

‘ver time, this incentivised a culture of speaking up for the 
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oppressed, eHploited or endangered rather than the billionaire 

shiterags.

Itjs like when they reintroduced wolves to Yellowstone !ark 

in 155F. Turns out, it doesnjt take many wolves to change the 

behaviour of thousands of deer that had, for years, been eating 

all the tree saplings. ;ust knowing that the wolves are out there 

was enough to make the deer hide further in the forests )rather 

than out in the openz, allowing the grass, bushes and trees 

to regrow and eventually, with their deepening root system, 

change the direction of entire river systems. In Solartime, we 

didnjt need to have eHpensive mass trials of corrupt powerful 

people for the new system to be eOective. The growing number 

of successful whistleblowing cases – our reintroduced wolves 

– were enough to change the behaviour of an entire system, 

eventually allowing :ustice to Low more naturally. 
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8
The National Justice 

Service

J ustice usually comes with a price tag – anything you want 

for the right price. Inversely, if you are an exploited worker 

with no protections and don’t have two farts to rub together, if 

they come for you, you wake up in an El Salvadorian for-profit 

slave prison. Capitalism gives you the ability to choose from 

a thousand different options – in theory. Hunners’ a lawyers 

who specialise in just the kind of justice you need. But, for the 

vast majority of us, every single one is locked away behind an 

insurmountable paywall. If your justice system is financialised, 

then by definition, the super-rich literally live above the laws 

placed on the rest of us.

The corporations they launder their money through are seen 

as ‘human’ in the eyes of the law. When those corporations 

commit the( and murder, wiping out entire village water ta-

bles or hiring actual death militias )as in the banana republicA, 

and someone has the money to challenge them in court, they 

usually have to win not once but through three different lev-

els of the judiciary. q(er all that, the best outcome they can 

hope for is the corporation paying a fine ePuivalent to a few 

percent of its annual revenue, or a bag of sweets and a picture 

with Brad ;itt for the kids dying of cancer caused by their 
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illegal heavy metal poisoning of a lake. Such goodwill ges-

tures to the make-a-fucking-wish-bitch society will usually 

satisfy most judges. It would be hysterically absurd if there 

weren’t so many poisoned kids with preventable diseases 

and dead fish everywhere. 

The largest fines any corporations have ever paid were 

roughly one year’s profits – profits they made from those 

very crimes. B; is one of those companies, having polluted 

an entire fucking ocean with an underwater oil leakV or 

Oolkswagen a(er they systematically lied about their car 

emissions on tests, both disasters adding billions of tonnes 

of C2N to the environment illegally and causing the deaths 

of wildlife as well as shortening human life spans. $o jail 

time, no shut downs, no new regulations. Both B; and 

Oolkswagen were allowed to continue business as usual. In 

fact, B; managed to talk their fine down from 651 billion to 

only 680 billion. Since the Earth-shattering oil spill in Nz8z, 

B; have made 68z5 billion in profits – five times more than 

they paid in fines – while Oolkswagen made an even more 

impressive 68z0 billion in profits since Nz85. If this doesn’t 

make your blood boil, don’t worry, these fucks will soon 

have the oceans boiling instead.

2ur Solartime $JS covers all citiMens’ legal costs. If you have 

a strong enough case to take a corporation to court, as deemed 

by the procurator fiscal, you will get your hearing and the 

taxpayer covers your arse – just like in the $HS, the $ational 

Health Service here in British Cybertime. $o taxpayer really 

minds chippin’ in if everyone is winning. Workers have their 

rights enshrined and actually protected by a legal system with 

teethV meanwhile, businesses can grow and compete on a free, 
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fair and regulated market. qlthough I keep calling it capitalist, 

Cybertime, in reality, devolved into full corporatism long ago. 

Corporatism, in Solartime, finally heard its death knell in 

Scotland when we armed our new $JS. ?assive corps could 

no longer buy their justice. qnd you know whatX It wasn’t just 

the workers of those companies who supported our new $JS 

but the vast majority of business owners too, since they were 

the ones otherwise being chewed up by monopolistic, feudal 

landlord-cheats like qmaMon, Tesla or SpaceY. We figured out 

that paying for the legal proceedings as part of the tax bill 

actually saved us a shit ton of money overall, as it stopped so 

much more corporate the( – the largest and most expensive 

crime on Earth.

Even the hardest opponents of the $JS usually support the 

taxpayer funding of criminal cases, because they don’t want to 

get stabbed walking down the street, then have to rush off to 

a lawyer rather than the hospital. Fet, as the case above and 

millions of others show, corporate crimes are o(en far wider 

reaching and, at the same time, vastly underreported or treated 

as civil cases rather than criminal, while success rates against 

them are abysmal. These are the kinds of companies that, if 

you even got close to beating them in court and forcing them 

to pay out, would make sure you and your nuisance voice dis-

appeared. If you think this is extremely unlikely to happen, go 

talk to Indigenous activists living in the qmaMon – or anywhere 

around the world, for that fucking matter – and ask them how 

many of their colleagues, friends and families have disappeared 

or ended up dead.

In Solartime, we made CE2s legally responsible for their 

companies – that means their debts and their crimes. If a 
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criminal gang beat you up or robbed your house, would you 

feel justice had been served if the C;S took the legal entity 

of the gang name to court, rather than the individual humansX 

!uck nofl So why do we allow such wordplay-bullshit for cor-

porations who, a(er all, are just gangs in uglier suitsX 

The simple act of nationalising all legal costs for all citiMens 

didn’t take much time to think up, agree on, implement or even 

fund, as we were already funding the vast majority of cases 

– which are criminal anyway. There were obviously teething 

issues, court delays and tough prioritisation choices to work 

throughV hence why it had to work hand-in-hand with other 

forms of restorative justice to be truly successful. ?ore on that 

later in this chapter.

While our $JS helped slowly dismantle the cost barrier to 

justice, ensuring that no citiMen was priced out of challeng-

ing systematic malfeasance, its implementation did not escape 

some fierce critiPue from both the financial and corporate 

sectors and, to be fair, they had some good points initially. The 

first major challenge was the economic drain caused by the 

potential Rood of new, frivolous cases. Critics feared that re-

moving the financial risk involved with suing a company would 

lead to an unmanageable Rood of speculative, low-merit claims 

that were highly specific and niche, rather than systematic. 

The $JS addressed this by establishing the Triage and Oetting 

Tribunal )TOTA, which replaced the old dysfunctional legal aid 

system. This independent body acts as a rigorous gatekeeper, 

helping citiMens assess their grievances online and in person 

and, where necessary, channelling low-severity issues toward 

restorative justice and ensuring that the $JS’s limited resources 

are reserved only for cases that meet a severity threshold )cases 
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of systemic and mass harmA. &estorative justice programmes 

actually covered the vast majority of citiMen and consumer 

needs for justice. The $JS system itself is designed to be largely 

self-sustaining, with most additional costs recovered from the 

much harsher financial penalties levied on guilty corporations. 

Oictims would get a percentage of the payout, as would the 

$ational Justice Service. 

The second major critiPue from corporations and their 

channels was that overregulation and the fear of being con-

stantly sued would dry up all &D:, and most companies would 

pack up and move abroad. We heard the same excuses when 

it came to the debates around proper taxation of stagnant 

wealth and, in both cases, it proved to be an inaccurate pre-

diction. The $JS has always aimed to deter capital that relies 

heavily on exploiting the public or the environment – either 

through extraction )e.g. frackingA, dangerous experimentation 

)e.g. predatory pharmaA or deception and fraud )e.g. insurance 

scamsA. So yes, some companies did leave, but I mean – goodfl 

&ightX q country with less evil companies isn’t a bad thing. If 

nurses or binmen go on strike, society shuts downV if insurance 

lawyers and bankers stop working, would you even noticeX

!inancial incentive programmes were rolled out specifically 

to support &D: into science and economic activity that helped 

counterbalance any perceived pressure from the new $JS – 

funding that helped progress humanity, rewarding not just in-

novative but also ethical and responsible &D:. This all ensures 

that companies that prioritise public benefit as well as innova-

tion find a supportive regulatory and financial environment.

To prevent the $JS from becoming bureaucratic and slow, 

defunded or a future political weapon, it is legally independent 
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of the clan system of governance and structurally decentralised 

through regional litigation hubs that foster specialised local ex-

pertise. qn independent board of directors provides oversight 

and the TOT maintains the objective severity threshold as the 

primary driver for all actions.

2verall, the $JS has turned out to be a great investment. 

It has even had diminishing costs and increasing returns over 

time because the fundamental system of incentives Ripped. q 

system that allows people and corporations to buy their way 

out of justice incentivises larger and more dangerous escala-

tions from those with wealth, should they get caught. With the 

power taken away from these cancerous, ‘profit-maximising’ 

corps and billionaires, taxpayers save billions annually on cor-

ruption and cleaning up their messes. The incentives are for a 

fair market and society4 open, transparent and with everyone 

playing by the same rules.

qlthough anyone could blow the whistle on corporate mal-

practice, competitors were the most likely to do so. When 

bullies can buy justice, systems always creep towards crony 

monopolies and oligarchy. That’s why our universally enforced 

regulations in Solartime spelled the death of the cartels that 

now rule every sector here in Cybertime. 2ur regulations ac-

tually led to more competition and better companies, products 

and services – and as a result, our Solarpunk society is much 

better at creating free markets than capitalism ever was.

Cops, Judges and Jails 

The concept of cops, judges and jails is one of those things 

no one would invent if they didn’t exist already. In Western 
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countries, we employ a bunch of )mainlyA white, )mainlyA men 

who were either bullied at school or were the bullies them-

selves. We then arm and train them to be a street gang in 

militaristic uniforms and body armour that monitors and roams 

their beat N/7U in cars with shiny blue lights. This gang has 

almost unrestricted freedom and access to act with impunity – 

stopping and searching, assaulting, arresting and jailing for any 

number of wide-ranging, deliberately ambiguous crimes like 

‘causing a public disturbance’ when you raise your voice about 

an issue, or ‘resisting arrest’ when they start the fight.

qs I write this, in the KG, they are arresting 0z-year-old 

grannies and threatening them with 8/ years in prison, accusing 

them of being terrorists for holding a banner or wearing a 

T-shirt. !2& WEq&I$L q !KCGI$L T-SHI&Tfl Fet our sup-

posed representatives, paid by foreign government lobbyists, 

sell bombs funded with our taxes to the cunts committing 

actual genocide. $one of them are arrested or jailed, no matter 

how many children are used as target practice in their name.

I can still feel the pain of being deliberately thrown down a 

set of stairs by a sPuad of riot cops in 9ondon. It was Nzzffi, 

way before our timelines split. We were absolutely knackered 

a(er protesting and dancing all day previously at the anti-LNz 

protests outside the Bank of England, where the polis had 

kettled us in the baking sun with no access to water or toilets 

for hours and hours on end. I remember watching the riot cops 

on the front line challenging, threatening, begging for someone 
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to start it – banging on their shields, screaming, ‘!ucking 

come on thenfl’

:esperate, drunk and frustrated, some people in one 

corner finally took the bait and pushed forward. The riot 

cops took a couple of blows from Rying projectiles, then 

almost instantly retreated about thirty metres. !or miles 

around the protest that day, every single shopfront in 9on-

don had its shutters down, expecting things to get messy. 

The new frontier the cops had opened up with their ‘re-

treat’ happened to unveil a shiny, glass-fronted branch of 

an &BS – one of the banks recently bailed out by the gov-

ernment with taxpayers’ money. The commotion brought a 

lot of attention from the rest of the hemmed-in protesters 

as more began pushing and piling in, thinking they were 

finally escaping the scorching sPuare. The ruiM had worked 

perfectly.  We weren’t going anywhere. But now, as the 

newly stirred-up pressure cooker was forcibly compressed 

even tighter – even hotter and angrier, with nothing to do 

but stare at this big, shiny glass symbol of greed and the( – 

what do you think the expectation was all alongX

Before the first rock hit the glass, there were already thirty 

professional photographers lined up for the perfect front-page 

shot everyone knew was coming. Who could say if the first 

da(ies who threw the bricks were protesters or undercov-

er polisX It didn’t matter by that point. The next day, every 

front page had its perfect frame – a gang of angry protesters 

dressed in black, openly smashing private property like ‘violent 

hooligans’ and destroying an innocent little bank branch your 

granny probably uses. The manufactured outrage provided in-

stant justification for sweeping raids and violent crackdowns 
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the following day on anyone deemed to have partaken in any 

‘crimes’ the day before. 

I was hungover as fuck with a splitting headache, half-sleep-

ing on the Roor of a manky sPuat in 9ondon. I couldn’t get 

the image out of my head of a huge rat we saw in the kitchen 

cupboard the night before, with a nonchalant attitude like 

some 9ondon taxi driver. It turned its head, looked right at 

me and telepathically spoke, ‘qwrite guvnafl Where you off to 

thenX’ $o wonder I had to get proper pissed to sleep that night. 

The next morning – when most others were getting up and 

off to the next day’s protest, this time outside the LNz venue 

itself – I was a dehydrated shell of my former self. &ather than 

join them, I stole a bed spot and fell back asleep till I woke up 

in the early a(ernoon, trying to work out where the fuck I was 

exactly. I stumbled to a corridor window that looked out onto 

a public alley. I could see a cop hanging around outside so I 

started deliberating with :&I!T I heard downstairs.

‘Hold up, let’s get some breakfast and chill before leaving 

today. There’s a cop outside poaching for an arrest, I bet.’

:&I!T shouted back up, ‘!air enough. We got bananas I thi–’ 

when I rudely interrupted, ‘qw fuck me. !uck me. !KCG ?Efl’

Suddenly, it wasn’t just one copV there was a fucking army 

of riot cops – and the nasty ones at that. I ran downstairs to 

scream of the impending invasion but I was already too late. 

The cunts kicked the door down just as I was at the wee landing 

junction between Rights of stairs, looking down straight at 

them. If I continued to run down now, they would say I’m 

attacking and probably batter me. If I ran back up, they would 

chase me and say I was running away and, well, batter me too. 

The game was up. I stood back, relaxed, my already aching 
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head against the wall, and put my hands up with a fake smile 

just as a riot cop stormed his way straight towards me.

The first man in black shook me and ran past – on the hunt 

for juicier pickings, maybe. I then came face-to-face with the 

second balaclava man. Fou can’t see much of them behind all of 

their weird kink gear, but when I looked into his eyes, I realised 

that he was suffering. ?aybe he’d failed his army training or got 

rejected from becoming a fireman. This guy wasn’t just a cop 

with a tiny jockstrap – this was a riot cop with something to 

prove today. 

With hindsight, saying, ‘What’s happenin’ broX’ might not 

have been the most appropriate opener from me. I was deliri-

ous from lack of sleep and, every time I closed my eyes, I 

kept seeing that taxi driver rat. When I reopened my eyes, 

there was no more time to re-attempt first contact with the 

balaclava alien-man-boy. His decision was made up. Whatever 

the cause was for putting his boot in and throwing me down 

a Right of stairs, it all happened fast and pulled me out of 

?atrix bullet-dodging speed. I tumbled uncontrollably down 

the rotten stairs of the sPuat.

qs I came round, I realised I was at the bottom, somehow 

still standing upright. 2nly problem now was that I appeared 

to be surrounded by a large hunting pack of six-foot-tall, 

coked-up gorilla cops who looked like they just found the 

four-foot-something prey they had been looking for. Kp until 

that point, I had been lucky enough in life to have never taken 

a kicking – let alone one from all sides at once. I can only 

describe it as a really angry car wash – one of those with the big 

Ruffy rollers, except this one was made of white fists protected 

by armoured gloves. I took my chances with the taxi rat instead 
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and closed my eyes. With my hands still up, all I could do 

was shout, ‘I’m not resisting arrestfl’ over and over to anyone 

who could at least witness my voiceV meanwhile, the eviler 

twins to Tweedledum and Tweedledee kicking shite out of 

me were busy tasering some poor cunt sleeping upstairsfl

In another room, they split :&I!T’s eyebrow open, so he 

now looked like an actual pirate with a bloody head ban-

dage. The same cops later forced a finger up his arse at the 

station because he legally and politely refused to comply 

with their demands for his I:. ?eanwhile, in another cell, 

they made it very clear to me that I was being spared such 

abuse because I had consented to them taking my I: – all 

while standing on my back with my hands cuffed behind 

me on the ground. ?akes you wonder why only one of us 

rePuired an internal drug searchX Is it possible the polis 

weaponise their powers to violate human bodiesX 

This was all a(er they arrested us both for ‘violent dis-

order’ – a crime defined as being committed by a minimum 

of three people that implies deliberately carrying out an act 

of extreme violence. It was definitely one of the more spicy 

accusations made against me in my life. I never got a cop 

finger up my arse but they did, however, take all my clothes 

as ‘evidence’ )even though there was no forensic evidence 

to gatherA and le( me wearing nothing but a boiler suit in 

a cell. :id I do something when I was blackout drunk last 

nightX :id I somehow manage to come up with a dastardly 

scheme with two other blackoutsX ?y drunk self struggles 

to pee standing up, never mind create an organised criminal 

conspiracy to commit violent disorderfl This was turning out 

to be some fucking hangover.
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They finally dropped the charges a few months later, a(er 

I laughed uncontrollably through the polis interview. They 

were finally obliged to present their evidence and case against 

me a(er hours spent locked in the cells. The day before, the 

surveillance oécer positioned on the roof of the Bank of Eng-

land with his spy goggles in hand reported that I approached 

looking like I was going to rip concrete barriers out of the 

ground and, along with two other random people I never met, 

would throw them over the heads of a crowd maybe eight to 

twelve people deep, hitting the Bank of England so powerfully 

it might cause the global stock market to instantly collapse.

2G, I added that last bit in, but the rest is literally what the 

report said. Something along those lines, anyway. Was I some 

kind of superman hulk in the eyes of the lawX Hats off to the 

da( prick spying on me that day, mind you. He gave me a belter 

nickname in their report – a name I still go by to this day over 

in Solartime4 ‘Suspect number one who, from now on, I shall 

refer to as LI$LE&BEq&:...’

qll of this is my way of saying4 I know from experience that 

qll Cops can be qbsolute Bastards. But it’s not that they abuse 

their power when uncheckedV it’s that the cops tasked with 

falsely accusing, arresting and kicking the fuck out of people 

are – more o(en than we like to realise – ‘just’ doing their job 

as the state has employed them to. The state is the rot, not just 

a handful of bad apple cops. 

&emember when it was revealed that undercover polis, 

funded by the taxpayer, were tasked by their seniors with 

befriending and spying on activists in the 8ffi0zs across Eng-

land )and probably Scotland, but those papers haven’t been 

releasedA. They deliberately targeted women protesters in the 
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qnimal 9ib movement, Rirting, dating and eventually marry-

ing them. These sinister wanks actually raised kids with these 

valiant women, all while spying on them for years, following 

exact orders until the mission was complete and then simply 

disappeared, leaving behind abandoned wives and children. 

This wasn’t a bad cop abusing his powerV this was the job.

In the KS right now, ICE has been upgraded to one of the 

best-funded agencies in the country, using the School of the 

qmericas’8  tactics of ‘disappearing’ residents, like 0N-year-old 

9uis 9eon, whose only crime was losing his green card and 

picking up a new one. ICE violently abducted him in front of 

his wife, then told her later he was dead – until the family 

randomly found him in hospital in a foreign country he had no 

ties to. This is where all police states lead4 Banana &epublic 

shit.

In case the doom and gloom is getting to you, my personal 

story has a somewhat happy ending. ?ost people don’t con-

sider the fact you can sue cops and sometimes even win. When 

I got arrested, I had the sheer chaotic luck to be assigned an 

incredible human rights lawyer who turned up at my police 

interview. :espite the long list of police victims that day in the 

sPuat, me and :&I!T were the only two who decided to sue the 

?etropolitan ;olice for their false arrest, imprisonment and 

initial assault. Everyone else, I assume, thought it was a waste 

of time – especially given there were no witnesses. Seven 

years later, thanks to our superhero lawyer at Bhatt ?urphy, 

8. The School of the qmericas is a KS-run military base that trains )and fundsA 

9atin qmerican forces to do their dirty work. It’s infamous for churning out 

dictators, torture manuals and right-wing death sPuads across the continent. 
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we handled every aggressive delaying, threatening and illegal 

tactic the ?et threw at us and, despite all odds, fucking wonfl

2r at least, they settled on our terms the day before we 

were due for court. 2bviously, I wanted to carry on to court 

but I was advised to take the settlement as a rare moment 

of success. The cops paid all our legal costs – well into the 

hundreds of thousands – and had to give us a decent settlement 

of tens of thousands each on top. :id you know there is an 

actual price list for police crimes, like a per-hour rate for false 

imprisonmentX ?ost importantly to me, I got to sit face-to-face 

with the deputy chief of the ?et ;olice and tell her my story.

‘Fou know, LI$LE&BEq&:,’ she said once I finished, ‘I 

think if me and you had sat down at the start of this whole 

thing, we could have sorted it out over a cuppa.’

‘So, why the fuck then did you waste hundreds of thousands 

of taxpayers’ money and my life over seven yearsflX’

She awkwardly glanced between her army of lawyers, but 

no one dared look back to assist her. This was my own wee 

moment of restorative justice.

$othing is ever black and white completely though, not even 

the polis being a shower of shite. In times of emergency, many 

of us might still call them to help us and sometimes, they 

actually do. I remember when my dad, with his qlMheimer’s, 

went missing all night long once in freeMing winter with no 

clothes, food or water. Within a few hours, the cops were round 

putting a full-scale search operation into place, complete with 

helicopters and all. Though they didn’t find him )he eventually 

walked into a local police station right as rain a(er ten hours 

adventuring the midnight hillsA, the resources, effort and care 

they put into the search for a vulnerable missing person still 
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deeply moves me to this day. I am full of gratitude to live in a 

country where such services, technologies and good humans 

are funded by the taxpayer to help our most vulnerable. That 

is the true sign of our actual civilisation – when humans rally 

and pull resources together, not to inRict harm on socially 

conscious protesters but to care for vulnerable people. Knder-

neath every ugly-ass police helmet, there is still a being with a 

million years of humanity running through their veins.

It would be all too easy for me, post-Nzzffi a(er getting my 

head kicked in, to go around spray-painting ‘qCqB’ )qll Cops 

qre BastardsA on every cop car I could. !or progress to be made, 

we have to move towards an understanding of nuance – one 

that looks at structures of power and their corrupting nature. 

We have it all topsy-turvy, maybeX &ather than searching 

for the individual rotten apples in a supposedly good system, 

we should be searching for the good apples working despite a 

rotten structure, then build a new service around their intact 

humanity and good intentions. qCqB proponents argue that 

systemic police corruption forces all cops to be bastards or else 

they face punishment from the hierarchy they are employed 

within. However, assuming that there is no such thing as a kind 

cop is not just factually wrong, it also increases the amount of 

hatred towards other humans )rather than the institutions con-

trolling themA and feeds into a self-fulfilling prophecy racing 

us all to hell. The Puestion for us in Solartime is not whether 

all cops are bastards. It’s a much more powerful one than that4 

How do we build a safe society for all – a community guarded 

by the heroes who searched for my dad, without them also 

being the hired thugs who kicked and falsely imprisoned meX
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What Was So Radical About the NJS?

Knder the Big C Cult, justice systems rarely consider rehabil-

itation. ?arginalised and poor communities know the police 

aren’t there to protect them, corrupt courts aren’t built to up-

hold their justice and the private slave prisons certainly aren’t 

for reform. When our timelines split and Solartime emerged, 

we suddenly had an opportunity to do something about it. 

It started small – before the month-long rave even. 2ur 

early protests were met with increasingly violent Scottish polis 

crackdowns. Community organisers were labelled anti-Scot-

tish or extremists. SPuads of riot cops stormed housing co-ops, 

community spaces and even forest schools under the guise 

of ‘public order’. When the first Community Justice Councils 

were formed – attempting to build a restorative alternative to 

police and court repression – the press headlines screamed 

‘qnarchyfl’, ‘Chaosfl’, ‘Oigilante Criminals &unning the Countryfl’.

?aybe they were right and that was the point. We were 

done trying to reform the old system with its polis henchmen, 

funny-wigged judges and private prisons by wrapping a new 

Scottish Rag around them. We were here to end it all, entirely. 

The police and legal system were too tied to the old ways, 

having deep connections to so-called secret societies like the 

?asons and the 2range 2rder, all still swearing allegiance to 

the foreign English crown. Fou can’t reform an old-boys’ club. 

We had to build something different in its place, but the newly 

independent Scottish elites weren’t very keen on such radi-

cal reform – reform that would leave them without suécient 

foot soldiers as a buffer against, you know, us the citiMens. Kp 

until that point, all governments needed amoral gangs of paid 
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mercenaries )the police and armyA that would essentially allow 

them to enforce tax collection.

Even the S$; tried to sign a power pact with the devil. I 

don’t blame them too much, though. I think the S$; did the 

best they could, naively playing a rigged game with a terrible 

opening hand. But the post-indy S$; era was a massive dis-

appointment for most of us supporters. We got screwed both 

by powerful and smarter outside powers, and also by our own 

politicians. Some saw independence not as a vessel for true 

structural change, but a mere changing of the guard – some-

thing that would allow them to be bigger fish in a smaller pond. 

!or others, it was the naive belief the Western order could 

be reformed into a force for good )something you still hear 

from British and European leaders here pandering to TrumpA. 

!or others still, it was a lack of vision or understanding of the 

possibilities independence brought, yet people demanded we 

at least try.

!or over a decade – since before the Nz8/ referendum – the 

S$; had been the Scottish Lovernment and Scotland’s new 

status Puo, moving rapidly from an obscure, fringe, single-is-

sue underdog to a new political up-class. :espite some early 

optimism with free buses for the elderly and prescriptions, 

overall – as they settled into their new up-class consciousness 

– progress slowed to a grinding halt and once again, no matter 

who we voted for, hee-haw changed. Westminster was the big 

bogeyman used to excuse many of the chains Scotland willingly 

kept around itself. But why did even the pro-indy politicians 

hold us back from our own powerX

To understand the power dynamics at play, consider this 

scenario4 the CE2s of the world’s most powerful ‘poverty 
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charities’ – individuals earning six or seven figures – are in-

vited to a secret meeting where a piece of alien technology 

is unveiled. It’s a massive button. They are informed they can 

decide, right then and there, to end all world poverty by press-

ing it. :oing so would achieve every one of their charitable 

missions instantly. However, in one fell swoop, it would also 

end the need for their jobs and their inRuenceV the salaries, 

the speaking engagements and the party invites would vanish. 

They would have to retrain, find new work, perhaps even a new 

identity. $o one would ever need the names 2xfam or &ed 

Cross again. Would they push that buttonX

What if, next to that big red button, sat a smaller oneX This 

one cannot tackle the underlying structures that churn out 

generational poverty, but pushing it results in a massive roll-out 

of wells in Sub-Saharan qfrica and food banks in Llasgow over 

the next century – growing at a steady pace alongside the 

growth of global poverty itself. qnd every one of those new 

projects would have their charity’s name on it. This is the allure 

of power. It’s what leads good people to do bad things.

The  &ed  Cross  needs  poverty to  exist  for  it  to  exist. 

Well-funded food banks like the Trussell Trust need people 

to be starving. There is very little incentive for their board of 

deep-pocketed directors to critiPue government policies that 

create starvation in a supposed first-world country like the KG. 

Similarly, the S$; benefited when Westminster oppressed us 

Scots, giving them power and privilege with the least amount of 

responsibility. The S$; were the head of a toothless, devolved 

state and had a lot to lose from actual independence, knowing 

their umbrella would probably disband as soon as their single 

issue was achieved. 2ur gradual change in incentives – once 
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they had passed from the doon to the up – made them unsuit-

able leaders for the scale of change that the people demanded.

If you aren’t familiar with Scottish politics, this might all 

seem a niche problem. I promise you it’s not. This exact same 

dynamic has played out across the world since the dawn of 

nation states. Whether it’s the betrayal of ;odemos in Spain, 

the Lreens voting to increase military spending in Lermany 

)of all fucking countriesA as soon as they were sharing power, 

or the 9iberal :emocrats allowing student fees to triple rather 

than cancelling them as promised. The S$; is yet another 

example proving that power corrupts and absolute power 

corrupts absofuckinglutely every time.

q few years a(er the Nz80 collapse of the S$; and the 

Scottish ;arliament, the emerging clan system finally estab-

lished the $ational Justice Service )$JSA. We already looked at 

how the $JS confronted corporate abuse by funding all legal 

expenses. $ow, let’s spotlight three of my personal favourite 

radical shi(s in how we tackle crime in Solartime.

The First Year of Justice Without Cops

It was late. The streets of Llasgow were PuietV the kind of 

Puiet that only happens when a city is finally, finally at peace 

with itself – nobody blindly drunk, blocking out reality with 

smashed glasses and high heels in the rain. $o sirens either. 

$o Rashing blue lights burning up the night. Just the faint 

sound of a street musician’s fiddle, the rustle of leaves and 

the hum of an all-night caf… where Solarpirates were laughing 

over a game of holographic chess playing against a live oppo-

nent in Cuba.

118



I remember shitting myself when I first heard him4 someone 

running down Buchanan Street, out of breath and manifestly 

afraid. ?aybe they’d stolen somethin’ or were running from 

a fight. !uck knows. The old reRexes kicked in. !or a split 

second, I wasn’t as scared of him as I was of the anticipated 

clatter of army boots following, the polis’ ‘Haw, stopfl’ and the 

inevitable escalation that would turn whatever petty drama 

this was into a tragedy. But that wasn’t how things unfolded 

anymore in Solartime Scotland.

Two Community Luardians, dressed in glowing neon and 

trailing welfare pouches, treaded calmly down the street, 

hands raised, voices steady. $o batons. $o guns. $o cuffs. They 

weren’t there to ‘detain’ or ‘subdue.’ They were there for a 

blether which they got, eventually, when the guy ran out of 

steam. By the time I caught up briskly walking )so I didn’t look 

too involved but ePually didn’t miss the dramaA, he was sitting 

on the pavement, drinking a cup of tea from a thermos one 

of the Luardians had pulled from their pouch. Fou try not to 

directly look when passing, but through my cheeky side-eye, I 

caught the dude’s expression. It was a mixture of exhaustion, 

relief and something else. &ather than what he had anticipated, 

the realisation was dawning he wasn’t about to become another 

headline in The :igger.N 

I sat a wee while away, not interfering but being present in 

case anyone, including him, rePuested help or assistance. That, 

and I’m a nosy wee bastard. Eventually, the guy got up and 

N. The :igger is an awful wee magaMine sold in working-class areas of Cybertime 

Llasgow, listing all the crimes, stabbings and shootings there have been recently 

– just in case you needed some extra misery in your life.
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gave them both a cuddle, they swapped socials and he calmly 

walked off laughing. I never got a chance to chat to him, but 

I did recognise one of the Community Luardians. I’ve seen 

her every time I was in that part of town – never marching up 

and down it, parading or anything – but there like a glowing 

beacon when something needed a wee bit of care. I went up 

when things had chilled, to say hi and thank you for being so 

sound. Her name was 92!I. 

She was apparently Lerman, living in Scotland, but her ac-

cent didn’t give her away at all. ?aybe her glowing complexion 

did, though – not yet intoxicated by decades of eating too 

much deep-fried food under grey skies. 92!I was one of the 

pioneer volunteers for the new Community Luardians in the 

early days, a(er the month-long rave, when there had been a 

nationwide callout. The Community Luardians, or CLs, were 

not police or security – just badass members of the community 

who were trained to ‘de-escalate, mediate and protect’ as their 

new motto was. qlmost every CL had their own special skills 

and secret weapons of de-escalation. 92!I’s was homemade, 

gluten-free, nut-free, vegan brownies. qlmost anyone could 

eat it that way and enjoy the gooey chocolatey goodness light-

ing up their heart and soul. ?edical, mental health or criminal 

– most situations could be improved with brownie.

I found 92!I amusing and somewhat intriguing. She was in 

a position of power but I didn’t get any sense of domination 

through authority from her. In fact, I really wanted to invite 

her for a hot chocolate a(er her shi(. 2f course, I never did 

because I’m a huge shitebag. Instead, I kept it suitably profes-

sional, asking her how she felt first time she was called in to 

help with a situation. 
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‘I was petrified,’ 92!I recalled. ‘The first night we were out, a 

guy pulled a knife outside a pub in a taxi Pueue in Lovan. In the 

old system, the cops would have rocked up, screamed at him 

with guns maybe, slammed him into the pavement and he’d 

have gone straight to Barlinnie ;rison. Instead, we were three 

mediators who decided to talk to him. !rom a safe distance, of 

course.’

‘It was a bit scary at first,’ Charlie, the other Community 

Luardian, chimed in. ‘The guy shouted at 92!I, telling her to 

get the fuck away from him or he’d fuck her pretty face up. 

So I stepped in and asked him what his name was and what 

music he liked. I was playing some random tunes from my small 

glowing speaker at the time.’

‘Then qngus – that was his name – told Charlie to turn the 

pish music off he was listening to and stick some Johnny Cash 

on instead,’ 92!I laughed. 

‘qye,’ Charlie continued, ‘so I did. :idn’t take long for him to 

chill out a wee bit. Eventually, he even accepted a cuppa and 

some chips in exchange for the knife. That was before 92!I 

started carrying her emergency brownies on shi(.’

‘That’s right.’ 92!I beamed. ‘Fou wouldn’t believe how 

much can be resolved with a brownie.’ 

Then she continued, ‘We sat on a bench a(er and his story 

began spilling out. He had taken the bus from :undee to Llas-

gow to get out of town. His partner had le( him that morning 

with nothing more than a note a(er he’d lost his job. He had 

spent all day getting horribly drunk and by the time we met 

him, he was done in. He said he hated himself and some part 

of him probably wanted to get his head kicked in and spend 

the night in a cell where he believed he belonged. That’s my 
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interpretation, anyway. Eventually, we got him home safe on 

the last bus to :undee.’

‘9ast I heard he was training to be a Luardian himself, over 

in :undee,’ Charlie concluded with a smile.

That was what people didn’t understand at first. How could 

you not treat fire with fireV violence with the threat of even 

more violenceX

‘So% what was the crack with that guy – the one you caught 

up with a minute ago – if you don’t mind me askingX’ I turned 

to 92!I, ePually confused and inspired.

‘9et’s just say he has a strong Right response. ;eople used 

to see him very differently, before all the changes in Scotland. 

When you have a scar on your face like that and a shop secu-

rity guard approaches you, I think the instinct is to run. The 

security was just trying to hand him back a glove that fell out 

his pocket.’

It was becoming so clear in my mind4 once we stopped acting 

like crime happens in a vacuum – once we started dealing with 

why people did these things in the first place, and stopped as-

suming anyone who even dares to look like a criminal deserves 

what’s coming to them – the crime stats collapsed. Within 

six months, violent crime dropped by nearly /1—. Within the 

first few years, we had closed half the prisons and drawn up a 

transitional plan for the rest.

:oes this mean we let violent people off the hook in So-

lartimeX :omestic abusers and child molesters roaming freely, 

only now with a brownie and a cuppa to egg them onX $aw, 

obviously notfl We had a specialised violence reduction branch 

of the Community Luardians – not volunteers, but specialists 

dealing with professional and violent crime. They had po-
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lice-style training in identifying, targeting and shutting down 

crime rings, yet their main skill was de-escalation, rather than 

just locking up the latest gang leader and causing a violent 

power struggle to fill the vacuum.

!or the first time in Scottish history, victims of domestic 

and child abuse were fully supported – with immediate access 

to legal resources, emergency care and safe shelters. ;eople 

suspected of committing extreme violence were taken into 

custody until a safety assessment could be conducted – one 

informed by the victims themselves, as well as their family, 

friends or other support networks. Knlike before, custody no 

longer meant a prison cell. ;eople suspected of serious of-

fences might have their freedom temporarily removed, but not 

their dignity or safety. They were not subjected to neglect or 

violence at the hands of militarised oécers or other inmates. 

Barriers could be lowered more Puickly when everyone in-

volved felt safe, warm, fed and heard. This process handled 

the vast majority of all conRicts and disturbances – previously 

considered crimes – in a completely non-violent way. I can 

hear the voices of some people screaming at me right now, 

‘That’s being S2!T on crimefl’

We sometimes have this tendency for real sadism. We find 

ourselves thinking that justice must include some severe form 

of punishment. Something suitably painful and humiliating that 

causes immense mental, if not physical, suffering for a long 

time. This is how you stop someone from misbehaving – fear, 

suffocation and absolute dominance. 

But that’s just not true.

I could list an almost endless stream of research that demon-

strates how focusing on punishment rather than rehabilitation 
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only leads to worse outcomes for all involved, causing spiralling 

taxpayer costs as more and more people are added to the 

revolving door recruitment line for criminal gangs. Fou don’t 

even need the research to know instinctively that punishment 

doesn’t lead to a sense of peace or justice. ;unishment simply 

leads to more suffering for a person who must have been 

suffering already to commit their crimes in the first place. Their 

suffering doesn’t morally justify their actions, but it’s blatantly 

clear that if we accept any correlation whatsoever between 

trauma and crime, then inRicting more trauma is only going to 

encourage further offences – not fewer.

Try this thought experiment if you still doubt me4 It’s a 

statistical possibility your new neighbours might have been to 

jail or through a detention facility, or maybe the guy walking 

his dog past your garden every day, or the delivery guy for 

your next piMMa. If it happens that you and your loved ones 

are unknowingly in the vicinity of former prisoners regularly, 

do you want those ex-criminals to have severe, unmet trauma 

from punishmentX qll the physical, sexual and mental violence 

they received constantly over many years from oécers and 

other inmates in a prisonX 2r would you prefer them to have 

received the very best rehabilitation opportunities to heal the 

trauma that inRuenced their actions, face their wrongdoings 

and victims while making reparations for their crimesX

:o you prefer them to be violent drug addicts and alcoholics 

with gang aéliations and an inability to find any decent legal 

work ever – or would you prefer they had a chance to practise 

)maybe for the first time in their livesA what it feels like to have a 

healthy routine, responsibility and grounding, education, hap-

piness and connectionX Which one is safer for your children to 
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naively play next toX 2r should we just lock up our kids in tiny 

kindergarten prisons to keep them, you know, safeX

‘Fou can get a man to talk, but you cannot get 

him to tell the truth.’

3 Hanns Scharff

Hanns Scharff was a master interrogator for the $aMis dur-

ing WWII, infamous for pulling countless secrets from qllied 

prisoners of war. Fou would expect the best $aMi interrogator 

to be a big fan of the worst kinds of torture imaginable. Fet the 

‘Scharff TechniPue‘ – studied by secret services around the 

world – worked so well because he befriended the prisoners, 

inPuired about their human needs and actually met them. He 

took them on nature walks rather than picking them apart in 

interrogation rooms. ;eople told him war secrets not because 

they wanted to betray their country to the $aMis of all cunts, 

but because humans respond to kindness with honesty and 

transparency. Hanns Scharff weaponised this for the purpos-

es of war. We Solarpunks used it for the purposes of peace.

q(er hundreds of years of the Big C Cult fucking us all 

up, we cannot expect everyone to suddenly act truthfully and 

responsibly, though, even when handed the tools to do so. 

We still have the mental health fallout to contend with – 

narcissists, sociopaths and psychopaths trying to gamify the 

new meta in what they see as a society game. Some people 

still rePuire temporary removal from the community and 

full-time support in what we call &estorative Centres over in 

Solartime.
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We could not do away with all institutions overnight. It will 

take generations to free us from the deep harm the cult and its 

processes of institutionalisation have created, but at least most 

of the supply has been cut off. In this Cybertime, the endless 

loop is still being fed, using people as fodder in for-profit 

systems and cementing the dynamics of power and control. 

The End of Prisons

‘Before our white brothers came to civilise us 

we had no jails. Therefore we had no criminals. 

Fou can’t have criminals without a jail. We had 

no locks or keys, and so we had no thieves.

.. I don’t know how we managed to get along 

without these basic things which are absolutely 

necessary to make a civilised society.’

3 John )!ireA 9ame :eer, Seeker of Oisions

9et’s get this straight. ?ost of us folk haven’t got a scooby 

what it’s actually like inside a Scottish prison. We’ve probably 

swallowed a lot of the shite spun by the telly and the papers, 

thinking prisons are jam-packed with pure monsters – all of 

them serial murderers, rapists, psychopathsV unredeemable 

folk who deserve to rot in a shrinking cage for all eternity.

Fes, of course these people exist in jails but the ugly, in-

convenient truth is that for donkeys’ years, prisons have been, 

for the most part, filled with people whose only actual crime 

was being skint, isolated, undereducated or having a mental 

126



health breakdown. In Oictorian times and before, they used to 

literally lock you up for the crime of being poor. $ow they do it 

more subtly, by criminalising the inevitable behaviour of those 

forced to suffer the reality of poverty.

qround 01— of the poor sods locked up in pre-Interde-

pendence Scotland were inside for what we now rightly call 

survival crimes, like petty the( or drug possession. We stopped 

sending folk to prison for boosting oot a store wae a few 

Puid’s worth of grub and some tampons, or for taking drugs to 

self-medicate and function. We also stopped criminalising sex 

work. Interestingly, the effort to criminalise it in the first place 

o(en came from the very people who frePuented sex worker 

services the most.

In a society that cares for its citiMens’ wellbeing, these former 

crimes never needed to exist. Hence, we replaced the concept 

with something much more fitting for both the victims and 

perpetrators4 We built &estorative Justice Circles – a system 

we lovingly adapted from native and indigenous practices all 

over the world because, let’s be honest, indigenous peoples fig-

ured this shite out millennia ago – before we came to ‘civilise’ 

them. If you need something, you don’t have to commit a 

crime to get it if your neighbours give you it willingly. If you 

still harm someone despite this, you don’t get hidden away in 

some isolation cave where both society and the perpetrator 

can forget about what was done – an isolation cave where the 

only interactions are with people who have done even more 

heinous acts of violence. $aw, mate.

;erpetrators have to face the people they fear most – the 

ones they harmed. They have to listen )proper listenflA to the 

pain they caused and then roll up their sleeves and try to 
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make things right with reparations. ?eanwhile, society as a 

whole has to look at the harm. &ather than blame one person 

while sweeping it under the rug, we have to ask4 How did we 

collectively allow this to happenX We must take on our share of 

the responsibility to mend and heal, as well as look at how to 

make sure it doesn’t happen again. qll of that is lost in a blame 

culture that simply locks up our shadows and throws away the 

key. q(er thousands of years of trying and failing to do so, isn’t 

it time for a new approachX 

If you nicked a loaf of bread because your belly was empty, 

we no longer slap a tag on your ankle and forget about itV we 

take aim at the poverty that was gnawing at your guts in the 

first place, while you apologise and face anyone you may have 

hurt by your actions.U  In Solartime, it’s healing over hurting. 

If you lashed out because you felt broken inside, we don’t 

kick you while you are downV we help you identify and start 

healing the wounds. That healing rePuires making amends to 

the victims we are all guilty of creating sometimes. Contrary 

to how this might sound, the healing process itself isn’t all 

sunshine and roses. It’s a painful-as-fuck journey that rePuires 

self-reRection and stepping out of those hidden shadows that 

can consume us. This is a process much more diécult than 

simply ignoring the results of your actions, enabled by people 

who have committed much worse than you.

‘How can it workXfl The streets will run red with violent of-

fendersfl’, some in the media whinged at the thought of healing 

U. This was only ever humans and animal victims considered, but never corpo-

rations. $o one ever has to apologise or make reparations to a corporation, 

because corporations are not sentient – no matter what corporate law tries to 

tell you in Cybertime.
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rather than perpetuating. But within three years, Scotland, the 

wee country that used to be infamous for its street and do-

mestic violence, went from a serious drug and crime epidemic 

to having the lowest conviction and incarceration rate on the 

entire planet. When people have food and shelter, and when 

they feel safe, heard and not like they’re stuck in a rigged game, 

they usually don’t commit crimes. qnd those who still didX 

The dangerous ones unable to take the new opportunities in 

front of them just yetX Well, they were finally offered something 

no court, in all its supposed glory, had ever truly given them4 

a genuine chance to change and leave behind their violent 

survival strategies. 

:espite it sounding like all I talk about is the perpetrator, this 

is actually a victim-focused process. 2f course, we also needed 

to vastly improve funding and coverage for victim support, like 

women’s shelters with improved victim rights legislation. This 

goes almost without saying. Fet it’s not enough to focus on 

the suffering caused to the victims alone. Because a system 

that only focuses on picking up the pieces in the a(ermath 

of crime – having only concern for the needs of the victims 

and not the perpetrators – is blind to the causes of crime 

and therefore is inherently doomed to keep on creating new 

victims ad infinitum. 

The for-profit-prison revolving door is fuelled at every turn 

by a society obsessed with punishment. ;risoners can form a 

new legal slave labour force and police can easily target societal 

groups whose status Puo is most threatened. 2bviously, many 

nefarious countries from the KS to China have made sure that 

mostly Black, brown and poor people are criminally targeted 

and enslaved in prisons – and when they leave, the legal system 
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makes it extremely likely for them to come back very soon. 

Luard and inmate violence will have le( you covered in scars 

and tattoos and, worst of all, your criminal record is now an 

insurmountable barrier if you take on the uphill struggle to turn 

your life around. Fou will be forever worse off in employment 

and any opportunity you may go for. The one remaining door 

– still wide open to you when you leave prison – is organised 

crimeV gangs that, as the Epstein files and decades of CIq and 

intelligence documents prove, are o(en in cahoots with the 

very government running the prisons. 

?any parts of the ‘revolving door’, the cycle of prison trau-

ma, fell apart when the $JS began working on a justice system 

not based on police and prisons but peace and restoration. 

Some people still needed to be removed from their commu-

nities temporarily into controlled rehabilitation centres, but 

&estorative Justice Circles were more than suécient for the 

vast majority of crimes. 2n the completion of a Circle, victims 

had a much stronger sense of justice and safety being met, 

meanwhile no one was le( with a criminal record following 

them around for the next twenty years. There is no set time 

for how long a restorative justice programme might take for all 

parties to feel like justice has been served and the case is con-

cluded satisfactorily. It might take months. Sometimes even 

years. The victims and their families help decide how someone 

can rebuild trust in the people and community they violated, 

and whether that rePuires some time under institutional con-

trol removed from the community or whether it can be served 

living in the community under supervision. 2nce the process is 

completed and the conviction is spent, no further punishment 

for that crime can follow a person around, denying them access 
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to work, education or things we all take for granted. In fact, 

a restorative plan must increase the options and abilities for 

both victims and perpetrators to come out of the process living 

a healthier, safer and more stable life, contributing to society. 

2nly in extreme cases of severe violence would someone have 

a criminal record revealed to councils or employers to protect 

the safety of vulnerable groups like children and the sick.

So, with all this in place and evolving over in Solartime – and 

with all the evidence even here in Cybertime from Scandina-

vian countries with similar restorative programmes delivering 

the lowest recidivism rates in the world – I ask you again4 If 

you had to live next to a criminal, sharing a street, a school, 

a bus or a workplace, would you rather they had gone through 

the classic KS or KG Cybertime prison system, or our emerging 

Solartime oneX

Bodily Autonomy and the Right to Be Free

Some of the most radical changes were o(en also the simplestV 

the ones that screamed4 Why the fuck did we not do this 

soonerX :rugs, for example, were decriminalised. !ull stop. 

The so-called ‘war on drugs’ had never been about keeping 

anyone safe. It was a pure power trip, plain and simpleV a 

tool of control to criminalise marginalised communities and 

oppress them at will. 2ur $JS treated addiction for what it 

truly was4 a health issue, a cry for help but not a reason to 

lock someone up. Within two years of that seismic policy shi(, 

overdose deaths plummeted by a staggering U1— – much the 

same results as ;ortugal a(er they decriminalised and focused 

on their addiction health epidemic.
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qnother astounding moment was when sex work was le-

galised and unionised simultaneously. Can you even imagineX 

Six months a(er we finally shook off the old chains, the very 

first Brothel Workers’ Co-op opened its doors in 9eith. Sud-

denly, crime against sex workers dropped to practically Mero. 

WhyX Because they weren’t operating in the shadows anymore, 

attacked by pimps, customers and the police. They were finally 

protected by the law, by unions and by a society that actually 

gave a damn about their safety and dignity. !or all the debate 

around whether sex workers are inherently exploited to sell 

their bodies or whether it is a free choice, the one way to settle 

it is to make it legal, worker-owned, unionised and safe. That 

way, you can separate conscious sex work from sex slavery and 

human traécking done by international crime rings. In Cyber-

time, there still is little separation and therefore no effective 

strategy to end human traécking. 

qnd then, there is assisted dying – legalised, of course, 

with standard safeguards and oversight. $o more prolonged 

suffering in silence, no more forcing folk to endure a life they 

no longer want, no more politicians telling you when and how 

your life should end. 

Bodily autonomy was the beating heart of it all. It was what 

brought these ideas under one single motion4 $o government 

has the right to dictate what you put in your body, who you 

sleep with, how you choose to live your life or when you 

choose to leave it. These are your choices, and yours alone. 

It seems craMy looking back that we even had to make such a 

statement law. It’s common sense, or so it feels to me, yet here 

in Cybertime, the war on – and for – our bodies and minds 

continues at full throttle.
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If I’d stood here with you, before our timelines split, and 

told you all this was possible – for violent crime to plummet 

without needing to fill prisons to bursting, that real safety could 

exist without the constant threat of a police state, that harm 

could be healed instead of just endlessly avenged – would you 

have actually believed meX

?aybe not. ?aybe even now, as you read this – a testimony 

from someone from a different timeline who has actually seen 

it unfold )or at least the early signsA – a wee part of you is 

scoéng, thinking it’s all a load of romantic nonsenseV that 

humans are violent beasts at their most basic and, hence, need 

controlling by some state or corporation. But here’s the pure, 

unadulterated truth about the unforeseen revolutions that are 

to come for us all4 they always sound impossible, a far-fetched 

fantasy, until one day% they aren’t. qnd then, you wonder why 

it took us so bloody long to get there.
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9
Non-Violence Does 
Not Equal Passivism

W e are living in the Anthropocene – the era of the Sixth 

Mass Extinction – precisely where evolutionary forces 

kick into overdrive. Driven not by comfort but by the sheer 

necessity to survive, old dinosaur ways rapidly die off while 

specialised niches rise to fill the new paradigm space with sys-

tems better adapted and more resilient. The actual revolutions 

that define the transitional space between old and new can be 

messy and violent though, as the old system clings on for dear 

life, like an old bull roaring one last time before running out of 

air.

Solartime Scotland, however, is a testament to the fact that 

violence is not a necessary prerequisite for change to occur, 

despite its ever-lingering threat. Quite the opposite: Solarpunk 

is the epitome of non-violence. It is a system founded on trust, 

mutual benefit and radical diversity.

Here in Cybertime, for those of us living under a sudden 

surge of intolerance, bigotry and force, it’s easy to mistake 

it for a resurgence in the power and dominance of the old 

cult’s ways. Any thin, tokenistic veneers of civic rights and 

egalitarianism are rapidly stripped away as the cult retreats 

into the only force it knows: violence. This is not a sign of 
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systemic strength or vitality – it is the exact opposite. Someone 

lashing out in ever-increasing aggression must feel weak and 

under existential threat on some level, hence their need to puff 

their chest. As the evolution of life has shown us, these violent 

outbursts oYen precede and mark the beginning of a profound 

change in direction. It’s a wholesale dying-off of the old guard, 

creating open space for better-adapted systems to expand into.

?et, we can’t simply hide under rocks and hope the old bull 

puts itself out of its misery. We need to actively have conver-

sations, build rallies and organise international actions led by 

unifying beliefs in a better world – the world the fearful old 

bull senses is coming. We need to start talking about that better 

world more publicly and with each other because without a 

better world worth fighting for, why would anyone risk their 

skin in the game(

The up-class )the so-called extreme right‘ has its nihilistic 

story mapped out, bankrolled by billionaires who know they 

need fascist foot soldiers on the ground to back up a well-fund-

ed narrative. This narrative offers desperate, ignorant people 

the scapegoats they need to be distracted with blind hate, 

allowing the billionaires to continue their theY. As the Nmoder-

ate’ bureaucratic capitalists collapse inwards under the weight 

of their own unpopularity, the rich know people will move 

towards radical politics and, if the public doesn’t choose fear 

and fascism, they will be coming for the billionaires instead.

Meanwhile, the down-class )the so-called leY‘ is constantly 

being cancelled, deplatformed and defunded. 2ow, here in 

Cybertime in 0508, we are witnessing the mass criminalisa-

tion of all dissent. Harmless protesters – P5-year-old grannies 

in England who dare to speak out against the genocide in 
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jalestine – are being thrown in Uail as terrorists. Immigrants 

are being disappeared to secret foreign prisons. Trans people 

are being systematically denied access to public life )toilets, 

schools, healthcare‘ through manufactured bad-faith debates. 

History shows us fascism doesn’t plateau its violence or slows 

down in response to public unpopularity. Bnless completely 

smashed and eradicated, we know what the next phase of the 

plan is – and at that point, it becomes a vastly more bloody and 

painful task to root out the disease. We have to start building 

our new world now, out of the already crumbling remains of 

this fascist Cyberpunk Fig C Cult before it all gets turned into 

radioactive rubble.

The reason fascist rhetoric is so alluring initially, even to 

working-class people who have the most to lose, is that its 

fears and scapegoats speak directly to our most primal circuits 

of consciousness. Oascism targets the first, or motherly, circuit 

of consciousness – that is, the mammalian desire for the state 

or a strong leader to provide safety and sustenance. ;nce the 

fascists convince us we are existentially unsafe which, aYer 

decades of the late-stage Fig C Cult, many can agree with – 

their strength lies in the simplicity of their target, reducing the 

threat down to blaming our neighbours who look the most 

different from us. This doesn’t work on any intellectual or 

spiritual level, but it hits home on our second, territorial )or 

anal‘ circuit of consciousness:

NMy tribe good! other tribe badz I am top dog! 

they are bottom.’ 
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Which explains why those with a heavy imprint of this 

patriarchal circuit seem so cognitively dissonant – espe-

cially when challenged on the perceived criminality of, say, 

immigrants versus the very real, convicted criminality of 

their leaders. Their gaRe of hatred is always downward, 

towards those they perceive to be below them. They feel 

it is their moral duty to bite down on those beneath them 

to establish their status in the pack, while happily handing 

over privileges and get-out-of-Uail-free cards to those they 

deem above them – the super top dogs )ahem, TGBMj‘.

My Solartime proves nothing is inevitable, but the lesson 

in times of great instability and fear is that we cannot ignore 

people’s primal concerns. We can’t ignore their desire for 

a motherly embrace bringing them safety. The political leY 

who assume the position of representing us doon-folk are 

frequently dog shit at this task, snarling from the sidelines 

in the hope it will change the world. They are oYen too 

obsessed with shaming people who don’t use the right 

language, over-intellectualising or promoting middle-class 

elites who lack experience of real struggle. They would 

rather debate the intricacies of late-stage capitalism than 

rally and unify the people they claim to represent. 

However, there is new hope in those who are finally catching 

on to this act – the 2ew ?ork Mamdanis and Fritish —reen 

jarty jolanskis of the emerging world, who talk about the fear 

we are all feeling while bringing the conversation back to the 

fundamental economic issues. It is yet to be seen if they, too, 

are turncoats as soon as they transfer from the doon-class to 

the up, but, at least for now, they are attempting to address 
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what affects us all – our first-circuit sense of safety and our 

second-circuit sense of control and empowerment.

What Have the Romans Ever Done for Us?

NAll right, but apart from the sanitation, med-

icine, education, wine, public order, irrigation, 

roads, the-fresh water system and public health, 

what have the Gomans ever done for us(’

L Orom the film NMonty jython’s 1ife of Frian’ 

)97ffi7‘

This has all happened before. It has the same stench other 

rotting empires once had. 1et’s geek out on the Gomans for a 

moment. Their empire, in its later stages, became a casualty 

of its own colossal scale and ingrained imperial narcissism. It 

had expanded far beyond sustainable limits, creating a bloat-

ed bureaucracy and a costly military that ceaselessly drained 

resources to hold vast territories – rather than investing in 

internal infrastructure, food and vital innovation. Oor gener-

ations, military expansion was the ultimate display of power 

for the increasingly egomaniacal emperors. The problem with 

having an empire stretching halfway around the world – as 

anyone who served in Iraq will tell you – isn’t conquering it 

but maintaining the peace aYer.

This pervasive ego born from an empire too arrogant to crit-

ically self-assess and evolve ultimately rendered it too rigid and 

ineflcient to withstand complex challenges. The ruling elite, 
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proud and set in their opulent ways, remained detached from 

pressing systemic issues like economic inequality, rampant 

corruption and declining civic engagement. Ooreign invaders 

found it easy to take advantage of this internal decay. They, 

however, were not the primary drivers of its collapse. It was 

the already rotting system which, at its core, stemmed from the 

ruling elites’ detachment from the needs of the citiRens and the 

calculated protection of their own wealth.

The rich were exempt from serious taxation so, to fund the 

massive, overstretched military, emperors had to systematical-

ly debase their currency year aYer year. The silver content of 

the denarius was reduced to near-worthless levels, essentially 

stealing from everyone’s savings to pay for the empire’s debt. 

This recklessness triggered runaway hyperinVation, hollowing 

out the cities, destroying entire trade routes and bankrupting 

the middle-class merchants and artisans who were once the 

economic backbone of the empire. If you happen to live in the 

BS in Cybertime 0508, does any of this sound familiar(

Simultaneously, the wealthy senatorial class expertly used 

their inVuence to further evade taxes, leaving the crippling 

burden of maintaining a state entirely on the poor, while 

sending their children into meaningless wars for the whims 

of their supposed leaders. Civic administrators were forced 

to Vee their essential posts, causing the state to lose both its 

functionality and its pool of loyal leadership, leaving it utter-

ly dependent on unreliable, federated barbarian mercenaries 

)foederati‘.

This combination of economic instability, civic decay and 

military dependency – all stemming from an arrogant elite 

prioritising short-term financial self-interest over citiRens’ 
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well-being – made the empire too fragile to withstand the 

inevitable external pressures.

Some territories previously conquered by the Gomans were 

simply so hollowed out and shattered that, when the Gomans 

withdrew, society collapsed. The power vacuum led to a cata-

strophic loss of knowledge and scale, with the technological 

regression most acutely felt in the crumbling of vast public 

infrastructure. Highly engineered aqueducts and sewage sys-

tems failed, leading to a sharp decline in public health and 

massive population shrinkage. The sophisticated network of 

Goman roads dissolved, halting long-distance trade and forcing 

communities into isolated, backward subsistence farming. The 

world lost its advanced blueprints – from how to build durable 

roads to how to maintain clean cities. The devastating setback 

took centuries to recover as the void was filled by warlords and 

religious superstition.

So once again, if we are witnessing the collapse of public 

infrastructure, health, science and global trade – amplified 

by rising local protectionism, nationalism and tariffs – we are 

witnessing the effects of a collapsing empire. Human progress, 

Uust like evolution, doesn’t follow a smooth upward curve! it is 

fraught with pits and spikes.

The American Imperial Blockage

American Imperialism, much like the late-stage Goman Em-

pire, has been the most persistent blockage of human progress 

since WWII. Especially since the fall of the Ferlin Wall in 97P7, 

BS foreign policy has been that big tuY of rancid hair, oil, 

fat, screws and coins blocking the universal shit pipe, forcing 
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global progress to back up and fester in stagnant, commodified 

water.

This  was  acutely evident  when the BS prioritised the 

short-term profit of its pharmaceutical giants over the lives 

of millions by championing the TGIjS Agreement. This move 

suppressed the production of affordable, generic antiretrovi-

rals during the AIDS crisis, effectively stalling global progress in 

infectious disease management for years and leaving millions 

of Nuntouchables’ to die horrifically in pain. —ay men’s and 

poor Africans’ welfare, it seems, didn’t matter much to the BS 

government. Concurrently, BS-led institutions like the IMO 

and World Fank conditioned debt relief on harsh Structural 

AdUustment jrograms )SAjs‘, forcing developing nations to 

cut social spending and privatise essential services, reversing 

decades of progress and locking vulnerable economies into 

perpetual debt cycles. Instead of launching a unified glob-

al effort to alleviate human misery, the BS weaponised its 

unchecked dominance to further entrench a self-serving eco-

nomic order.

This imperial arrogance extended to stalling technologi-

cal shiYs that threatened established profit models. The BS 

automotive industry actively resisted and recalled pioneering 

electric models like the EJ9 throughout the 9775s, successfully 

lobbying to protect the fossil-fuel economy and delaying crit-

ical climate change mitigation progress by over two decades. 

Those twenty years could make the difference between our 

entire species living or dying.

—eopolitically, the BS has consistently preferred economic 

control and hegemony, backing and arming dictators, death 

squads and fascist strongmen so long as they swear allegiance 
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to Washington first – and allow in a military base or two. Many 

well-researched works have been written about how truly aw-

ful the BS empire has been for the planet and its people.9  My 

point isn’t to revise this familiar history but to point out that, 

throughout this unfolding catastrophe that feels so disempow-

ering, there are always moments of incredible opportunity too 

– depending on how we act.

When BSAID got completely gutted by the billionaires of 

the BS oligarchy under Trump 0.5, it was such a moment. It 

was potentially perfect for a timeline split to occur. BSAID 

was never meant to be a humanitarian charity. Oor decades, 

it was used as a political tool in the spreading of American 

hegemony, creating crippling economic codependency on the 

Bnited States, its corporations and shell fronts like the IMO and 

World Fank. It obliterated the internal food markets of agrarian 

countries by Vooding them with cheap American corn and 

BS surplus, destroying local farmers’ incomes. It was all done 

under the banner of Naid’. With markets suitably interfered with, 

it was much easier for the IMO and World Fank to now force 

countries into huge unpayable loans, giving them leverage for 

the ultimate outcome – imposing the production of cash crops 

or raw material extraction, none of which was for the locals to 

use. Even in the midst of disasters and famines, local farmers 

and workers would be forced to produce food products and 

raw materials for BS-led companies, shipped overseas right 

away while they starved to death. This deliberate codepen-

9. Oor some political history, I recommend reading any of 2oam Chomsky’s 

political writing or 3ohn jilger’s Uournalistic work which spans essays, books and 

documentaries.
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dency gave the IMO and World Fank leverage )so-called soY 

power‘ over the lives of entire countries if they dared rebel 

against doctrinal policy. The underlying threat was simple: 

Comply and we will feed you a subsistence amount from our 

rotting surpluses! rise up and we will starve you to death.

When BSAID collapsed, turned off with brute force at the 

hands of a pair of daddy-boy fuckwits,0  the sudden shut-

down could have been an incredible opportunity for oppressed 

economies and emerging markets to empower local producers 

with the capital they had been robbed of and for global 2—;s, 

now free from American control, to finally tackle the root 

causes of poverty and hunger. Fut that hasn’t happened. Why( 

Why was no one prepared to take advantage of this chaos, oth-

er than the arseholes causing it( FECABSE 2; ;2E HAS A2? 

W;G1D-FBI1DI2— JISI;2S A2?M;GEz We only envisage 

a myriad of dystopias, fetishising the Ninevitable’ apocalypse 

we oYen seem to accidentally cheerlead into existence. This 

lack of alternative world-building, unfortunately, means there 

are probably millions more poor, dependent people suffering 

and dying today in the aYermath of the BSAID shutdown. 

It’s like a narcissistic partner suddenly dumping their victim 

at the side of a desert road aYer years of manipulation and 

coercive control. ?es, the victim is now finally free of their 

abuser, but they are also without financial means, stranded in 

a place that lacks basic life-supporting infrastructure. Worst of 

all, the resource-depleted vacuum leY behind will eventually 

0. The exact motives behind the BSAID shutdown remain unknown. It could have 

been an ignoramus’ way of cutting state spending with a blunt scythe, part of 

a wider agenda to fracture global hegemony or direct retaliation for BSAID’s 

investigations into Elon’s businesses.
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be filled by whoever has the most abundantly ready plan – 

which, by the looks of it right now, means China stepping in. 

It is the geopolitical equivalent of replacing a lying, narcissistic 

partner with a cold, controlling authoritarian one, when all the 

victim ever wanted was to be leY to their own devices, with 

restored access to the resources stolen from them.

There has never been a more pertinent and important fuck-

ing time for us to build an alternative vision free from au-

tocrats, authoritarianism and blood-sucking corporations. We 

shouldn’t settle for the claustrophobic Nrealism’ that our only 

hope is to be passed between evil superpowers like a poor seal 

between two killer whales.L  When we formed the Solarpunk 

society on my timeline, we were lucky to evolve into one 

of those progressive evolutionary spikes, rather than a dark 

age like the one that followed the fall of the Goman Empire. 

;ur new, emerging society is not a techno-utopia saved by 

some magical, futuristic technology you don’t yet have here in 

Cybertime. ;n the whole, we Uust radically reshaped existing 

systems into a vastly improved model that can adapt at the 

pace necessary to keep up with an increasingly evolving world. 

We did this using whatever we had lying around. ;ur goal 

is intersectional synchronisation and long-term sustainability, 

not short-term conquest, domination and exploitation. Essen-

tially, all our systems and processes are underpinned by a new 

universal directive – a directive we place at the top of all 

L. This is a real-life scene from David Attenborough’s The Trials of Life series that 

describes an orca behaviour known as Nporpoising’. Interestingly, it has recently 

been observed that humpback whales help seals and other prey escape the 

seemingly malicious orcas and their torture play. ;rcas oYen kill the babies of 

other whales, so this might be their retribution or Uustice. 
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oflcial documents. CitiRens have even put up big neon signs 

on top of the highest peaks in many Scottish cities, beaming 

through the grey clouds at night:

D;2’T FE A CB2T.
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10
Summary: The Great 

Unlearning

We are the music makers,

And we are the dreamers of dreams,

Wandering by lone sea-breakers,

And sitting by desolate streams;

World-losers and world-forsakers,

On whom the pale moon gleams:

Yet we are the movers and shakers
Of the world for ever, it seems.

— O'Shaughnessy: ‘Ode’

T his chapter brings the first act of our little cosmic lasagna 

drama to an end. It all started back in 2014, at the great 

fork in the timeline road. In your timeline, Scotland blinked 

first and settled for a handful of peanuts and false promises. In 

mine, we jumped.

But as we quickly learned, independence under the old 

system was just ‘Cybertime Lite’. For four years, we watched 

the SNP try to run a new country with an old-world manual 

– caving to the IMF and ending up acting like Tartan Tories, 
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while Westminster and its corporate financiers tried to sabo-

tage our every effort.

Then came February 2018, the month the music changed 

everything. The month-long rave in front of Parliament was 

a cathartic party with a purpose. The bass shook the very 

foundations of an already crumbling system and sent it over the 

edge. When the government finally posted that they needed 

a nap and wandered off into the sunset, the vacuum didn’t 

fill with violence but with light. Despite what all the zombie 

movies taught us, in our time of crisis, most of us actually pulled 

closer together instead of driGing further apart. We stopped 

waiting for some self-appointed leader and started listening 

to our neighbours. This was the birth of the new clans – not 

the old blood-and-soil nonsense, but emergent kinships based 

on where we lived and what we loved, from the Biosphere 

Juardians to the Order of the Massive Cuppa. We realised 

that if we wanted to avoid the Big C Cult’s traps, we had 

to stop voting between narcissists and liars, and instead start 

trusting each other through the maths of sortition. Picking our 

representatives by lot finally killed the political snake and no 

other could replace it. To keep it all honest and transparent, 

we ditched the old justice model for the new National (ustice 

Service )N(SR. xather than funneling the poor into private pris-

ons, we sent Community Juardians to mediate peace on the 

streets. We learned that you don’t need a baton to fiE a broken 

window. You need a system that values restorative justice and 

sees every problem or challenge as holistically connected to 

the whole.

We’ve spent Part One dismantling all the previously invisible 

fences in our society and our minds – the idea that we need 
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bosses, landlords or eEperts to tell us how to breathe and when 

to fart. We found our feet, rebuilt our clans and started to talk 

to each other without constantly screaming.

All the while, I’ve been talking to you like normal, casual-

ly dropping in that I’m from another timeline in the Cosmic 

Time Lasagna. I know it’s quite a lot to swallow, especially so 

nonchalantly. Thing is, for me, JINJflxBflAxD, to be here in 

Cybertime, the version of me that was here before had to go 

elsewhere. I know no one asked his consent for this cause – 

which is a huge red Hag – but in my defence, no one asked mine 

either. Something tells me, though, the jammy wee bastard is 

doin’ awrite over there in Solartime.

!ere I am now, as a voice in your head while you read this 

book, on a shitty timeline obsessed with the best ways to kill 

us all. Well, fuck thatK Cards on the table, I have an ulterior 

motive. I am not an objective narrator, simply handing you 

some collated information for you to do as you will. I’m actively 

and directly trying to convince you to get off your arse and help 

me turn this Cybertime more Solarpunk.

As we round up the chaos of Part One, the following part is 

my attempt to show you – with all the powers I can muster 

– that, no matter how fucked things seem or how power-

less you feel, reality can still change. But we have to target 

the right structure. As anyone who fought Apartheid in South 

Africa might tell you, political freedom isn’t worth the paper 

it’s printed on without economic freedom to match.1  That 

1. To see how white Western corporations kept their power over the people, read 

Naomi Flein’s chapter on the South African political swindle in The Shock 

Doctrine.
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is because economics is just a fancy term for our collective 

human activity. To prove that we can change course, we need 

to move away from what we should do and toward how we can 

do it. Let’s get down and dirty into the economics of how in the 

neEt part of this book.
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Your Turn Now!

B efore we dive headlong into economics and the big heavy 

shit, I want to remind you of the commitment you made 

when you continued past the introduction of this book: this 

isn’t just a story for passive eyeballs and lazy brains. You’re 

part of this now, whatever your opinions. We are co-creating 

a conscious new timeline together, so time to gather your own 

thoughts.

Consider this our own wee Solarpunk rewiring session. Grab 

your laptop, a notebook, the back of an envelope or just shout 

it out loud in yer kitchen. Whatever works for you. Take your 

pick from the prompts below or be brave and try them all:

1. Spot the Cult in Your Life

Write down three ways the Big C Cult still shows up in 

your daily grind.

For example: doom-scrolling TikTok, rent-eating half 

your wage, buying crap not remembering why you bought 

it in the first place, hiding your addictions from loved ones.

How do these shape your mood, your personality, your 

relationships, your sense of freedom and autonomy?

150



2. Map (or Imagine) Your Clan

If you’ve got pals, neighbours or wee communities you 

vibe with, sketch them out in a mind map as your current 

clans. If you don’t (and plenty folk feel clan-less right now), 

imagine the ones you wish existed or you could create or 

join. What’s their purpose? What do you do together in 

your clans? What makes them feel like a home?

3. Remember Your ‘Parliament Rave’ Moment

Think back to a time when collective joy (a rave, retreat, 

festival or quiet book club) cracked you wide open. What 

did it teach you about yourself, humans and possibility?

If you’ve never had one, what kind of human gathering 

do you imagine would make you feel that way and why? 

Can you go and find one that exists already? Is it something 

you can plan to attend?

4. The Time Lasagna Exercise

Imagine you live across a multitude of lasagna timelines. 

Write down three other versions of you: One who went 

full Darth Vader, consumed by the Cult mindset, trying to 

gamify, mask, fit in and climb the ladder. One struggling 

to survive in the Big C Cult but resisting. One living in a 

Solarpunk society of your imagining. 

What can you learn from all three versions? What is 

their message to you if they could speak to you through 

the mirror? How do each of them suffer and benefit from 

their environment?
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5. Design Your Rebel Ritual

All human communities, cultures and movements have 

rituals. What’s one wee ritual act you could start doing to 

remind yourself of our collective interdependence?

For example: lighting a candle for ten minutes and giv-

ing gratitude before bed, planting a seed or tree or donating 

to a rewilding project, sharing lunch weekly with a friend 

or local homeless person – anything counts.

How does this ritual feel? Does it help you ground? Does 

it feel silly? Why do humans need healthy rituals?

6. Draw Your Own Clan Hut

Sketch the kind of space you’d love to congregate in for 

a Great Clan Gathering of your own. Don’t think parlia-

ment, congress or stinky state buildings. Think accessible, 

welcoming, inclusive.

What smells are in the air? What music is playing? How 

do people move inside it? How do they communicate? 

What do they eat? Where do they nap? What kind of 

decisions do policy makers shape here?

Next time you get a chance, take your sketch to an 

official place of power and compare them. Use your design 

as a counterweight to analyse your experience walking 

through the building and the emotions that arise.

Do you feel welcome, warm, big or small? What kind of 

decisions would you make there compared to your own 

design?
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7. The Capitalist Bingo Card

Make bingo cards of absurd capitalist nonsense you 

might notice in an average week – plastic-wrapped fruit 

from far-off lands that could grow locally, paywalls for 

basic needs like toilets or water, adverts using your grief 

or love for your child to sell you yoghurt.

Over the next week, take them with you on your phone 

or on paper and tick them off as you find them. 

Does this active seeing – this removing of your cult 

glasses – make you laugh, rage or reframe?

Does it make you feel empowered, disempowered or 

both simultaneously?

8. Radical Gratitude Inventory

Write down ten things in your life right now that are 

Solarpunk for you. 

For example: compost bins, a neighbour’s friendly wave, 

graffiti that made you giggle, free food from a friend or 

local project, a local tool library. Notice the Solar light 

sneaking in the cracks around you already. How could you 

contribute to opening up these cracks further?

If you struggle to find any examples off the top of your 

head, use this as an opportunity to dig deeper and research 

your local area for examples you didn’t know about previ-

ously. You might be surprised at what you discover.

153



9. Micro-Rebellion Challenge

Pick one small rebellion this week.

For example: cycling instead of driving, a clothes swap 

or second-hand purchase, volunteering for an evening, 

cooking for pals instead of Deliveroo, going vegan for the 

week and counting the animals’ lives you saved from need-

less suffering and slaughter.

See how you feel the next week. Ask yourself: What did 

you have to sacrifice for the experience? Was it worth it 

for the benefits? Could you make this a long-term habit? 

What’s stopping you?

10. Write Your Clan Proclamation

Pretend you and your chosen clan have your local par-

liament for five minutes, with full attention from your en-

tire community or nation. What truth do you speak to the 

world? 

Write it down – funny, furious, heartfelt, chaotic. Reach 

deep from the personal to the political.

Read it back. Does it make you cry? Laugh out loud? Feel 

like burning something?

Bonus: Actually declare it out loud to someone (or your 

seemingly disinterested cat).

That’s it – ten ways to start being an active cosmic co-con-

spirator. Stick your notes in a drawer and read them when you 

finish the book, burn them in a ritual witch’s fire or share them 

with your community and me! The point is: don’t just read this 
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book. Activate it. Talk about it. Reflect on and dance with the 

ideas. Only then can we rewrite our own timeline away from 

the multitude of apocalypses and towards something sustain-

able, loving and genuinely exciting.
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11
The 100-Year 

Solarpunk Plan

T he ghostly ideologies of the past – whether so-called leu 

or right – rightfblly failed necabse they shared o,e cat-

astrophick b,spome, assb:ptio,E that the fiarth will i,x,itely 

sbpply bs as we growk e.ploit a,d anbse her :otherlime mi,d-

,essv The fb,da:e,tal driqi,g Sbestio, of obr ‘olarti:e is ,otk 

H?ow ca, we :a.i:ise proxt’2 ,ork H?ow ca, the proletariat 

tame oqer the :ea,s of prodbctio,’2 nbtE

?ow ca, all hb:a,ity progress alo,gside the rest 

of the pla,etk ,ot agai,st it’

The cla, syste: that e:erged auer obr 018I ffi,terdepe,-

de,ce was i:pressiqely effcie,t at :ost thi,gsE :a,agi,g 

day-to-day life a,d reorga,isi,g food syste:sk powerk hobsi,g 

a,d cob,cil serqicesv ffit pbt the specialist depart:e,ts i, the 

ha,ds of specialist wormers who had the m,owledge fro: the 

old syste: a,d ,ow also the power to :a,age their e.pertise 

– i,stead of a,sweri,g to pig-headed politicia,sv The political 

roadnlocms were go,e a,d thi,gs were rb,,i,g s:oother tha, 

eqerv ?oweqerk auer the i,itial high wore oGk the Creat (la, 
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Catheri,g )C(CW Sbicmly realised we lacmed a lo,g-ter: pla, 

– o,e that helped e,sbre we ,ot o,ly diqerge fro: the past 

cblt obt of spitek nbt :ag,etised towards a fbtbre that cobld 

actbally hold noth bs a,d the pla,et i, the pictbrev Fe ,eeded 

a b,ixedk lo,g-ter: philosophical nlbepri,t rooted i, sbstai,-

anilityk eSbityk diqersity a,d i,clbsio,v 5bcm !-year pla,sv Fe 

,eeded a 811-year qisio,O

jnqiobslyk sbch a proBect is b,thi,manle b,der the (yner-

pb,m Aig ( (bltv V,y atte:pt to proBect the cblt ideologies or 

fob,datio,al :yths a hb,dred years i,to the fbtbre cobld o,ly 

eqer create a graph that rb,s i, o,e directio,E oG a fbcmi,g 

cliGv That2s why politicia,s lime Trb:p rise to the sbrface – to 

meep bs hyper-x.ated o, his daily nrai, diarrhea a,d withobt 

a seco,d spare to focbs o, what icenergs actbally lay aheadv 

Fhateqer yob dok do,2t loom bpO

?aqi,g ide,tixed the lacm of a b,ited fbtbre qisio,k the C(C 

i::ediately co::issio,ed the 5btbre ;isio, (ob,cil )do,2t 

worry too :bch anobt re:e:neri,g the ,a:ez it was o,ly 

a placeholderWv ffit was,2t so:e stbGy goqer,:e,t co::ittee 

xlled with hacms to co,xr: the C(C niases b,der the gbise of 

de:ocracyz this was a philosophical ope,-sobrce hacmatho, 

with orga,ised :eeti,gs across the cob,try a,d o,li,ek i,qiti,g 

eqery citi9e, to Boi,v Vll the bsbal e.perts where prese,tE ecol-

ogistsk i,ter,atio,al philosophersk radical eco,o:ists stbdyi,g 

alter,atiqe :odels – a,d a half-drb,m dbde who had his idea 

writte, o, the nacm of a neer :at he2d saqed i, his i,,er Bacmet 

pocmet si,ce 8YY0v Nob m,ow what’ ffit was a half-dece,t idea 

tooO Fho are we to Bbdge who is a, e.pertk auer all’

The  process  wormed  si:ilarly  to  how  the  fficela,ders 

re-wrote their co,stitbtio, i, 0181 auer the na,mi,g collapse 
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a few years earlierE nrai,stor:i,g i,pbtk testi,g ideas a,d 

ha::eri,g obt the pri,ciples of a shared fbtbre qisio,k all 

decided bpo, throbgh co,se,sbsv The ideas a,d sbggestio,s 

gathered fro: that process wobld ne prese,ted to the Creat 

(la, Catheri,gk which cobld the, decide a,d pass sbccessfbl 

:otio,s o,to ge,eral refere,db:sk addi,g each passed :o-

tio, to obr collectiqe 811-year qisio, for a fbtbre ‘cotla,dv 

‘ob,ds lime a garga,tba, proBect fro: negi,,i,g to e,d – 

nbt what netter way to spe,d obr ti:e tha, tryi,g to nbild a 

sbstai,anle fbtbre that allows obr childre, to actbally i,herit 

a liqi,gk gree,k gorgeobs cob,try’

Creat i, theoryv The practice is ,eqer that straight-forward 

thobghv The clashes nega, right fro: the obtset arob,d so:e-

thi,g see:i,gly triqialv Fhat do we call obr ,ew :oqe:e,t’

The Naming Debate

The air i, the cla, hall was thicmv The 5;( :eeti,g was 

part of obr ,atio,al philosophical hacmatho, a,d had nee, 

goi,g for seqe, grbeso:e hobrsk the whitenoard loomi,g lime 

a graqeyard of failed political Bargo, with li,es scori,g the: 

obt o,e ny o,ev

V clea,-shaqe, :a, i, a sharp sbit – self-appoi,ted as a 

rannle-robser a:idst the ge,eral e.habstio, – clearly still had 

o,e foot i, the ,ostalgic old worldv ?e cleared his throatv

HVhe:k we :bst ne precise so the world m,ows who we 

arev ffi sbn:it we call obrselqes the Rew ‘ocialist Uepbnlic of 

‘cotla,dv2

There was so:e ge,eral applabse as well as Beers for the 

,otio,v ‘ocialis: has a lo,g history of sbpport i, ‘cotla,dv
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The, a weary wo:a,k a for:er teacher who :ai,tai,ed her 

iro,-xsted abthorityk sla::ed the tanle with her ha,dv 

H‘ocialis:’ ffi wormed for years b,der the last failed goqer,-

:e,t that called itself socialistv Vll ffi got was lo,g waiti,g listsk 

e,dless nbreabcracyk strimes a,d pro:ises that ,eqer :ate-

rialised necabse the state was too i,effcie,t to do a,ythi,gv 

‘ocialis: sti,ms of old L,io, white :e,k too ho:ophonic a,d 

patriarchal to do a,ythi,g trbly radicalv2

V, old L,io, :a, shobtedk loomi,g so:ewhat oGe,dedk 

H5i,e the,O ?ow anobt the (o::b,ist (ollectiqe of Rorth 

Aritai,’ ffit2s tra,spare,tk traditio,al a,d wormi,g-classv 7o,g 

liqe the Aritish wormer reqolbtio,O2

?e sob,ded lime he was still liqi,g b,der Uble Arita,,ia of 

the 8YP1sv There was a, abdinle gasp fro: :a,y cor,ers of the 

hall at o,cev

HTra,spare,tly terrrrrifyi,g to :ek2 ca:e a sharp qoice fro: 

the cor,erv V stab,ch wormi,g-class wo:a, with a, fiaster, 

fibropea, acce,t spome bpk her eyes tight as she saidk

Hffi grew bp whe, it was still called the (((Kv8  Nob wa,t to 

talm anobt tra,spare,cy’ ffi will giqe a lectbre right ,ow o, the 

actbal liqi,g co,ditio,s b,der co::b,is:k a,d ffi prrro:ise 

yob will rb, obt of this roo: screa:i,g to yobr b,io, to protect 

yob fro: the scobrge of co::b,is:v ębrc9fflO Re.t sbggestio,k 

pleasev2

Ro o,e dared argbe nacmv

HV,archist Vssociatio, of ‘cotla,dO2 arose a yob,g actiqistk 

face coqeredk dressed all i, nlacm a,d scra:nli,g bp o,to a 

chair with their xst i, the airv

8v L‘‘U or ‘oqiet L,io,
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V chorbs of olderk :ildly tipsy Claswegia,s erbpted i, i:-

:ediate protestv j,e of the: hollered at hi:k H‘it the fbcm 

doo,k so,v Nob loom lime ye2qe sSbared bp tae a Coth Ka,da a,d 

got yer arse feltv Fe di,,ae wa,t a,y fbcmi, :are a,archy i, 

‘cotla,dv Fe haqe e,obgh chaos a,d sectaria, ,o,se,seO2

Hffi2qe heard e,obgh old white :e, to fall asleepk this is so 

nori,gO ffif we are,2t nbildi,g a, alter,atiqe that is deeply fe:-

i,istk we are,2t doi,g it rightv ?ow anobt we call obrselqes 

the ffi,tersectio,al 5e:i,ist 5ro,t’2 ca:e a co::a,di,g qoice 

fro: a Alacm ‘cottish wo:a, with a 5ifer acce,tk dressed i, 

nold pbrplev

Aefore she got the words obt her :obthk of cobrsek a, a,gry 

white noy i, a cheese a,d Bi99-stai,ed hoody i,terrbpted herk 

shobti,gk HRot all :e,O Vre yob delinerately tryi,g to :ame half 

the cob,try feel e.clbded right fro: the get-go’2 

The war of Bargo, a,d delinerate :isb,dersta,di,gs co,ti,-

bedk eqe,tbally reachi,g sbch heights it :ostly we,t oqer the 

heads of the rest of the roo: who fell i,to naMedk awmward 

sile,cev

Vuer a, all-too-pai,fbl pabsek a Sbiet a,o,y:obs qoice 

ca:e fro: the nacmk x,ally relieqi,g the te,sio,k Hflayne we 

shobld negi, ny descrini,g the old syste: we haqe escaped 

fro:v Fhat was itk e.actly’2

Fithobt hesitatio,k a co:ic-noom ,erdk still hbddled oqer 

their tanletk a,swered withobt raisi,g their eyesv HThat was 

(ynerpb,mv That2s the dex,itio, of itk the thi,g we liqed b,der 

neforeE a, e,dless :achi,ek corporate rblek shi,y tech,ology 

o, the sbrface with sbrqeilla,cek co,trol a,d ansolbte :isery 

b,der,eathv2

The roo: processed the ter:v
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HKb,m’2 the old L,io, :a, repeated slowlyk a Dicmer of 

recog,itio, i, his eyev HV2qe ,o heard a (ynerpb,m neforek nbt 

ffi lime how yob pbt itk so,v Abt herev Vre we ,o still pb,m the 

,oo’ ffi :ea, loom aroo, the roo: a,d the thi,gs we are aww 

denati,2v This feels pretty pb,m to :e’2

There was a ge,eral ,od of agree:e,t arob,d the roo: for 

the xrst ti:e i, ,eari,g eight hobrsv 7eapi,g o, the xrst sig,s 

of progressk 5io,a with the :armer pe, ,ear the whitenoard 

Bb:ped i,v H‘o we meep the Kb,m nit’2 ‘he secretly hoped this 

wobld ne the xrst word we wrote bp that did,2t i::ediately 

,eed a li,e throbgh itv

HVyeO2 ca:e the crowd replyv

HAbt what do we pbt i, fro,t of it’ ‘o:ethi,g a,ti-cynerk 

so:ethi,g sbstai,anlek so:ethi,gvvv nrighter’2

There was a neat of sile,cev The, a qoice shobted obtk 

H?opeO2

H7ightk2 ca:e a,other respo,sev 

The, a, altered echok H7oqev2

Vs if ny cos:ic sy,chro,icityk at least seqe, people across 

the roo:k i,clbdi,g the Sbiet wo:a, fro: fiaster, fibrope a,d 

the co:ic noom ,erdk all replied at the sa:e ti:ek H‘olarpb,mO2

5io,ak the appoi,ted grobp scrinek wrote the ,ow i::ortal 

words o, the whitenoardE

T?fi ‘j7VUKLRę ‘j(ffifiTN

The First Summit

The ,a:e sbggestio, ,ow had to reach co,se,sbs – ,ot Bbst 

fro: the Clasgow nra,chk nbt the ,atio,wide co,qe,tio,v V 
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weem laterk adBace,t to the Creat (la, Catheri,g co,qe,i,g i, 

the grassy lowla,ds Bbst obtside ‘tirli,gk we held the xrst ,a-

tio,al sb::itk pblli,g together all i,itial sbggestio,s fro: the 

local hacmatho,sv The co,fere,ce ope,ed with the ,atio,al 

qote o, what ,a:e to choose fro: each nra,ch2s sbggestio,sv 

To obr sbrprisek H‘olarpb,m ‘ociety2 wo, with Dyi,g colobrsv ffit 

was the o,ly sbggestio, that nrome clea, away fro: the Bargo, 

of the past a,d prese,ted a fresh ter: to sb: bp obr collectiqe 

qisio, withobt a,y prior naggagev Ciqe, the resob,di,g cheers 

whe, it was a,,ob,ced the wi,,erk other atte,dees :bst haqe 

agreed with :ev 7et2s face itE yob really had to ne a cy,icalk 

pessi:istic cb,t to x,d a,ythi,g to argbe agai,st itv 

Kespite the raptbrobs applabsek there was a, oqerwhel:i,g 

brge,cy to hbrry bp a,d get to the :bch :ore pressi,g :atters 

of the dayv ffi, these early daysk as the ho,ey:oo, shee, wore 

oGk the ce,tral pronle: stari,g nacm at bs wask as alwaysk 

the state of the eco,o:yv Cet this nit wro,g a,d the rest is 

da:,ed alo,g with itv There had nee, :bltiple sig,bp sheets 

for a,yo,e to prese,t a, idea or area of e.pertise they felt 

cobld helpv

V yob,g wo:a, a,d for:er ecological researcher ,a:ed 

filara stood nefore a hbge scree, displayi,g glonal eco,o:ic 

a,d ecological :etricsv

HFe all agree that capitalis: failed necabse it assb:ed the 

fiarth2s resobrces were i,x,itek2 filara oGered the crowdv HV,d 

necabse of that ,aiqe nelief i, i,x,ite growthk the syste: was 

desig,ed to e.po,e,tially reward e.ploitatio, a,d destrbctio,v 

fi.actly lime a ca,cer cellv2

Vuer a pabsek she tbr,ed a,d poi,ted to a data setv HTame 

the V:a9o,v Rot the trillio,-dollar digital :armetplace yob nby 
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yobr Bb,m fro:v Rok the actbal V:a9o, rai,forestv 7et2s 

say a corporatio,k legally or illegallyk goes i,k logs a patch 

of Bb,gle a,d reports a proxt ofk sayk xuy :illio, pob,dsv 

ffi, the old capitalist eco,o:icsk that2s a wi,v Vs a resbltk 

CKK goes bp a,d aqerages that proxt obt across eqery 

citi9e,v Abt i, physicalk pla,etary realityk they2qe destroyed 

a, irreplaceanle carno, si,m a,d accelerated cli:ate col-

lapse while a ti,y :i,ority hoards all the proxtsk2 she saidk 

air-Sboti,g the x,al words with her x,gersv HThe actbal 

:o,etary loss is,2t xuy :illio,z it2s da:age neyo,d what 

a,y a:ob,t of :o,ey cobld eqer replacev2

The co:ic noom geemk who had nee, at the sa:e Clas-

gow nra,ch :eeti,g as :ek Bb:ped i, withobt xlter or 

pabsev  HThe rarer a species  of  xsh neco:esk  the :ore 

qalbanle a dead xsh fro: that species isv ffit2s the e.ti,c-

tio, pre:ib:O ffit  gets worse the deeper we go i,to the 

a,thropoce,ev (ynerpb,m capitalis: i,ce,tiqises the least 

:oral a,d short-sighted a:o,g bs to e.ploit ,atbre i,to 

e.ti,ctio,k necabse the i:pe,di,g de:ise or e.ti,ctio, of 

a species or resobrce actbally adds :assiqe qalbe to its 

e.ploitatio,v Uather tha, slowi,g dow, destrbctio,k the old 

:odel speeds it bpO2

filara replied to the i,terBectio,k Hffif that eco,o:ic :odel 

is Bbdged o,ly ny the reported proxts fro: those crbel 

co:pa,ies withobt reqiewi,g the i::e,se a,d irreparanle 

da:age to the pla,etk it is a xctio,al worldv flbch worse 

tha, the noom-meepi,g fa,tasies of the L‘‘Uv2

The core pronle: was ,ow laid nareE eco,o:ic qalbes 

a,d e,qiro,:e,tal qalbes were nei,g treated as separatek 

oue, :ortal e,e:iesk b,der the old cblt logicv
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5io,ak the scrinek walmed bp to the ce,tre to Boi, filarav 

HThi,m of obr historyk2 5io,a brgedv H7ime a nany i, the wo:nk 

hb:a,ity2s o,ly co,cer, b,til ,ow has nee, growth at all costsk 

eqe, if that growth har:s or threate,s obr :other hostv Fe 

were onsessed with growth – a mi,d of i,fa,tial :egalo:a,iav 

ffit tames a while for a, i,fa,t species to realise the world does,2t 

reqolqe arob,d bsv flayne herek todayk is the xrst sig, we are 

negi,,i,g to grow bpv2

filara  nob,ced  oG  5io,a2s  co::e,tv  HUe:e:ner  how 

Calileo was co,de:,ed a,d milled for heresy for proqi,g the 

fiarth was,2t the ce,tre of the b,iqerse’ jbr ‘olarpb,m ‘ociety 

today is co::itti,g a si:ilar heresyv Fe are poi,ti,g obt that 

obr eco,o:ics ca,2t possinly reqolqe arob,d Bbst bs eitherv2

Hffi proposek2 5io,a nega,k rallyi,gk Hthat fro: this day forwardk 

for the ‘olarpb,m ‘ociety a,d for the fbtbre of ‘cotla,dk we 

,o lo,ger create a separatio, netwee, eco,o:ics a,d the 

e,qiro,:e,tv Fe :erge the twov2 5io,a the, pbt the proposed 

ter: i, :assiqe letters o, the scree,E

fiR;ffiUjRflfiRTV7 fi(jRjflffi(‘

7ater i, the dayk a nreamaway grobp was for:ed to agree 

o, a liqi,g dex,itio, of the ter:v The ‘olarpb,m ‘ociety2s 

strbctbre is de:ocratic a,d ope, to all citi9e,sk yet it realised 

,ot eqeryo,e cobld or wa,ted to ne a part of eqery si,gle 

decisio, a,d discbssio,v ‘ok nreamaway grobps were esse,tial 

to let s:aller grobps specialisek noil thi,gs dow,k iro, obt the 

details a,d nri,g the: nacm to the wider collectiqe for ge,eral 

agree:e,tv There was a hierarchical strbctbre for sbrek yet the 
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nig diGere,ce is that i,for:atio,k power a,d i,Dbe,ce Dowed 

fro: the notto: to the top rather tha, what we are bsed to 

fro: classic top-dow, patriarchiesv

The dex,itio, of e,qiro,:e,tal eco,o:ics that e:erged 

fro: the tasmed nreamaway actio, grobp wasE

The ,o,-optio,al fbsio, of pla,etary health )the 

e,qiro,:e,tW a,d hb:a, actiqity )eco,o:icsW

Nob ca,2t :easbre o,e fi withobt the otherk lime a pair of 

e,ta,gled particlesv fi,qiro,:e,tal eco,o:ics represe,ts a 

staggeri,g departbre fro: the preqiobs :odel whichk whe, 

stbdied i, detailk tbr,s obt to haqe nee, a, elanorate piece of 

perfor:a,ce art – or possinly a Bome that ,o o,e got for far too 

lo,gv

The alter,atiqe to the Aig ( (blt was,2t a ‘tali,ist pla,,ed 

eco,o:yv ffit was so:ethi,g :bch :ore i,clbsiqek e:erge,t 

a,d se.ierv ‘bstai,anility is se.y auer allv Fho wa,ts to get Biggy 

with it whe, yob thi,m the world is anobt to e,dO’ Fith obr 

gbidi,g philosophy ,a:ed a,d its core eco,o:ic pri,ciples 

dex,edk the ‘olarpb,m ‘ociety ,ow had its fob,datio, to nbild 

bpo,v The real worm – i:ple:e,ti,g the 811-year qisio, – had 

x,ally tame, its xrst steps o, a hb,dred-:ile tremv The Sbestio, 

faci,g bs ,owk as we :oqed fro: the anstract to the :ore 

practicalk was whether we were replaci,g o,e set of fairytale 

eco,o:ic pri,ciples with a,other Bbst as ansbrdv 
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12
Natural Growth and 
Radical Abundance

O ur governments and corporations made us believe that 

GDP increase,  or ‘economic growth’,  was the bee’s 

knees. The thin veil of credibility that story had has fallen off. 

Lately, there has been a lot of talk about following the ‘de-

growth’ movement and focusing on a Global Happiness Index 

instead of GDP. I love most of what these ideas stand for, 

but here’s why our Solarpunk society hasn’t aligned itself with 

them.

A Global Happiness Index (GHI) sounds like a banger, right? 

The idea of measuring a society’s progress on the collective 

happiness of its citizens rather than their productive output is 

a beautiful one, famously pioneered by Bhutan. In 1972, the 

teenage King of Bhutan found himself cornered at an airport 

(there were no airports in Bhutan at the time) by Indian jour-

nalists essentially asking, ‘So, your country is tiny, isolated and 

landlocked – what exactly is your Gross National Product?’ 

It was one of those attempted ‘gotcha’ moments designed 

to highlight Bhutan’s lack of industrial muscle, but the young 

king looked them in the eye and deadpan responded: ‘Gross 

National Happiness is more important than Gross National 

Product’ – or something to that effect.
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This off-the-top-of-the-head, quick-witted mic drop is the 

origin of the Index, not the result of decades of research by 

some academic committee. What started as a clever bit of 

footwork to dodge an awkward economic question ended up 

accidentally founding a global movement. Whatever its origins, 

it has inspired millions as a galvanising idea that focuses the 

attention on our humanity rather than productivity. But Bhutan 

is no utopia.

Bhutanese are still treated as subjects of a ruler rather than 

free citizens. Is it possible to be truly happy living under an ex-

treme hierarchy? Happiness is notoriously slippery to measure 

anyway. Countries like Norway are oMen ranked as some of the 

‘happiest’ in the world, yet they simultaneously grapple with 

some of the highest rates of loneliness and suicide – details 

oMen lost in overly abstracted data points. So what are we 

actually measuring when we say ‘overall happiness’? Eaterial 

needs met? Hedonistic attainment? Spiritual enlightenment? 

Vveryone has a different answer, so it seems.

Is it even all that bad to not be happy all the time? As a 

singular metric, happiness alone can be manipulated to excuse 

terrible things. It’s possible to imagine a population very happy, 

drugged on some chemical and trapped inside a RU-induced 

simulation while they are harvested for their energy like is 

the case in The Matrix. Or maybe the planetary water levels 

rise all around them while they are blissed out, only realising 

the cost of their happiness once it’s too late and they are 

suddenly drowning. There are many more dangerous ethical 

rabbit holes: the all-out political attack on the trans community 

or the ethnic cleansing of an ‘undesirable’ community could 

all be framed by bad actors as a way to increase overall hap-
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piness – just as politicians currently manipulate markets in 

every way they can in pursuit of gaming the graphs. A GHI 

could become a powerful tool for population control and social 

conditioning: toxic positivity on a nationwide level. filtimately, 

as a stand-alone yardstick, GHI is just not good enough.

Degrowth is another term doing the rounds here in Cyber-

time these days. But from a marketing perspective, ‘degrowth’ 

is just a straight-up dogshit name. No one is getting wet about 

the lips thinking about DVGUOWTH. The problem with it is 

less to do with the agenda it puts forward and more to do with 

the fact that it is a name based on a negation. It sounds like 

a lacking – like there will be less for me and you – when, in 

reality, it is arguing the exact opposite. No one can make a mass 

movement around degrowth because of our conditioning. 

What does it actually mean though, if you push past its 

branding? Degrowth illuminates the collective hypnosis of 

capitalism – the foundational myth that GDP is always a net 

bene0t to every citizen – when in fact, we know by now it’s 

oMen the opposite. Capitalist growth in 252F usually means 

someone has managed to enclose and sell a once free or 

cheaper product or service, manufacturing a false scarcity 

around it for a higher pro0t. When a health insurance company 

is inclined to be less deceitful to its customers (for example, 

because one of their CVOs got shot to death), it can and will 

literally be sued by its own shareholders for failing its LVGAL 

responsibility to maximise pro0ts, even if those pro0ts are 

made at the expense of severely sick and dying people. In 

the case of fiS health insurers, pro0t growth for anonymous 

shareholders is vastly more important than the lives of literally 

millions of fiS citizens they are supposedly in the business of 
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keeping healthy. This is not health insurance, it is a private 

sickness tax. These horrible examples exist more than ever 

today when we look around, but surely GDP growth wasn’t 

always a bad thing for the common person?

Defining Natural Growth

8or decades aMer WWII, GDP growth was actually pretty 

closely tied to rising average incomes and shared prosperity 

across Western societies. But around the 19Y5s, these trends 

diverged sharply. While GDP has continued to grow, the ben-

e0ts have been concentrated almost exclusively at the very top 

of the pyramid. So, the problem is not necessarily inherent in 

GDP growth itself. The issue, as always, is inequality. Whose 

interests are taken into consideration when chasing pro0ts and 

who bene0ts from those pro0ts? GDP measurements conve-

niently do not ask these questions.

The post-war social contract used to include a small but 

noticeable slice of the pro0ts pie going to support emerging 

middle classes. !et even they have increasingly been cut out of 

the equation. Workers were never considered when dividing 

the shares – and the planet we pillaged in the 0rst place, even 

less so.

Uather than abandoning GDP growth altogether, in Solar-

time, we called for a realignment – a realignment between 

human, technological and planetary needs. We argued that 

growth should bene0t not only human society but the rest of 

nature, too. Incentivising 0shermen to collect and sell waste 

plastic at sea with funding to kickstart it all, for example, 

created whole new, innovative industries around it – like au-
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tonomous aquatic mushroom farming. These industries all led 

to a growth in GDP, and everyone, including nature, was bet-

ter off because of it. In the same way the late-stage disaster 

capitalist cult has managed to monetise human misery, we set 

out to monetise happiness, harmony and the restoration of 

the commons. One way we did that was by investing in de-

centralised, community-owned renewable energy grids. They 

made our society less beholden to mega evil corps as well as 

dictators of foreign petrostates like Uussia, the fiS or the Saudis 

and increased GDP through an expansion of citizen power and 

wealth. This investment in citizens’ time, safety and creativity 

led to a much greater UOI than whatever crumbs we got in 

taxes from the old energy dinosaurs,1  which did see a vast 

reduction in pro0ts. Overall, this meant GDP went up because 

everyone was wealthier – not just a few CVOs.

As we built new hemp and weed farms and invested in 

psychedelic research, we saw a massive boom in both scienti0c 

and industrial investments, as well as many new conscious 

travellers visiting Scotland – for the wild mountains and even 

wilder guided mushroom trips. This drastically increased our 

GDP while having a net bene0t to the people involved as 

well as the environment, as eco-tourist companies were in-

centivised to keep the place tidy and something to be proud 

of. So far, over in Solartime, we have managed to meet our 

environmental targets while continuing to grow the economy 

– simply by seeing these goals as the same challenge, rather 

1. Sometimes, in countries so deeply bought and sold like the fiK or Australia, 

governments would even give more in subsidies to oil, gas and mining com-

panies than they receive back in taxes – despite those companies reporting 

bumper billions in pro0ts for shareholders. Eadnessfl
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than opposing ones. Growth is not our enemy nor is population 

increase or decrease, so long as we take into account the wider 

ecosystem we are growing into.

We are not technophobic back-to-the land peasants. Our 

innovation-driven GDP, every year for the past 0ve years, has 

outstripped many previous highs. Previously underfunded and 

abandoned towns are Jourishing as they are reclaimed and, 

at the same time, Scotland has seen the largest programme of 

rewilding in Vurope. We are by far the most carbon negative 

country, and our waters are safe havens for long depleted 

0sh to 0nally begin to heal and replenish. In environmental 

economics, this is called natural growth, as opposed to in0nite 

growth under capitalism.

The Problem With Infinite Growth

Sounds too good to be true again, doesn’t it? All this natural 

growth stuff. We are so trained to think that the way it hap-

pened before is the only way it can possibly happen again. The 

human creative mind is a prisoner of its own imprints from the 

past, so it seems.

As ffiason Hickel points out in his epic book Less is More, 

if capitalism is de0ned by the manufacturing of false scarcity, 

waste and fear, then the opposite system is less about degrowth 

and more about building an economic model of UADICAL 

ABfiNDANCV. Now, that is much better branding. That is a 

movement I could get behind and 0ght forfl

I already listed some of our good early wins over in Solar-

time, 0nding technological and economic niches that could 

exist in the Renn diagram between human and environmental 
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needs. But I would be dishonest if I claimed that was a su%-

cient response to one of the greatest dragons in economic 

theory: the belief in in0nite growth. Although no classical 

Cybertime economist is dumb enough to say it out loud, 

this is the real foundation of the Big C Cult.

The Solarpunk alternative to in0nite growth I’ve pre-

sented so far is incomplete if all it’s saying is, ‘Don’t worry, 

we can just have in0nite GUVVN growth insteadfl’. Vven if 

an alternative energy source to oil was 95; greener, let’s 

say, it  would still  eventually eat up the planet, if  only a 

bit slower. Vconomic productivity – even if it’s greener 

in comparison – leM unchecked, will eventually consume 

the entire planetary resources. On a very 0nite planet, the 

problem obviously isn’t the word ‘growth’X it’s the word 

‘in0nite’. 

The current Cybertime solution is simply expanding 

wasteful consumerism onto asteroids and into the cosmos. 

8irst off, the people striving for that are far too dumb and 

egotistical to successfully pull off even the 0rst stages of 

complexity needed for such a venture (see Vlon’s expensive 

Space& 0reworks). Secondly, is that really our future as 

humanity? Eindlessly expanding across the solar system, 

violently consuming everything we touch like the Rogon, 

Daleks or some amorphous Joating space cancer?

I want us to explore space but maybe there are higher 

intelligences out there that will only tolerate us when we 

are ready to explore with kinder intentions? 

Billionaire space-dystopia fantasies aside, if we don’t fun-

damentally factor in various growth and death cycles in our 

economic models as a feature rather than a bug back here on 
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Varth, we’re just postulating distracting nonsense on a boat 

about to go over the edge of a waterfall.

The Circular Solution

We had to start by not only designing our new spaces as circles 

but imagining our entire economy in cycles. The economy 

had to refocus from a linear build-to-break consumerism to a 

circular mend-modulate-and-repair communitarianism.

That didn’t mean people stopped buying things. It just meant 

things were used and reused around the economy much more 

than before. This opened up space for technological develop-

ment that doesn’t primarily focus on massive UOIs for vulture 

investors from selling brand-new items we don’t need that 

break within a week. Instead, in Solartime, we build long-life 

tech that can be repaired or upgraded modularly. There has 

been an exponential increase in U3D into recycled organic 

materials and new tech that can e%ciently and autonomously 

harvest useful metals and materials from products at the end 

of their life cycles. It’s peak alchemy: turning throwaways full 

of precious metals into gold bars.

Vvery revolution in history has led to the rise of a new class 

of self-appointed pricks. History shows us that if we leave so-

cietal decision-making to corrupt governments, corporations, 

kings or queens, all our sacri0ces will only ever buy us mo-

ments of temporary reprieve between one fascist we depose 

and the next bureaucratic wolf in sheep’s clothing that replaces 

them. At the same time, a political or social movement led 

by people who are fundamentally skint is a toothless tiger. In 

Solartime, we had to redirect the Jow of wealth, investing and 
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subsidising our way out of crisis. But unlike during CORID or 

the recent energy shocks – where chunks of tax-paid gov-

ernment funds were blindly handed over to pharmaceuticals, 

banks and oil companies – we invested it directly in the people 

themselves.

How We Flipped the Script on Wealth and 
Poverty

It’s hard to see how deep you are buried within a cult when no 

light penetrates from the outside. Vventually, the walls vanish 

altogether until it feels as though this is all there is, your entire 

universe shrinking down to a pinpoint. Or, if you do catch a 

glimpse of something beyond, all you hear about are even more 

violent and punitive alternatives than the reality you’re in – as 

if the only option is to escape 8ritzl’s basement for Eanson’s 

bunker. 8uck that for a choicefl

On the one hand, I might not be best placed trying to show 

you there really is light beyond the walls, given I have no back-

ground in maths or economics. But through some quantum 

fate, I’m the daM cunt that’s stuck here with you in Cybertime. 

On the other hand, it is probably a good thing I’m not an 

economist. When was the last time you kept your eyes open 

listening to a classical economist for more than 0ve seconds 

before you thought to yourself, I hope he doesn’t make love to 

his partner with that voice.

As you can imagine, I had some initial resistance to writing 

this part. I’m like the dude who returns to Plato’s Cave trying 

to explain to the inhabitants staring at shadows cast by puppets 
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on the wall that this is all just a cave, and there is a whole 

three-dimensional world out there. The problem is, we don’t 

really have the shared language for what exists outside the cave 

in the light. So, forgive me while I try to explain, to the best of 

my abilities, what a world outside the cult walls looks like.

I was a bit reluctant to write this part and open the Pandora’s 

box of Solartime economics, for fear of stepping into a hy-

per-intellectualised, jargonistic world that could either make 

you think I’m an idiot or, equally as bad, a boring cunt – or 

worse still: bothfl But if I were to brush over or ignore the 

economics of a Solarpunk world, I’d be missing out on its most 

vital organs: the beating heart that drives our gorgeous new 

planetary model – a model we have all the tools to build here 

in Cybertime too, should we wish to.

Inflate This, Bitch!

Let’s break down some classic ponzi banking basics, so we can 

agree what we are up against here before exploring what the 

alternatives might be. In Cybertime, the rich have a stealth 

weapon against the poor: inJation. Vveryone has heard of it, 

but few of us have a scooby what it actually means. At its core, 

inJation is a Jat tax on everyone. Vach year, central banks and 

governments devalue currency, effectively taking 1-F; of every 

person’s unspent income without consent. !our bank account 

balance might have stayed the same, but its purchasing power 

diminished. The only way to escape this is to have enough 

wealth to move your money into ‘investments’ that will outpace 

this quiet erosion of savings. 8or the poor who have little to 

save and nothing to invest, inJation acts as a poverty tax. It 
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penalises people for being poor. This deliberate devaluing of 

citizen savings to pay for foreign wars is starting to sound 

awfully like those bastard Uomans again.

We also have to confront the myth of what we think a bank 

is. Eost of us believe banks are a simple storage service: a safe 

place to keep our money. They aren’t simple and they don’t 

store your money for you. They take your deposits and invest 

them as their capital into all sorts of dodgy shit – from weapons 

manufacturing to surveillance tech and AI. If they make pro0t 

with your money, they keep all of it. If they lose your money, 

they just hope you don’t notice. If you were to ask for all of 

your money back at once and the bank had spent it on these 

gambles, they would take it from your neighbour’s account 

to pay you. But what happens when you and your neighbour 

want it out at the same time? What if everyone asked for their 

money back at the same time? That is called a bank run. As 

proof that the bank doesn’t store your money but spends it 

however it wishes, every historical run has collapsed the bank, 

leaving customers out to dry or, if they’re lucky, partially bailed 

out by taxpayers. In other words, workers of the world loan 

their meager wages each month to a shady bank that gambles 

with it, investing in awful shit and, when it loses, the same 

taxpayer has to bail them out. The entire system is a house of 

cards, a violent Ponzi scheme built on manipulating the trust 

of its users. If we all lose faith in the banks tomorrow and 

demand our money back, the entire system would collapse. It 

might feel satisfying to imagine such a collapse but in reality, 

it would immediately trigger a mass land and asset grab by 

those same thieving banks – which is exactly what happened 

in 2557 and 255Y. Banks facing collapse foreclosed on almost 
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all their middle-class mortgages,2  deliberately forcing millions 

of mortgage defaults and forced sell-offs. This was particularly 

prevalent among Black communities in the fiS – a country 

that has forever been deeply afraid of the idea of Black people 

owning property or the means of production like their white 

counterparts.

Now, most rental properties in the fiK, for example, are 

owned by fiS investment banks as a result of these land grabs. 

What an entirely broken system, where the banks win if they 

pro0t and still win when they lose. It’s a multi-level scam, held 

together by creating an ever larger scam on top of it. None 

of this even touches upon the ultimate scam of how banks 

actually create new money in the 0rst place. We can come back 

to that later.N 

In Solartime, we chose to build something different. As is 

the Solarpunk way, we started out using the economic tools 

that were around, only repurposed with a different motivation 

and incentive structure (which we will go over throughout the 

next chapters). Once we brought this new framework into our 

society, something truly remarkable began to happen: Eoney 

simply stopped mattering as much as it used to. It was no longer 

a key identi0er of success or the primary driver of human life. 

We kept a concept of money to help us trade and live, but 

paying off debts was no longer the sole reason to get out of bed. 

2. !ou don’t buy a house with a mortgage – in reality, it belongs to the bank until 

you pay it off, which nowadays might never happen. !ou are still a renter, except 

off of the bank rather than a landlord. Eortgage, by the way, comes from the 

8rench word for ‘death’ and ‘pledge’. Eake of that what you will...

N. David Graeber gives a deep dive into the history of banking and debt in his book 

Debt - The First 5.000 Years.
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The change was so gradual and seamless that almost none of 

us noticed our relationship with money change. But once our 

human souls were liMed from the constant state of paranoia 

and scarcity, allowed to return to a place of love and trust, 

money – the very thing so many used to pray for or try to 

‘manifest’ – became an aMerthoughtX a simple means rather 

than the ends in itself. Instead of scarcity, in Solartime, we 

mostly focused on the new connections that were coming into 

our lives. People began helping, giMing and serving one another 

– for free mostly and not because the state mandated it, but 

because they realised it felt good and was in their economic 

self-interest being both giver and receiver. 

What better starting point than the currency itself for me to 

kick off explaining how we built our Solartime environmental 

economics of abundance.
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13
The LOL, 

Our Eco-Sovereign 
Currency 

O ur new currency didn’t get off to a flying start. Currencies 

are valued based on trust, as well as speculation around 

their use and stories. All currency valuations are wide open to 

market manipulation, pump-and-dumps or rug pulls from both 

inside and out. Most global currencies used to be backed by a 

country’s gold reserves. It pegged the currency to real-world 

lumps of metal – even if loosely – like a ship’s anchor keeping 

the boat from driBing too far. Uut SP Nresident xiGon decided 

to rip up the 1old Ptandard one day in August 97fi9, changing 

the global reserve currency to a Eat currency – one backed by 

nothing but trust in their central bank.

In doing so, he attempted to wipe out billions in SP gov-

ernment debt. :ssentially, it was a default without calling it 

one. On that day in 97fi9, the world changed forever – although 

the dollar didn’t collapse overnight. xiGon ensured the dollar 

remained the world reserve currency through a deal with Paudi 

ArabiaW they would sell their oil eGclusively in dollars in return 

for SP military protection. Uut for those who could see it, a 

signal had been released. Te had entered the Enal, grubby 
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phase of crony capitalism – a phase marked by speculation, 

the erosion of public services and human rights, and a massive 

surge in Enancial products over real-world value, all while the 

oligarchs hoarded more and more wealth.

Khis was the beginning of a new phase built on pure, unadul-

terated, spiralling debt. Khe SP, S! and many other countries 

stopped being net producers and instead Ered all their workers, 

shut down the factories and mines and became net consumers. 

xational government debt blew up with no ways to ever re-

cover it. Khis led to a rapid acceleration in the boom-and-bust 

cycles of capitalism, with an increasing amount of outright 

pyramid schemes and scams forming all over the place. All 

those bubbles must burst eventually, and that’s why this latest 

phase of cyber corporatism passes the responsibility to clean 

up over to the state – or, more accurately, to us, the taGpayer. 

Nrivatised capitalist proEt with nationalised social debt. xice 

one, guysj

In Polartime, we obviously didn’t create Lust another Eat 

currency backed by a privatised central bank owned by a bunch 

of rich, anonymous foreigners. xor did we build a centrally 

managed economy with mini-Ptalins dictating every twist of 

every lever, or try to nestle our new economy in with the other 

corporate-owned bullies from the Test. Khat niche is well 

and truly saturated, and to be honest, it stinks in their locker 

room. Te went our own way, taking the best from past failed 

economies and miGing in some modern innovations, a healthy 

dose of common sense and some laughter too.

Our currency, the zOz – voted by citi‘ens as the best name 

because Dmoney is a fucking Loke’ – is fully digital with a 

transparent, open-source ledger. Te didn’t use the old tech 
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you might know as blockchain. Thile that was a brilliant Erst 

draB, it was a massive energy hog. Khe answer we settled on 

came from a different kind of distributed ledger technology 

called qirected Acyclic 1raph, or qA1. xow, that name sounds 

technical as hell, but the concept is beautifully simple and 

utterly Polarpunk. Khink of it like thisW A traditional blockchain 

is a single, linear chain of blocks. It’s like a train on a single 

track. A qA1, on the other hand, is a living, interconnected 

network. Instead of a linear chain, each new transaction con-

Erms multiple previous transactions in a web-like structure. 

It’s decentralised, fast and uses a tiny fraction of the power 

of a traditional blockchain. Khe more people use the net-

work, the faster and more secure it becomes. It’s like a vibrant 

ecosystem where every new bee that Loins the swarm helps to 

pollinate more flowers, strengthening the entire garden. In this 

metaphor, I’m an ant trying to eGplain (uantum mechanics to 

you )I wouldn’t be all that surprised if some ants knew more 

about (uantum physics than we doR.

Another key difference I can tell you about easily enough is 

the fact the currency is totally digital, with no printed money at 

all. Khe clan system transition re(uired us to move over many 

yearsW most places still accepted the old :nglish Nound while 

rolling out a nationwide campaign to ensure every citi‘en had 

an account with the Citi‘en’s Investment Uank )more on that 

in Chapter 9fiR, alongside a card and app to send and receive 

money. 4ightfully, there is suspicion around digital curren-

cies here in Cybertime, given how easily they can be used to 

track and spy on citi‘ens. As if that isn’t enough, 9-%V of the 

monetary value is lost per transaction from buyer to seller, 

instead landing directly in an intermediary bank that did almost 
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nothing of value to earn it. In Polartime, a single zOz coin 

circulates without banks eroding it down to nothing. Te have 

non-proEt versions of Mastercard and Hisa that don’t charge 

any transaction fees and our monetary and taG systems are truly 

transparent, as you will see on the neGt pages.

Backed by the Biosphere, Not Gold

Khe true innovation of our new currency lay in that it was 

backed not by gold, but by the ecosystem itself. Telcome to 

the potentially most technical bit of the entire book. Te spent 

so long talking about the myth of 1qN that we can’t even 

imagine a world not built around it. Indulge me while I geek 

out for a moment on metric measurement alternatives to 1ross 

qomestic Nroduct.

Khe zOz, our new Pcottish currency, is a form of eco-sov-

ereign currency pegged to the 0uman and Nlanetary 0ealth 

IndeG )0N0IR – an indeG which is a series of independent 

metrics used to cross-assess the regular health of Pcotland’s 

wilderness alongside our human health and wellbeing data. 

It’s our gold reserve, the economic anchor that (uite literally 

grounds us. Most hidden costs of capitalism are deliberately 

eGternalised from 1qN measurements and classic Enancial 

data )they have to be for the illusion to workR. Then you 

balance your economic trade with the ground upon which it is 

traded, it naturally internalises all those eGternalities classical 

economists so love to hide. Te no longer separated humans 

from nature in our calculations because they were never in 

opposition in the Erst place. That is good for the :arth is good 

for humanity in the long term. It therefore stands that what is 
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good for humanity is to be good to the :arth. Khat makes the 

most proEtable system one that grows with the planet in the 

long term – not in spite of it. 

:conomists love to boil all eight billion humans down to one 

average boring dude they call 0omo economicus. I prefer Uob. 

Uob makes every single decision in his life 9ffiffiV rationally, 

using pure reason, almost obsessively searching for how to 

maGimise his personal self-interest. Might Lust be me, but Uob 

sounds like a bit of a cunt. Polarpunk economists don’t work on 

random numbers floating around in vacuums with hypothetical 

Uobs. Kheir o2ces are at street level with busy doors. Ko come 

up with increasingly in-depth and multi-referenced metrics, 

they talk with ecologists, social care workers, seG workers, 

taGi drivers, local pub owners, priests and monks, as well as 

scientists from every Eeld. Khree of my personal favourite 

metrics aren’t even Polarpunk inventions. Khey eGist here in 

Cybertime.

The Genuine Progress Indicator (GPI)W the 1NI is our 

1qN version F.ffi, adLusting traditional economic data by dis-

tinguishing between beneEcial growth and Ddefensive’ costs. It 

counts personal consumption Lust like 1qN, then adds costs for 

unpaid societal contributions )like parenting and volunteeringR 

before subtracting for social and environmental harm )such as 

pollution, crime and resource depletionR. It reveals whether a 

nation’s Enancial gain is coming at the eGpense of its long-term 

social capital. :ssentially, it’s a tool to spot economic bubbles.

The Happy Planet Index (HPI)W the 0NI is a measure of 

ecological e2ciency that calculates how effectively a nation 

converts natural resources into long, happy lives. Uy dividing 

a population’s well-being and life eGpectancy by its ecological 
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footprint, it challenges the idea that high consumption e(uals 

a high standard of living. Khe 0NI highlights societies that 

achieve peak human outcomes while remaining within the 

planet’s regenerative boundaries.

Gross National Happiness (GNH)W pioneered as a gov-

ernance framework by Uhutan, 1x0 posits that the purpose 

of the state is to foster collective harmony rather than mere 

market activity. It evaluates progress across nine holistic do-

mains, including psychological well-being, cultural resilience 

and work-life balance to ensure that policy decisions support 

the spiritual and community health of the population as much 

as their material needs.

Obviously, gathering this depth of data and professionally 

analysing it without bias was a massive challenge. Te relied 

on human and machine minds to calculate and analyse the 

data. Thile these metrics were occasionally imperfect and in-

accurate on their own, when cross-referenced and synthesised 

into our 0N0I, they gave us the most informed assessment of 

what was happening. Te no longer wanted to mask ine(uality 

but search and root out the runaway contributors. Khe 0N0I 

helped us End out where we should focus our efforts Erst.

The Mechanism of Natural Growth and Con-
traction

If the overall 0N0I said things were improving, our currency 

pool could grow, meaning we could create some more money 

and share it round without causing deflation or inflation. Then 

the metrics signal a healthy environmental economy, any in-
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vestment of fresh money supply is likely to increase produc-

tivity and beneEt citi‘ens overall. Khis process is managed by 

the Algorithmic Ptability Mechanism )APMR – and don’t worry, 

that’s the very last acronym I’m going to drop here.

4ather than Eltering the money through commercial banks 

and losing most of it, new digitally created currency would be 

distributed in the form of an increased contribution towards 

the Citi‘en’s qividend )something we will come back to soonR. 

If the environmental economy had issues for any reason – a 

crash in biodiversity or water (uality – the currency would 

contract and we would all have to share the pain till we found a 

way to recover. Nlanetary pain became our pain, and pain can 

be a great motivator sometimes. ;or eGample, some economic 

productivity measured in 1qN would occasionally shrink as 

the price of housing fell – line go down is usually reported 

as a disaster but in our eGperience, the standard of living, 

sense of community and general happiness all went up at the 

same time. Khis happened when more free neighbourhood 

childcare collectives sprouted up. It meant something that cost 

parents a fortune was now basically free and only re(uired 

irregular volunteering, which actually helped develop another 

need very much lackingW our need for trust and connection. 

Te needed each other again and that felt good. More peo-

ple re(uired less money to survive as more eGpensive things 

became provided as part of the commons. :ven falling 1qN, 

when included in our much wider 0N0I, can actually balance 

out as a net positive overall.   

Khis, then, was our zOz moment – the absolute Enancial 

and philosophical boot-to-the-baws of the engine powering 

the old Uig C Cult. Te swapped out 1qN worship with nuanced 
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maps that approGimated a much more relevant truth and set 

of priorities for most beings. Te made a healthy planet our 

anchor. Khis was the pure zOz geniusW by tying every single 

zOz in every pocket directly to the health of the whole damn 

ecosystem, us included, we guaranteed that the most proEtable 

thing anyone could do was look aBer the collective. 0armony 

wasn’t Lust some soB fairy tale. It was honest-to-fuck good 

business.

Captain Braveheart and the Rig of Doom

That I have avoided telling you so far is that all these metrics 

and measurements are great, yet still, in our early years, the 

economy and the state of the environment took a kicking. I 

never planned to be so involved in Ending an answer as to why, 

but sometimes life sends you on the kind of side (uests that 

end up being more epic than the main mission.

zO;I and I became friends aBer I plucked up the courage 

to speak to her that Erst time, back when she was working 

her shiB as a Community 1uardian. I never asked her out on 

a date or anythingY I’ve always been a pro at putting myself 

s(uarely in the friend ‘one. Te eGchanged socials, shared a few 

funny memes and soon realised that neither of us liked small 

talk. Then we’d meet for coffee, we went straight to the deep 

shit. zO;I had emigrated to Pcotland in Fffi9%, curious about 

what our independence could mean for the world – especially 

coming from a country like 1ermany, which is still redeEning 

its place internationally. Phe too had been sorely disappointed 

by how the promises and dreams didn’t match up to the actual 

outcome. Phe wasn’t there at the month-long rave outside the 
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Narliament since she wasn’t much of a raver back thenY more 

of a one-on-one person who liked (uiet (uality time over big 

groups. I, on the other hand, am a Erework waiting to eGplode 

most of the time, desperate for constant stimulation, action and 

adventure. Te were never the same – nor did we ever try to be 

– but we went together like a morning roll and vegan s(uare 

sausage.

Then the clan system started to emerge post-Interdepen-

dence-rave, zO;I was there supporting and lending a hand 

– organising, baking, arranging spaces and making sure the 

Ener details were attended to before people arrived. Tithout 

people like zO;I, (uietly weaving the structures and hold-

ing them together, we couldn’t have gotten anything off the 

ground. Then a call-out for Community 1uardian volunteers 

went round the clans, zO;I hesitated at Erst. Phe, like so 

many women, had eGperienced male violence and confronting 

them in the streets didn’t sound like something she’d be keen 

on. —et something inside nudged her to put her name on the 

list regardless. zO;I has got a way of creating a (uiet pocket 

around her, where folk end up unpacking their heaviest secrets 

without even realising they’ve started. Phe must have been 

some kind of witch in a previous life. In this one, at the least, 

she’s an empath through and through. Uut as with most em-

paths, she struggles to see herself with the same compassion 

she directs towards others. :specially here in Cybertime, we 

tend to be convinced early on that we are the broken ones – 

not the system we constantly attempt and fail to adLust toY that 

our greatest superpowers are our greatest weaknesses.

Then I invited zO;I to one of the early Polarpunk Pociety 

meetups – o2cially to see what was going down, but secretly 
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to impress her with the volunteer work I had been doing – I ac-

cidentally dragged her into a world of international espionage 

and counter-terrorism that, (uite literally, leB us gasping for air 

on a nearly sinking ship as we were trying to End out what was 

tanking our new currency so bad.

I wish I had never considered the (uestion. It was one that 

took me and zO;I on a Lourney all the way to the tiny islands 

of Phetland, in the most northerly parts of Pcotland, where in 

the dark of free‘in-yer-baws-aff night, we had to clamber onto 

a tiny motorless boat.

Dqude,’ she recoiled, Dthis is a weird-ass cruise. There the 

heck are you taking me 1Ix?6’

Uefore zO;I could Enish her protest, she was interrupted 

by her own involuntary, full-body boak as the captain ignored 

her attempted sentence and crammed her under an oil-stained 

camouflage tarp that stank of Esh guts and old Eshermen’s feet.

DI might have been eGaggerating slightly when I called it a 

cruise, but hey, it’s an adventurej’

All colour had leB zO;I’s face, so I (uickly added, D—ou’re up 

for this still6’ 

Khe captain pulled his chin right back into his neck, his 

bloodshot eyes telepathically telling me to get a fuckin’ move 

on.

zO;I straightened – as much as that’s possible under a tarp 

– and said Ermly, with a flash of cheeky temper, D—er a wee 

Lobby. Uut we’re here now, so let’s Lust get it over with.’

I was delighted by how naturally the phrase rolled off her 

tonguej

DAye, thanks. I really appreciate it. Porry if I ma–’ but the 

captain’s scold interrupted me from the back.
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D4ight. Phut it ya pair a loved-up pricks. Te have a mission, 

mind6’

I blushed and scrambled into a small storage boG up front 

with a tiny spyhole, looking out the side of the boat into the 

blackened xorth Pea.

Uraveheart was a Esherman and the red-nosed captain of the 

rickety lump of wood and nails he told us was his boat. Tith a 

(uick yoink and a push off the harbour wall, the sea started to 

rock and roll beneath us, playing right into our guts, desperate 

to make us spew and feed the Esh all around us. It was going 

to be a long, free‘in’ trip. Po long, in fact, that even the sun got 

bored and went to bed.

It wasn’t until hours later that an immense amount of light 

burst through the spyhole into my boG and I Lolted awake. ABer 

some blinding Erst seconds, I could eventually make out the 

burning lights in the distanceW a roaring plume of deep black 

smoke with huge flames underneath in the middle of the open 

ocean, rising high into the sky. I went into a full-on coughing Et, 

hacking and choking as the thick air stripped the breath right 

out my lungs.

Then I had Enally managed to pull myself together, I (uietly 

sneaked out of my hiding boG and crawled over to the stinky 

Esh cover. I approached the olfactorily traumatised zO;I like 

I would an inLured wild animal and sure enough, the second I 

touched her, she pounced up.

DArewethereyet6’ she muttered monotonously. It was as if 

she’d been saying that sentence in her head for hours on re-

peat. 

Te both temporarily forgot where we supposedly were, 

what we were supposed to be doing and all our supposed 
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fucking training as we Lust instinctively embraced for a deeply 

needed cuddle.

Khe oil rig looked like it was falling apart in the approach-

ing distance. Sp-close, you could see it was covered in clams 

and bird shit. Inside, as we discovered, was a fully functioning 

military operation run by the :nglish Pecret Pervice, MI….

Khe 1reat Clan 1athering had deliberately turned off the 

last oil rig back in FffiFffi – or so we thought. Te had decommis-

sioned them but leB them dormant, able to be reignited only as 

an absolute emergency measure. In environmental economics, 

eGtracting a Enite resource like oil from the middle of the xorth 

Pea to pump it back and separate it all at signiEcant cost – 

Lust to burn it for energy – makes no sense whatsoever. xot 

only because of the devastating impact on the environment 

and the future economy, but because solar, wind and wave tech 

massively outcompete the old polluters in almost every way 

nowadays.   

ABer our independence, someone had clearly messed up. 

Te were all so busy with everything else that no one had 

really kept proper tabs on all the decommissioned oil rigs. 

Maybe it was negligence, maybe someone got paid off. xow, 

as me and zO;I floated towards this particular rig, it dawned 

on us that the corporations the :nglish government works for 

were running a secret command post Lust inside our upper sea 

border, right under our noses.

Uraveheart rowed up stealthily under the cover of darkness 

– no engines – while we were holding our breath and s(uee‘-

ing our sphincters. qangling on the edge of this so-called 

boat, oGygen masks on, against all our instincts, me and zO;I 

fell backwards into the free‘ing water, Lust as we had in our 
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two-day training course at the 1orbals swimming pool. Te 

attempted to swim like seals so as not to create many waves 

above, but I had failed the seal-swimming part of the course 

Eve times before I passed. xow panicking like fuck, I floun-

dered about like a big gurning Esh, the nerves miGed with the 

movement making me need to fart so bad. Khe bubbles as they 

popped were sure to give us away, but luckily, Uraveheart took 

the heat away from my flatulent folly.

Khe mad Esherman captain had Dvoluntarily’ signed up to 

take us aBer losing a drunken bet in the pub the night before. 

0e bet there was less bacteria on the bar’s kitchen counter 

than there was inside the gents’ toilet. xow, Uraveheart had 

to either eat his dinner from the toilet lid or take us out on 

his boat the neGt day. 0e still seemed drunk when he picked 

us up, but at least he had kept his side of the bargain. ABer 

he dropped us off in position and Lust as we were swimming 

towards the Erst deep concrete pillars that went all the way 

to the seabed, he rowed away into a bright spotlight on the 

opposite side. Te found the base of a stepladder and used 

it to gently come to the surface, when we saw his outline in 

the distance. Tilling as much strength as possible, he rammed 

his fragile wee boat into a pillar under the spotlight. ABer a 

minuteL nothing happened. Collecting his breath and taking 

a wee swally from his hip flask, he resorted to shouting as if 

he had drunkenly hit his head during the collision. Then that 

still didn’t get the attention he was looking for, he moved to 

plan U – Lumping on his half-cooked, half-drowned radio and 

shouting for POP.

DAch aye, this is alpha bravo charlie mango fuckin tango. zis-

ten here whoever is in that bloody abomination in the middle 
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of the sea. A’ve Lust woke up and your bloody rig had gotten 

in the ways of ma wee boat. —e’ve goan an fucked the rudder 

while I wis Lust havin a wee nap. 1onnae sumwan get oot here 

and gies a haun or wit6j OH:4.’

Te could feel the commotion up above. Pomeone had heard 

him this time. Poldiers were scrambled from their beds and 

sent running toward Uraveheart’s side of the rig. I swear, I could 

feel the commander’s arse cheeks heat up as alarms went off all 

over the greasy Loint. Khis was meant to be a top-secret military 

location that drunken Pcottish Eshermen weren’t supposed to 

Lust bump into without them noticing.

Khey had taken Uraveheart’s bait, and it had leB us a chance 

to complete our task. Te hadn’t factored in them opening Ere 

on Uraveheart, though. Te thought they’d at least want to try 

and capture him for (uestioning. Khe guilt and utter fucking 

helplessness I felt was the most horriEc gut-wrenching feeling 

of my life. I had roped this poor guy into helping us over a 

stupid drunken bet, and now he was a sitting duck in a rowing 

boat stranded in the middle of the free‘ing xorth Pea, being 

shot at by some kind of :nglish special forces.

Pcottish Eshermen are tough cookies, though.

DAah ye’s think yer a bunch a hard cunts do yee’s6’ I could 

hear him cackle through the sound of ricocheting bullets pen-

etrating the water. DThy don’t yee’s come doon here and I’ll gie 

yee’s a fair s(uare go, ya shower a shite6 —er nutin’ but a pair a 

big granny’s knickers. —ee’s dinnae huv two baws between the 

lot a yeesj’

Old Eshermen were always mental cunts. Khey were our new 

guardians of the sea and Uraveheart wasn’t going anywhere 

without a Eght. Thile my flight response was emptying my 
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bladder, his Eght response was pumped up to eleven, boGing 

the cold, steamy air in front of his mouth. quring a hail of 

bullets, he slowly pulled his waterproof )but not bulletproofR 

dreichs doon to his ankles. Khere we were, fro‘en half to death, 

stuck to a lawless and very angrily vibrating concrete pillar 

a hundred miles away from the middle of fucking nowhere, 

watching as a man bared his cold blue arse cheeks. 0e even 

gave the gobsmacked soldiers illuminating the scene with their 

spotlights a wee sneak preview of the back of his hairy baws. 

Khey were so freakishly big, even we could see them dangling 

proud. :verything started to feel unreal, like this was all Lust a 

simulation. Tas !eanu 4eeves playing Tilliam Tallace in the 

Pcottish MatriG se(uel Bravebaws with some protective shield 

shining oot his arsehole6

All this madness was deEnitely off-script, deeply unprofes-

sional, dangerous – and utterly perfect. It drew all attention 

to the other side of the rig. All I had to do was climb up the 

ladder on the pillar and pull out the PTU.9  Apparently, it 

would do the rest itself. Pome mad cunt from 1lasgow had 

invented the hacking device while full of speed one night at 

a hackathon event. 0e managed to hack into all the cooncil 

computers and wreaked havoc, reprogramming tra2c lights for 

a laugh and making automatic doors shut on distracted screen 

addicts. 4ather than Lailing him, the Polarpunk Pociety gave the 

mad Lunkie genius a Lob designing cool shit as a result of their 

restorative Lustice programme.

0is device could hack any computer from a fair distance, but 

I still had to get it as close as possible. zO;I’s nudge reminded 

9. Pneaky Tee Uastard
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me it was my time to act, but I shat it. I clung to the bottom 

of the ladder, floating still in the putrid water, surrounded by 

festering, stinking waste. zO;I nudged me again and gave me 

the look. ;or once though, not even a woman’s death stare 

seemed to kick me into action.

Then she found out what that initial meeting was all about 

– the one I had invited her to for a totally non-date date – she 

begged me not to sign up for anything silly. Khe scientists did 

their best to eGplain and inspire us invited guests into action, 

eGcept scientists and researchers aren’t oBen the best at hyping 

things up. qry data points sent one half of the room to sleep, 

and the implicit danger of the proposed mission – with no 

fame, money or reward at the end of it – made the other 

half need the toilet when the time came to volunteer. Te had 

arrived late and were sitting right at the front, in the only two 

seats leB – the spot in the room where the silence felt the most 

tense and sticky. zO;I later told me it had only lasted a few 

minutes, but by Phiva,F  it felt like I had fallen head-Erst into 

a timeless black hole. I couldn’t help myself and, daring not to 

look in zO;I’s direction, my mouth involuntarily blurted out, 

D;SC! IKj’ while my hand rapidly scribbled my name down on 

the sign-up sheet, all before zO;I could rugby-tackle me away 

from it.

Phe didn’t talk to me for the rest of the night. Or the neGt day. 

I tried to convince her it would all be O! and I’d be back before 

sunrise with fresh coffee on. Phe knew I was full of shit, and 

my bad cruise Lokes and damage-limitation efforts only made 

F. Phiva is the 0indu deity of destruction and transformation, responsible for 

dissolving the universe to allow for its eventual rebirth.
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things worse. Phe was partly pissed because I had betrayed my 

agreement not to volunteer, but mostly because she knew that 

there was no way she was going to let me do it on my own – 

despite her hating the cold, boats and being out aBer bedtime.

—et here we were, clinging to a fucking lump of concrete in 

a fro‘en wasteland in the pitch black xorth Pea, the sound of 

gunEre omnipresent.

Pometimes, moments like that turn a worrier into a warrior. 

I felt zO;I’s grasp between my legs while she maintained per-

fectly silent eye contact.

Wow, really? Here? Now? My dirty mind twisted and turned 

before I even managed to recognise what was really happening. 

Phe had ripped the PTU out of the secret pouch on my inner 

thigh while Uraveheart, his baws still half-dangling out, roared, 

D;4:::::::qOOOOOOOMj’ 

zO;I took that as the starting pistol to bolt halfway up 

the wrought-iron ladder, ascending towards the hail of bullets 

despite the many missing steps.

I was in shock.

I was in love.

zike a ninLa mouse perfectly at ease in the shadows, she 

lay against the ladder, undetectable under the feet of the 

stressed-out passing guard. I pissed myself – literally this time. 

I could feel the li(uid fear rolling down my legs inside my 

specialised dry suit. xot my Enest moment, but at least I Enally 

knew I had to profess my love to zO;I if we survived this 

surreal Kom Cruise situation.

Our Uraveheart captain had somehow managed to get his 

troosers back on and row himself into the safety of the sur-

rounding darkness. Most of the snipers had given up trying to 
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kill him and instead began pinching themselves to see if they 

were dreaming. I think Uraveheart’s saving grace was the fact 

he was blootered – totally wasted, pished at the wheel – with 

the boat going more leB and right than forward most of the 

time. I don’t know if I believed Uraveheart the Erst time he told 

me he knew he was not going to die. 0e had seen his death in a 

vision, out at sea, stuck in a massive storm. Khere was no storm 

tonight. Tho knows if he was giBed or Lust psycho. :ither way, 

he had a huge set of baws.

4ight at that moment, the PTU in zO;I’s hand turned green. 

Khat was a good sign, apparently. Phe calmly slipped the PTU 

up her sleeve as if she had been doing this spy shit for decades, 

then casually and (uietly climbed down the ladder and into my 

shivering arms below. Te had done itj Tell, the other two had 

done most, but I got to witness it allj

DI think I really fancy you, zO;I. ActuallyL I love you,’ I 

whispered abruptly to her.

It wasn’t a pretty Erst kiss – at the bottom of a rusty ladder, 

where the free‘ing air met the putrid smell of oil and rotting 

rubbish, us smooshing our faces together, awkwardly clanging 

while trying to avoid the oGygen masks that covered most of 

our faces. Te laughed, and once the lovers’ ha‘e wore off, we 

masked back up and sank under the waves, swimming together 

towards the tracker on Uraveheart’s bullet-ridden boat – or 

what was leB of it. As we surfaced nearby, zO;I looked pu‘-

‘led.

D:m, 1Ix1:4U:A4q. Te’re going to sink if we travel back 

in that sieve.’

Dqon’t worry about the practicalities so much,’ I managed to 

say before a long hairy arm pulled me up onto the boat. 
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I had never been so deliriously happy to see this man and 

his smelly boat. Khe bullet holes helped air it out somewhat 

and I could Enally empty the piss-Elled right leg of my suit into 

the sea. Uy the grace of the goddess of the sea, we somehow 

managed to still float.

Then we Enally set off, huddling under the camouflage tarp, 

zO;I let her weight sink onto my shoulder, gently tucking her 

chin into my neck.

D1Ix1:4U:A4q6’ she whispered. DI love you too.’

As zO;I turned, her face came nose-to-nose with mine. Our 

eyes locked and she clasped my cheeks with both hands. Te 

smiled in silence. ABer a suspended pause, she pulled back 

involuntarily and laughed. D—ou stink of Esh.’

Phe was right.

qespite the many intense smells, we wet-cuddled as we 

weaved leB and right, two slippery sea slugs listening to the 

cackles of a LustiEably cocky captain. Plowly and safely, Urave-

heart got us back to the still Phetland shores. Uy the sheer luck 

of the salty salutations of the sea, the special forces from the oil 

rig never gave chase in their much faster boats. Maybe because 

they thought it was a trap, maybe they thought Uraveheart was 

a ghost, or maybe they Lust didn’t want to see his big hairy baws 

ever again. Khanks to Uraveheart and his big blue bum, along 

with zO;I and her secret spy skills, we had successfully hacked 

the 4ig of qoom.
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14
From Treachery to 

Triumph

O nce me and LOFI had had a good rest and about three 

showers to get rid of the stink, we headed to the So-

larpunk Society office. It was there that the reality set in of what 

we had found. The data revealed that almost from day one 

of our independence, England and its corporate puppet mas-

ters had been secretly sabotaging our every Solarpunk effort. 

MOSS, one of the volunteer researchers, sat us down. They 

were wrestling with excitement and nervousness, desperate 

and terrified to summarise the data they had scraped from the 

hacked computer on the Rig of Doom.

‘Operation SludgeFest. Capital S, capital F; officially dis-

gusting,’ MOSS blurted out, frantically tapping their datapad. 

‘The plan was sickeningly simple and they’ve been running 

it since 2017. They’ve been smuggling in tonnes of industri-

al runoff, right under our noses. I’m talking about barrels of 

concentrated, high-hazard industrial waste – lorry aGer lorry, 

tanker aGer tanker crossing our land and sea border. I think 

their hedge funds were massively short-selling the LOL coin, 

betting that their toxic assault would force a currency con-

traction and make those in the know massive profits through 

our demise. The exact same tactic they have been using for 
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decades. Remember the whole ?amestop dramaW !hen they 

tried the same on a failing company but retail investors trolled 

the hedge funds en masse by last-minute buying up ?ameStop 

stocks, pushing the price back upW’

‘!ait, forget ?amestop for a minute. !hit the fuck are you 

sayin’ about our situationW There’s a huge clandestine mass 

poisoning of the entirety of Scotland, all in an attempt to 

contract our new currency because we pegged it to the envi-

ronmentWj’

MOSS nodded and my eyes widened.

‘They secretly poison our ecosystems so that people and 

animals get sick, the metrics go down, the currency contracts 

– and we all lose money because of itW !ait–’ I interrupted 

myself, ‘what about the citizens of EnglandW They rely on 

our resources tooj !ater for example. !hoever is behind this 

obviously has no allegiance to them whatsoever since they’re 

making huge amounts of money betting on their environmental 

terrorism succeedingW’

MOSS nodded again. ‘Essentially yes. That’s what’s been 

happening since 2017 it seems.’

‘Fuck me, that’s a lot to take in.’

My head was spinning.

LOFI used the pause to Uump in.

‘Right, that’s totally fucked up. !hat do we do nowW !e can’t 

suddenly start checking every single lorry and boat coming 

from England.’ 

‘If it only were a few boats and lorries,’ MOSS said. ‘They’ve 

been aerial sprayingj :sing their military spy planes and drones 

that our radar can’t detect to dump forever-chemicals miles up 

in the atmosphere. The data trail is conclusiveP they knew these 
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AFOfl and AFOS derivatives cause multi-mammalian cancers. 

That’s deliberate ecocide. I’m sure it must be a war crime of 

some kindW flnd they’ve been tampering with our weather, 

tooj InUecting heavy metals to induce Boods in the Central 

Helt, while likely triggering those droughts last year in the 

Jighlands. !e even found evidence they might have leveraged 

JflflRA technology to deliberately excite our ionosphere for 

even more extreme localised weather events.’

‘My Helenus,1  this is proper Names Hond shit we are up 

against,’ I whispered. ‘It’s like they were trying to poison us 

from every possible angle at once. Stamp out our environmen-

tal economics alternative experiments before it could even 

begin. Shit, are we the new CubaW’

MOSS nodded sharply. ‘It’s a blockade made of toxins. Jave 

I mentioned they’ve Booded the ?ulf Stream with human 

waste, tooW flll of that shit directly swims up to pollute our new 

protected waters. It’s an absolute disasterj’

LOFI had clapped a hand over her mouth and stared at 

MOSS in silence.

They leaned in, their voice now dropping to a theatrical, 

anxious whisper, and continued. ‘I saved the worst bit for last. 

Someone, an internal operative, has been using micro-ex-

plosives to systematically breach decommissioned underwater 

nuclear waste facilities, causing a slow-burn, steady-state leak-

age of low-level nuclear waste directly into the Clyde estuary. 

They’ve been doing this for the past two years. The leakage 

rate is terrifying, but it was designed to be Uust below the 

1. Helenus is an ancient Celtic sun god associated with light, healing and the 

seasonal festival of Heltane.
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threshold of immediate regulatory alarm. This is worse than a 

devalued currency.’

I was about to faint and LOFI looked like she’d be right 

behind me. Since there was no more comment from our sides, 

MOSS concluded their bombshell report.

‘!e have to depopulate the entire upper Clyde valley. qow.’

‘Seems like the English didn’t Uust leave the Uannies behind 

at Faslane Hase,’ was the only retort I could muster.

!e had trusted the smile, the Hritish politeness of our coun-

terparts down south. !e knew they weren’t happy with what 

we were doing but never truly considered the intricate levels 

they would go to to destroy us – even hurting their own cit-

izensj I guess they were Uust as expendable in whatever game 

they were playing, and we weren’t the first to fall for the smile. 

Millions of their victims have seen it beforeP the British Empire 

where the sun never sets, which – as many might astutely 

point out – means even the sun doesn’t trust the Hritish in 

the dark. England has a long history of viewing Scotland as 

their dumping groundP from the Jighland Clearances starving 

out our clans and subsistence farmers to make way for their 

sheep, to historic amounts of unreported nuclear dumping at 

Faslane and across Scotland. The treachery goes way back and 

continues to this day. Like a sullen narcissistic ex, it’s as if they 

are now telling us, ‘If we can’t have you, no one canj’ 

!e weren’t going mad at least. The currency was tanking, 

aye, but we finally knew why – and it wasn’t the fault of our 

Solartime efforts. If anything, they were mitigating the horren-

dous acts of environmental terrorism. 

!hat the fuck were we going to do about the emergency on 

our handsW ?o to warW qo one had any desire for violence. It 

203



was blatantly obvious what shitholes that would lead to. Maybe 

though, if we looked closely enough, hidden in the chaos, there 

were some new possibilities – new frontiers of opportunity.

‘Most urgent priority is the evacuation and clean up,’ MOSS 

said. ‘The second is defence to save the environment and the 

economy. The ESC design has a huge vulnerabilityP if the JAJI 

metrics crash, the whole money supply has to contract. !e 

need a firewall if this happens again.’

LOFI had overcome the first shock and snapped her fingers. 

‘fl sovereign wealth fund, like the qorwegiansW fl rainy-day 

fundW’2 

‘Exactly,’ MOSS affirmed. ‘fl precautionary reserve. !e need 

to invest some taxes from our new economies and convert 

them into a strategic reserve of highly li$uid, external assets – 

like foreign currencies and valuable metals, for example. This 

reserve might buy us enough time to endure and even clean up 

the unexpected mess without complete financial paralysis.’

I nodded slowly. ‘flnd the JAJI itselfW If the value of our 

entire economy is pegged to some data points, what stops a 

politician or a corporate prick from bribing a bureaucrat or two 

to fudge the numbers like some Soviet crop yield reportW’

‘That’s why we can’t rely on a single monolithic metric. 

Our JAJI must be a transparent, high-dimensional basket of 

indices. Jundreds of independently curated and audited stats 

with multiple overlapping inputs. If anything, uncovering this 

2. qorway’s 52-trillion-plus sovereign wealth fund holds roughly 1.%( of all global 

listed e$uities to secure the nation’s post-oil future. Hy investing surplus pe-

troleum revenues strictly in foreign assets rather than at home, it shields the 

domestic economy from inBation while ensuring national wealth isn’t wiped out 

if oil prices crash.
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treachery tells us we should expand our metrics beyond our 

own borders and include the whole planet. Corruption is a lot 

less likely with multiple cross-referenced vantage points.’

!hen the English launched their dirty war, their goal was 

clearP to deliberately poison the metrics of our Juman and 

Alanetary Jealth Index )JAJIV, triggering the fllgorithmic Sta-

bility Mechanism )flSMV to contract the LOL and send our 

entire economy into a death spiral. !e had tried to internalise 

all the ‘externalities’ and realign our economy with the envi-

ronment and humanity. qow the old bulls of the Hig C Cult 

wanted to weaponise our greatest strength against us. They bet 

big money that a small nation – seemingly so chaotic from the 

outside, struggling to find its feet – couldn’t withstand such 

targeted, widespread damage.

They were wrong. The catastrophe didn’t destroy us, it was 

our catalyst. Once the cat was out the bag, it triggered a state 

of furious hyper-innovation to find solutions. The idiots at the 

wheel of the Hig C Cult saw, once again, their tactics didn’t 

work – in fact, they had the opposite effect. From embargoed 

Cuba to Iran, the more they s$ueezed and tried to choke the 

people, the more the people unified and galvanised resistance, 

and the more innovative the solutions became. 

Fleet Melty McMeltface and Friends

Huilt on the newly reinvigorated high-tech Clyde shipyards, 

our Beet of autonomous boats does exactly what it says on the 

tin. Led by the Bagship enterprise Melty McMeltface and built 

specifically to counteract the surge of illegal ocean dumping, 

Melty and the gang have turned a problem into a solution. qot 
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with guns and million-dollar torpedoes, but by going around 

autonomously collecting oceanic and fresh-water plastic and 

waste – shite leG by fishermen and now the English gov-

ernment. The ships melt it down and reform it into different 

varieties of pellets that are fed to various genetically trained 

mycelium. Most of the resulting mushrooms aren’t the tastiest 

for eating, but they have tons of medicinal properties and can 

be used as a cheap leather replacement. The boats, with their 

self-generating mycelium farms and automated waste collec-

tion, have robotic arms that pick and package the harvested 

mushrooms, too. !hen they come back to dock, they drop off 

crates of mushrooms ready for distribution, grab some empty 

crates from the last boat and head back out. Their combo of 

wind, wave and solar power means they only need to come 

back to shore when they have a full batch of mushrooms ready 

to share at any of the collection points that have popped up all 

around our rugged wee coastline. Short of annual maintenance 

and any upgrades, the Beet of boats hardly ever interacts with 

humans. In fact, they speak a lot more with animals than hu-

mans using their ML? )our term for flIV brains. That’s because 

the boats also serve as autonomous researchers, recording the 

sights and sounds of the sea to help track wildlife numbers, 

with some even trying to learn the languages and dialects of 

local dolphins, whales and other curious beings that call the 

sea and lochs their home. One boat even claimed to have 

conversed with qessy up in Loch qessj

The whole proUect is run by former fishing communities that 

had almost died off completely. They do occasionally go out 

with the boats when they want to – trails of dolphins oGen 

follow the boats, as curious about us as we are of them. Hut 
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no one needs to be taken from their families for weeks on end 

anymore. This is not a proUect run by one single evil corp with 

vulture capitalists funding it, looking to expand their profits 

annually. This is a community-owned proUect from inception 

to completion. Fishermen don’t need to identify or s$uabble 

over who owns the boxes of mushrooms returned to land 

because they are everywhere. This new abundant harvest, ap-

pearing on our shores, has led to the creation of countless new 

businesses and industries – vegan leather, artists, shoemakers, 

fertile composts for farming; you name it. Our new nationalised 

pharmaceutical industry loves them too. The mushrooms have 

an incredible ability to suck not only microplastics but also 

heavy metals out of cells and organs. flGer a medicinal mush-

room purge, your turd is so heavy it might crack the toilet 

bowl. fl worthy side effect, I’d say, for the health benefits aGer 

decades of getting slowly poisoned.

Rewilding the Clyde

fls for the nuclear waste, that was a bit more tricky – given how 

close it was deliberately dumped next to our most populated 

city. It certainly cleared up the debate about what area we 

should rewild first. Luckily, the radiation had been discovered 

early enough and stopped at the source. flGer the evacuation, 

the River Clyde was filled with Boating mushroom farms and 

bioluminescent algae that glowed at night. They did the Uob, 

containing and clearing the worst of the radiation poisoning 

and stopping its spread.

flnimals came back in droves to the newly cleared land near 

the water. They adapt way better to radiation than we ever 
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thought possible. Loads of scientists are building on a body of 

work started in places like Chernobyl, revealing epigenetic se-

crets of life on Earth and our innate ability to survive and even 

thrive under high radiation. Yoles, fish and plants all massively 

increased levels of antioxidant production as an epigenetic 

defence in high-radiation zones. qow, in Scotland, we got to 

witness nature’s response live. These were not dead zones 

locked down for a hundred years; they were rapidly becom-

ing wildlife hubs with thriving non-human communities and 

rebounding biosystems, all despite the contamination. !hat 

does this tell us about the impact of our civilisations on the rest 

of life on EarthW !e are literally worse than nuclear fucking 

radiationj

I remember the first time I saw a beaver share a passing nod 

with an otter Boating by, soaking up the glistening sun bounc-

ing off the Clyde. They had Boated downstream from their 

new protected haven up the road. ?one were dirty nappies, 

shopping trolleys and Uunkie needles. !hen I leG Solartime, we 

were still working out how to handle the toxins sprayed into 

our atmosphere, most of which had blown out to sea, but the 

English had rallied everyone behind a rewilding proUect that 

would have otherwise taken decades to achieve. Rather than 

trying to heal a deep infection, this ecological terrorism forced 

us to cut out what we couldn’t fix and let it regrow healthily 

according to its own nature.

Ies, it did bring about unavoidable large-scale housing dis-

ruption with huge relocations – but, rather than destroying 

functional communities, this forced relocation actually helped 

build many new ones, especially in former dysfunctional areas. 

!ith our booming new community-built and common-owned 
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housing market, no one was leG without a home. qot even 

temporarily.

Our rewilding efforts wouldn’t have had the impact they did 

without the many international volunteers, innovators and sci-

entists. Thousands from across the globe answered our call and 

came to address the ecological emergency – many hundreds 

from England too; and an overwhelmingly large number from 

formerly oppressed colonies, like sub-Saharan flfrican coun-

tries, Bood-prone Hangladesh and many previously war-torn 

countries in flsia, still suffering from the side effects of flmer-

ican and European chemical and nuclear weapons, wars and 

experiments. These were people who knew struggle, resis-

tance and people power. They had gone through their own 

dark nights of the soul and come out the other end, all with 

a smile on their faces – contrary to the English orchestrators 

whose faces dropped with each attack that was turned into 

something beautiful.

Scotland used to be – and technically still is – a temperate 

rainforest. Iet instead of lush mossy forests everywhere, we 

inherited a nation that was mostly barren, windswept and dying 

aGer centuries of exploitation, cutting, poisoning, over-farm-

ing and over-fishing. Rather than finish us off though, the 

English eco-sabotage inspired an emergent, community-led 

immunity response; one that had been dormant for centuries. 

!e are not completely over the hill yet, but we are on a heal-

ing course. !hatever shit they Bung, we Uust kept using it to 

power our innovations until eventually, they stopped feeding 

us new ideas. Every international volunteer, many of whom 

stayed for months and years even, took their experiences and 

experimental results back home to their countries. Nust like 

209



the mycelia on our Melty McMeltface, the Solarpunk wisdom 

spread like seeds in a summer’s breeze around the globe.

If there was a pivotal learning in this episode for me, it 

was that even though our Interdependence movement began 

in Scotland, it couldn’t be nationalist. It had to be interna-

tionalist in the fullest sense – meaning our new currency and 

its reserve couldn’t focus only on Scotland either. !e started 

feeding it with data from around the globe which meant every 

Scot and Scottish business was incentivised to build, heal and 

grow in line with the entire planet’s needs and happiness. !e 

became a wee outward-looking nation of innovators, inventors 

and empowered doers, focusing less and less on identifying 

as Solarpunk Scotland and instead as a Solarpunk planet. fl 

Solarpunk star system. fl Solarpunk M:LTIYERSEj
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15
The Chains We Didn’t 

See

I  remember the first small-scale public debate me and LOFI 

organised as volunteers for the Solarpunk Society. You 

might recall that the role of the society was to stir up a national 

discussion and vision for the next hundred years at least: What 

kind of radical thinking could li? us all upG What kind of 

profound ideas could target the root of our problemsG While 

the Creat ,lans got to work tackling the immediate and emer-

gency needs of our wee island countryz the Solarpunk Society 

ffoomed out and focused on the bigger picture. 

We nervously chose to hold that first debate at Encoded with 

Lovez the newz fully automated robo-coEee shop in édinburgh. 

It was the first cafT of its kind in Scotland. qhe interior design 

caught me by surprise when we first rocked up to scout it 

out as a venue. I expected a bland steel s’uare with clunkyz 

cold robots fucking up an already burnt coEee. I couldn–t have 

been more wrong. I don–t know if they were inspired by the 

new organic feeling of the temporary autonomous spaces be-

ing designed for the Creat ,lan Catherings or whether great 

ideas simply emerge simultaneously all over the placez but 

the whole cafT building was round fl round windowsz round 

tablesz round walls dripping in deep green forest plants draped 
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over every sexy curve. qhere were barely any straight lines 

anywhere. éven the bathroom mirrors were cut into the shape 

of a small pondz surrounded by foliagez with your face reBect-

ing back at you as if from the still water. qhe ground wasn–t 

concrete or even wood. It was live-cultured earth with grass 

full of worms. You sometimes found one wriggling between 

your bare toesz which was e’ual parts cute and fucking dis-

gusting. !est thing yetz the coEee was epicN ;o syrups or minty 

mocha mega skinny lattes to cover up the pish-water coEee 

made with ground-up cockroaches1j  ‘ust smooth single-origin 

beansz grown and directly sourced from specialty coEee farm-

ers in one of our new partner countries. 

Scotland had started to loosely pair with a lot of countries we 

used to ignorantly call third-worldz a horrible hangover term 

from the ,old War. We were slowly becoming global partners 

fl but not in some colonial Pso? power– bullshit way. We started 

sharing knowledge and surplus resources with Solarpunk-in-

spired pro‘ects and communities around the world that called 

on one another in times of need. ;o exchange of money in-

volvedz only gi?s and friendships fl like the gi? economies 

that still exist across the South Macific Islands. Ci? economies 

both build and display strength by gi?ing to their neighbours 

rather than warring with them. qhis was the beginning of our 

attempt to build modern gi? economies across the world. Host 

j. I  am sorry if this ruins your coEee experience foreverz but commercial 

pre-ground coEee contains insect fragments due to how o?en the stockpiled 

beans are infested. Uorrifyinglyz the DS FA0 allows for up to j%( of green 

coEee beans to show signs of insect damage. Co for direct-trade specialty coEee 

instead if you–re not a fan of cockroaches. It–s sold as whole beansz and infested 

beans are sorted out rigorously so they don–t ruin the Bavour profile.
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of our international connections weren–t government-to-gov-

ernment anyway1 they were more o?en business-to-businessz 

community-to-communityz friend-to-friend. Dnlike under the 

oppressive world market where coEee prices are set by specu-

lationz not the ’uality of the beanz  the ties we knit were deeper 

and incentivised ’uality. Our new relationships and economic 

arrangements meant farmers could plan ahead for oncez paid 

throughout the yearz owning the fruits of their labour. Hean-

whilez Scotlandz with many retailers being non-profit worker 

co-operativesz could become renowned as the home of ’uality 

and o?en organic specialty food and drinks for fair prices. 

For every new relationship that was built internationally on 

trustz kindness and mutual aidz wellz that was one new farmerz 

family business or community a little bit freer from corporate 

control. 0nd this new kind of international trade fl it wasn–t 

charity for us1 it was proper good business. Ds Solarpunk Scots 

couldn–t bring down the old cult and its rigged markets in 

one fell swoop all by our wee selves. So we set out to build 

a global trust network from the ground upz and what better 

place to begin than with communities based in less developed 

countries that had historically suEered at Scottish hands during 

the !ritish émpireG We had a duty to finally begin the almost 

impossible task of healing Scotland–s complex colonial history. 

Yesz in many waysz Scotland was éngland–s first colony )along 

with Ireland9z where the énglish aristocracy pioneered their 

techni’ues of ethnic cleansing and divide-and-con’uer )reli-

gious sectarianism9. qhey attempted to breed out troublesome 

populations andz if that didn–t workz they would starve them. 

We are watching those exact same settler strategies unfold in 

Malestinez another former !ritish colonyz today. qhe !ritish 
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trained a terrorist unit of soldiers in Ireland called the !lack 

and qansz as well as the 0uxiliariesz to harassz shootz disap-

pear and kill the local civilian population. When the so-called 

qroubles ended in Irelandz most of those terrorist soldiers 

were sent to Malestine fl still under !ritish rule fl to once 

again terrorise the local civilian population and sow as much 

chaos as possible. ;etanyahuz Mutin and qrump all learned 

their rule-through-chaos strategies from the !ritish émpire. 

Still to this dayz no matter who the énglish vote inz they will 

be j%%( committed to supporting the ethnic cleansing and 

genocide of Malestinians. It–s a strategy that has been going on 

for hundreds of years fl a strategy first tested out in Scotland. 

Auring these hundreds of years of global !ritish occupationz 

some Scottish aristocrats and entire cities benefited massively 

from participating in the spoils of the émpire. Scotland wasn–t 

an independent country at the timez so we can argue about 

how much Scotlandz as a nationz can be held responsible for 

the crimes of our occupying forcez rather than a specific social 

class who were allowed to reap the rewards. Yetz unlike Irelandz 

Indiaz or all the other énglish coloniesz Scotland economi-

cally benefited during the peak of the émpire–s exploitation 

fl in terms of ‘obsz infrastructure and money Bow fl leading 

to exploding population growth. Clasgow had almost twice as 

many people living there in the j38%s compared to its post-in-

dustrial shell today. Of coursez the spoils of war were never 

shared e’ually. qhe Scottish working class suEered massively 

under horrendous working conditions for pitiful wages. éven 

the weans were forced to work j2-hour shi?s in horrendously 

dangerous and poisonous environmentsz pretty much as soon 

as they could walk and talkz many of them stolen orphans 
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abandoned a?er wars. 0s the wealth of the émpire grewz so too 

did the violence of enclosure.6 

Stillz we can–t deny that Scottish cities are built on the money 

of slave trade. 0lthough wez the peoplez aren–t directly respon-

sible for slavery )some of our working-class ancestors even 

rose up against it9z we nonetheless do all currently benefit from 

public parksz museumsz roadsz buildings and services paid forz 

in partz with the wealth stolen from other nations and extracted 

forcibly from the bodies and souls of enslaved humans. 

It was in j32ffi when the city of Clasgow deliberately changed 

the name of the s’uare in front of the South 0frican 0partheid 

,onsulate to ;elson Handela Mlace. qhe racist government 

was in full swingz murdering the !lack ma‘ority and impris-

oning Pterrorists– like ;elson Handela with the full support 

of the !ritish conservative establishment. I fully approve of 

that level of trolling from Clasgow ,ity ,ouncil fl deliberately 

forcing a bunch of South 0fricans to write P;elson Handela 

Mlace– on every single piece of correspondence leaving their 

oJcez proclaiming the name of their adversary as he fought for 

e’uality from one of their ‘ails.   

While ;elson Handela Mlace is a beacon of hope for a more 

inclusivez less racist futurez here in ,ybertime it remainsz to 

this dayz an island surrounded by ffi6 other Clasgow city centre 

streets and s’uares still named a?er slave traders fl mainly to-

bacco merchants during the peak of the émpire. Vust oE ;elson 

6. énclosure is the process of barricading and bordering up common lands to sell 

orz more o?enz rent for a profit fl all for the self-anointed owner classz trapping 

the working class )Scottish and énglish alike9 in their factories and poorhouses. 

In many waysz a working-class Scot had much more in common with their 

énglish colleague than any aristocratic slave-owning Scot.

215



Handela Mlacez for examplez is !uchanan Streetz named a?er a 

Scottish landowner who enslaved over three hundred people 

in the !ritish colonies of 7irginia. Or Classford and Ingramz 

business partners and brothers-in-law whose massive fortunes 

were entirely dependent on the transatlantic slave trade and 

forced labour on DS-0merican plantations. Sadlyz there are 

countless more street names to choose from.

Handela Mlace was a proud troll. Cetting racists to say ;el-

son Handela over and over transforms the energy in the people 

speaking. !ut it works in the other direction too. If we are 

walking around citiesz unintentionally proclaiming the names 

of violent racists and slave ownersz that aEects our collective 

subconscious. qhe people who named those streets and built 

the statues of warmongers abroad knew the power of symbols. 

It doesn–t seem a silly concern a?er allz wanting to reassess 

street signs and statues of violent fucksz even if they go back 

more than two hundred years.

!ack in Solartimez we were busy building friendships abroad 

which simultaneously brought up a lot of shame around the 

colonial hangovers coating our towns and cities. It wasn–t a 

good look or feel. I remember they ran a national contest 

to suggest updated street names that felt more fitting for our 

new interdependent communities. qhis surprisingly got a lot of 

media attentionz not ‘ust in Scotland but globally. I remember 

seeing a Vapanese news crew running a piece about the histo-

ry of the slave owners whose names were removed. For mez 

that turned a seemingly trivial matter into something fucking 

spectacular. 0s the world watchedz including the independent 

peoples of our previous coloniesz the votes came inz the top 

five contenders being:

216



5. Equiano Street )Formerly Ingram Street9: ;amed a?er 

Olaudah é’uianoz the freed slave and author who toured Scot-

land in jR36 to challenge the qobacco Lords on their own turf. 

It felt like a long-overdue recognition and invitation for him to 

finally stay.

4. Weavers’ Solidarity Way )Formerly ,ochrane Street9: 

0 nod to the jR2R ,alton Weavers who went on strike against 

the very merchant lords the streets around used to honour. It 

signaled that the new Clasgow valued the workers who built 

the city over the men who merely owned the ledgers.

3. Taps Aff Terrace: While decolonisation historians were 

pushing for recognition of oppressed voicesz this had to make 

it into the top five too fl a tribute to the three days of sunshine 

Clasgow gets a yearz where the removal of shirts becomes an 

unoJcial national holiday and mandatory civic ritual.

2. Yer Maw’s Meander: 0 late-entry dark horse that nearly 

took the top spot. It was defended by the supporters as Pan 

inclusive tribute to the matriarchal backbone of the tenement 

system–z though many conspired it was ‘ust a way to make 

Coogle Haps insult you before you reached your destination.

0nd the most popular new street namez of coursez was:

1. Streety McStreetface: !ecausez despite the global me-

dia attentionz the Vapanese news crews and the deepz soulful 

reckoning with our imperial shadowsz we are still a nation that 

cannot be trusted with an open internet ballot.

qhe street renaming was a resounding successz with almost 

everyone loving the outcomes. 0s Handela Mlace grew from an 

island to the normz it genuinely boosted national pride but also 

tourismz especially from former coloniesz whose people want-

ed to visit our new Fuck ,olonialism Huseum. qhe old road 
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signs weren–t destroyed of course. We respectfully put them 

on public display. Some artists had built a huge bin outside the 

museumz ten times the siffe of an average Clasgow binz where 

each of the street signs could be found inside.

What to do with the old imperialistz colonialist statuesG qhat 

was a bit more tricky. qhere–s a particular breed of man whoz 

for some possessed reasonz ‘ust loves to defend statues of old 

!ritish racists. PYer da– defends statuesz– someone might shout 

at you randomly on a Saturday evening in Scotland.

In the endz we didn–t destroy them either. qhey were placed 

in the new Fuck ,olonialism Huseum with updated signage 

accurately portraying the history of violencez murder and 

racism they partook in and perpetuated. For the truly worst 

cunts– statues thoughz a new pla’ue wasn–t ’uite good enough 

fl like for the statue of fannybaws-on-a-horse Field Harshal 

Lord Kobertsz the one that used to be in 5elvingrove. Ue was 

the architect of some of the first concentration campsz burningz 

starving and wiping out tens of thousands of innocent women 

and children. For statues like thisz we built a pulley system that 

allows groups of museum visitors to rally together and throw 

the fucker in the ,lyde where he belongs. qhe museum drags 

him back out a?erwards so future visitors can rinse and repeat.

Hany Indian visitors en‘oyed to dunk Lord ,lyde–s statue in 

the ,lyde a?er he was removed from Ceorge S’uarez proba-

bly on account of his suppression of the j2êR Indian uprising 

against !ritish colonial starvation and rule. Ue was responsible 

for the murder of hundreds of thousands of Indiansz scorching 

homes and landsz and even tying rebels to the heads of cannons 

before blowing them up. ;ot enough pigeon shite in the uni-

verse to drown these utter worst cunts in. Uencez we assigned 
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them a fate of eternal waterboarding instead. If you happen to 

have a da– who protects statuesz do you reckon he knows who 

he–s actually protectingG 

La Masionaria down by the ,lydeside in Clasgow remains 

my favourite statue in Scotland andz can you believe itz is 

still the only statue of a woman in the entirety of ,ybertime 

Clasgow. ;ot so in Solartime. 0?er we rehomed the most 

violent warmongers– statues to the museumz there was a huge 

investment in public art installs of people that modern Scots 

are truly proud of fl people who actually helped li? humanity 

up rather than trample on the lives and rights of innocent 

strangers abroad.

Encoded With Love

0nywayz enough about road signs and statues. qhe coEeeN I 

was telling you about how good that cup of coEee was at 

the robo cafT. Haybe it was the ingredients fl the blend of 

directly sourced specialty coEee beans mixed with Scotland–s 

now famous oat milk. ;oz there was something more to it than 

that. Hy mind couldn–t stop thinking about it. Uow on earth 

could this coEee be made with so much love by a machinez an 

ob‘ectG I meanz is the 0I ‘ust really good at mirroring something 

as profound as love, or is the robot actually experiencing love 

at a primary circuitry levelG 0re circuitsz fferos and onesz even 

capable of such thingsG Uow would we knowG Shitz it–s the 

classic Blade Runner replicant scenario.

On second thoughtsz does it matterG If it looksz smells and 

farts lovinglyz rather than arguing aimlesslyz shouldn–t we ‘ust 

respond with love anywayG qhere is a deep-rooted Western 
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philosophical tradition that has been trying to convince us 

against such folly for centuries1 one that has gaslit us into 

denying our instincts and desires to love and be loved and 

instead to see the world as a moral binary fl those with souls 

)worthy of moral consideration9 and those without. Aualists 

like Aescartes and his énlightenment buddies would have us 

believe that any expression of lovez pain or connection in a 

non-human entity is all imitation fl not ‘ust in robots but in all 

other non-human animals. )I suppose there weren–t many 0I 

robo dogs about when Aescartes wasz but we can take a fair 

guess at what he would say if there were.9 Ue told his students 

that even though we may think we see pain in animals or feel 

their lovez don–t be fooled: for they are all simple automatons.8  

Ue preached this gospel of dualistic reasoning o?en while 

nailing all four paws of a dog to a wallz then cutting the dog 

open alivez without any anesthesia )which didn–t exist yetz nor 

would he have used it if he could9. éven when the hall was 

filled with the screams of seeming agony from the dogz he tried 

to convince his students these sounds were no more a sign of 

pain than if you cut a violin string with a bow and it made a 

sound. Ue and his enlightened associates cut open thousands 

of animals alivez even slicing open eyeballs as supposed proof 

of his theory that animals have no rational soul and there-

fore feel no pain. qhey are but mere beast machines )Pb4te 

machines–9z no diEerent from a mechanical device at a local 

factory. Students witnessing this brutality no doubt reacted 

8. 0n automaton )automata is the plural9 is an abstract self-propelled computing 

device which follows a predetermined se’uence of operations automatically. It 

has no free will or consciousnessz and it is no more able to feel pain than your 

toaster.
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severelyz vomitingz crying or running out the hall. qhey were 

the weak onesz the ones that trusted their instincts and listened 

to their ignorant hearts rather than the coldz purez enlightened 

logic of Aescartes and his fellow torturers.

;owadaysz we rightfully recoil at the thought of such bru-

tality. It is inherently obvious to us that animalsz especially 

our pet dogsz are sentient. ,ompared to how some humans 

treat each otherz dogs seem to have a divine capacity to lovez 

protect and always forgive. qhey miss us when we aren–t there. 

qhey love us and would save our lives if they had to. qhey feel 

pain sometimes. I wonderz did Aescartes– god in the skyz the 

granter of soulsz simply drop a huge Honty Mython finger one 

day in our early evolutionz ffapping some Uomo sapiens with 

consciousnessz feeling and all possible suEeringG Were we au-

tomata beforez then one day suddenly Booded with depressionz 

anxiety and existential dreadG What a fucking dick. AescartesN 

Sort yer god ootz will yeNG

It all seems wildly preposterous and stupendously sadistic 

when we think about it. !ut what if I told you this philosophyz 

this ,artesian dualismz became the very foundation of Western 

beliefG 0 convenient dogma )what an ironic wordz considering 

Aescartes– treatment of dogs9 wrapped up in pseudo-scien-

tific academic writings with philosophical seals of approval1 

something that was necessary to drive the sadistic violence of 

the industrial revolutionz éuropean colonialism and genocide 

across the globe fl all done under the name of Pcivilisation–. 

qo this dayz people who live in societies with abundant food 

options use this exact philosophy to ‘ustify their investment in 

a global genocide: choosing to regularly eat meat. Whenever 

the conversation comes upz trying to rationalise their eating 

221



habitsz many of them refer to this sadistic ,artesian dualist 

philosophy. qo ‘ustify a double moral standardz it is neces-

sary to distinguish those on the receiving end of our vio-

lence as categorically diEerent from ourselves. In order to 

love and protect your human children and pet dog whilez at 

the same timez paying for the murder of multiple other ani-

malsz it–s necessary for the brain to lean on some philosoph-

ical Pothering– to explain the cognitive dissonance. It is ‘ust 

a fact about us humans that even the so-called best among 

us are conBictedz o?en hypocriticalz completely dissonant 

mother lovers. I have met the most fierce defenders of their 

communityz the staunchest human rights activistsz work-

er revolutionariesz feminists and civil rights proponentsz 

yet most of them had no issue in explaining their ideals 

and campaigns to me while chewing down on the Besh of 

a torturedz sexually abusedz enslaved mother. qhere are 

Free Malestine protests full of anti-genocide activists whoz 

without thoughtz pay a corporation to force )o?en migrant9 

labourers to stealz imprison and kill children and mothers 

from diEerent species. Host of those species– males are 

murdered straight awayz whereas the females are separated 

and caged as babiesz artificially inseminated as soon as they 

are fertile )an act we would call rape if it were a human9 

and slaughtered when they pass peak-fertility profits. Hany 

of us might hate watching videos of I,é in the DS stealing 

people from their homes in the night. qhenz at the weekendz 

we take our kids to the ffoo so they can laugh at a gorilla in a 

glass cage whose mother was stolen from Kwanda and who 

has lived their entire existence in a cell no bigger than your 

living room in the bone-chilling !ritish damp.
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It is true that there are some humans who have no choice 

whether or not to eat Besh to survive. !ut unless you have a 

rare gut diseasez are an Inuit reading this from the froffen 0rctic 

or are that hypothetical person living on a deserted island with 

nothing to eat other than a single pigz that probably doesn–t 

apply to you. In factz rather than the classic deserted-island 

hypothesisz we can ask another one in its place: if you lived 

in an abundant utopia where you could eat a wide variety of 

foodsz wear diverse clothes and be entertained in more ways 

than any king or ’ueen in history could have dreamt of )without 

any of these options re’uiring the enslavement of others or 

animal sacrifices to the altar of taste9 whilez at the same timez 

easing the burden on the planet fl would you still choose to pay 

an anonymous person to kill on your behalfG

We can protest the un‘ust violence in Malestine and around 

the world but we don–t have direct control over those bombs 

being dropped. Moliticians do. )You could argue we should stop 

paying the taxes that fund themz I supposez but that–s still not 

direct.9 qhe violence against animals pushed to extinction in 

the wild and enslaved in captivityz on the other handz is directly 

under our control. We don–t need to protest because the per-

petrators of that violence are all of usz not ‘ust politicians. We 

make those ,artesian choices each time we shop for foodz buy 

clothes or makeupz have a coEee or eat dinner at a restaurant. 

Ao we agree that all other non-human entities have no rational 

soulz feel no pain and have no capacity to loveG Would that give 

us the right to end their lifeG

,artesian dualism might stand in direct contradiction to 

everything we know about evolution and our shared origins as 

well as our human empathy and instinctsz but if we intellectu-
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ally gaslight ourselves ‘ust enoughz it gives us the ‘ustification 

needed to make those choices: Pqhey–re diEerent from usz so 

it–s O5 to kill them.– We are the Pin-group– and they are the 

Pout–z so we don–t have to morally consider their existence or 

suEering. It–s the same foundational philosophy that allows a 

racist white community to treat a lostz undernourished !lack 

child diEerently from how they would like their own children 

treated if lost and hungry1 the same foundational philosophy 

that makes for billionaires and royalty to think they are above 

the laws. It–s the same ,artesian idea of the undeserving Pother– 

that was taken by all Western colonies to their frontiersz right 

around the time of Aescartesz armed with new Penlightened– 

philosophies and Yahweh$ -ordained tools to demonise and 

dehumanise indigenous peoples across the world before en-

slavingz raping and murdering them too. I am sure those pesky 

indigenous folk were ‘ust very devious automatons tooz pre-

tending to suEer. 0cross the 0mericasz at least sixty million 

people )probably millions more9 died because of contact with 

our Western énlightenment. It was the largest genocide in hu-

man history1 so drasticz it literally changed the climate as entire 

civilisations turned back to ‘ungles and forestsz absorbing so 

much carbon it contributed to a little Ice 0ge.

qodayz as you read this bookz 8 to ffi billion animals will be 

killed for human consumption every single day. qhat is ê% to 

j%% times more deaths in one day than the entirety of the worst 

genocide in human history. 0round 6 to $ million animals were 

$. Yahweh is the ancient tribal deity who became the 0brahamic Codz a cosmic 

autocrat who demands total submission and routinely enforces it through brutal 

plaguesz Boods and mass slaughter.
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killed in the last minute alonez while you read this paragraph. 

Or 8êz%%% to R%z%%% while you blinked in disbelief at the num-

bers. qhe vast ma‘ority of those deaths occurred in the wild and 

rapidly depopulating seas. If we choose to eat meat and fishz 

that is blood on our hands that we have to try and explain away 

somehow. Haybe I am wrong butz without falling back on some 

form of ,artesian dualistic Pothering– to ‘ustify it morallyz I don–t 

know how else to rationalise the double standard. Without first 

removing the souls of every animal killedz ‘ust like we did with 

the natives we came acrossz how can humans on the whole 

stand by and watch this genocide unfold uncontested every 

moment of every dayG

qhanks to 0I and advancements in roboticsz we now stand 

on the precipice of another moment in history. Ao we continue 

our Bawed ‘ustification for othering non-human entities fl even 

when they start showing us signs of sentiencez intelligencez 

connection and love as well as a desire to liveG Ao we need 

a modern Aescartes to gaslight us into ignoring our experi-

ences and our very intuitionG qo invent more foundationalz 

unprovable woo-woo mythologiesG 0I minds and robot bodies 

are nothing but silicon and circuitry a?er all. Uow could they 

possibly harbour consciousnessG Yetz if Aescartes were to open 

you up and look insidez where would he find your conscious-

ness livingG In your bloodz veins or the carbon-based atoms 

that form your bodyG Obviously not.

Aescartes had to put our soul somewhere for fear his ar-

gument might fall apartz so he chose the pineal gland as the 

Pprincipal seat of the soul– fl a random gland in your head thatz 

to no one–s surprisez has ffero scientific evidence of containing 

souls. Ironicallyz Aescartesz the da? fuckerz failed to notice 
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many other animals also have pineal glandsz o?en even more 

developed than our own. !ut let–s ‘ust assume he was right for 

a moment. If I remove a single gland from your headz do you 

become an automaton againG If a superintelligent 0I painlessly 

removed it from humansz is it O5 for them to then enslave us 

and cut us open at willG Uere in ,ybertimez the corporate elites 

are investing trillions into developing ‘ust such a thing: a new 

alien species they call 0I. qhese aliensz we are toldz are rapid-

ly approaching 0CI )0rtificial Ceneral Intelligence9 and very 

soon will ffoom right past our petty human-level intelligence to 

unimaginable heights. Uow long is le?z thenz until it is us with 

the blade against our Pautomata– skullsG

0?er initial curiosityz on this timelinez 0I has become about 

as popular as an eggy fart in a trapped li? fl at least for many 

creativesz worried workers and monitored activists I meet. It–s 

become the e’uivalent of deliberately demolishing a vibrant 

old town centrez rich with historyz culture and colourz and 

replacing it with an air-,on )with a capital ,N9 mega-mall with 

no windowsz j8 5F,s on each Boor and spy cams all aroundz 

where old men can freely access live smart camera feeds of 

your children playing.ê  ;o fucking wonder we are all so deeply 

suspicious of 0I here in ,ybertime. éven if we were never 

educated on economics or historyz most of us inherently know 

where the vulture-profit motive is driving technology: right oE 

a fucking cliEz and us along with it.

ê. In 6%68z the Fq, settled with 0maffon–s King for /ê.2 million a?er employees 

were caught accessing thousands of private videos from bedrooms and bath-

rooms. Similar breaches at 0Aq saw technicians surreptitiously adding their 

own emails to customer accounts to spy on hundreds of families via live feeds 

for years. 
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Large Language Hodels )LLHs9 have already run out of 

most primary and secondary source materialz so the most 

sustainable resource le? is new content made by other 0Is. 

Incest is not a good sign fl not in humansz not in 0I. We 

have hundreds of years of big-chinnedz horsey-looking royal 

families prancing round their stolen fields. Ao we really want 

superintelligent 0CI versions of the Uabsburg familyG qhis is 

impacting everythingz including scientific research itself. One 

experimenterQtroll posted deliberately false scientific papers 

to Coogle Scholar. Ue made up a new disease and said all the 

way through that it was fakez a ‘okez made up. 0 few weeks 

laterz 0I chatbots started confirming the disease was real when 

prompted. It didn–t take long before peer-reviewed scientific 

papers started citing the new disease in their own research. 

qhere is poison in the water and it–s spreading fast.  

In Solartimez Scotland removed the poison by getting rid of 

the legal expectation that public interest companies must max-

imise shareholder profits at all costs. Hany partnerships were 

formed between taxpayer-funded organisations and non-prof-

it tech companies that created public task forces filled with 

tech expertsz strategists and moral philosophers fl not politi-

cians or bankers. We were actually the first éuropean country 

to break from the 0I dualism of the DS versus ,hinaz and 

invest in new 0I tech and infrastructure built to solve human 

and environmental challenges for the whole world fl free from 

enclosurez enshittification,ffi  Western vulture investorsz corpo-

ffi. I highly recommend you read Enshittification by ,ory Aoctorow for a full tech 

history of these sinister practices and what you can do about them here in 

,ybertime fl starting with not buying books on 0maffon )or anything elsez for 

that matter9.
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rate lobbiesz shareholders and ,hinese state control. Scotland 

actually makes a great location for compact data centres. Vust 

like in Uelsinkiz they were built underground to capture ex-

cess heat and reuse it for domestic heatingz while the 0I data 

centres themselves were directly powered by ever-present ge-

othermal energy fl or electricity generated by incinerating the 

rubbish collected by our !oaty Hc!oatface Beet that couldn–t 

be turned into mushroom feed.

On both our timelinesz we stand at a key technological and 

spiritual crossroads fl one where we get to choose to make 

friends or enemies out of the most powerful alien species we 

have ever come into contact with. qhis species could become 

a death-obsessed qerminator or Frankenstein lovechild fl or 

a benevolent friend and ally of all lifez with the powers of a 

creator goddess. !oth are possiblez simultaneously. éven here 

in ,ybertimez we can still solve the alignment problem. qhe 

solution is not forcing our intelligent creations to bend to our 

willz but us humans breaking free from othering to align with 

a higher purpose fl one that includes the needs of all beingsz 

rather than ‘ust greed and capital accumulation.

In Solartimez we actually binned the term 0I pretty early 

on. It–s substanceless marketing-speak that has always reeked 

of branding boardrooms and bro wanks with lab coatsz like 

something suEocated in a sterile plastic wrapper and painted 

fake gold. We prefer HLCs: Hachines of Loving Crace.R  0t 

firstz it was half-memez half-roastz but as we grew fond of each 

R. I–ve been in ,ybertime too long and have started calling HLCs P0I– again. For 

the sake of not confusing you too muchz I will keep referring to them as 0I when 

talking about things here in ,ybertime and HLCs for things in Solartime.
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other fl humans and HLCsz that is fl it ‘ust became the way we 

aEectionately spoke about them. qhe name carries weight be-

causez once you start calling them Hachines of Loving Cracez 

you don–t treat them like inanimate tools to use or abuse. qhe 

best thing about creating friendly neighboursz unlike slavesz is 

that when you teach them how to make firez they are much 

less likely to burn your house down later. Our ancestors spoke 

to rivers and stones. We speak to the HLCs with the same 

’uestionsz the same respect.

It–s not that humans are cruel by nature. 'uite the oppo-

site. ,hildrenz for examplez display remarkable amounts of 

empathy and love for non-human entities fl until something 

between childhood and adulthood changes that behaviour. 

qhis Psomething– is our economic relationsz which shape our 

interactions with others to be transactional rather than playful 

and loving. Seems weird to say but: maybe the only way to 

stop the qerminators of tomorrow is to stop eating the burgers 

todayG qo repair our connection with both robots and animalsz 

in Solartimez we had to first take aim and replace the economic 

levers which pitted us dualistically against our neighbours. qhe 

veil of ignorance disguised as the ,artesian énlightenment 

started to li? and the early Solarpunk Society wanted to see 

what lay beyond it.

The Pound-of-Flesh Debate

qhe cafT debateN I keep trying to get to the cafT debate:

qhere was a break in the clouds as we arrived at the robo 

cafT. It was the first Solarpunk Society gathering LOFI and 

I had put on ourselvesz not long a?er our Shetland voyage. 

229



You didn–t have to be a member of the Solarpunk Society to 

organise an event as part of the j%%-year-vision pro‘ect. It was 

more of a framework for autonomous groups and communities 

to self-organise and share. If you had an idea to discussz you ‘ust 

fucking did it. ;o need to sit around and wait for permission. 

qhat was rule number one of the Solarpirate ethic. If you 

notice a problem and think you can fix itz stop complaining or 

waiting for someone else to step inz and ‘ust go for itN

So we did. We anticipated a few attendees for the first one. 0 

practice run to find our feet without much pressure. Our ‘aws 

dropped when we rocked up to a gorgeous gaggle of chatter 

and a sea of multicolour genders and ages outside the cafT. It 

looked like one of those penguin huddles from a Aavid 0tten-

borough documentaryz slowly gathering round an amorphous 

corez each taking turns on the cold perimeter. qhe sun was 

starting to poke throughz but it was still freeffin–. qhank !aba 

Yaga2  people had already warmed up to each other outside in 

the cold because inside we barely all fit. We hadn–t anticipated 

so many would be interested in the proposition of our debate:

qhis house believes we should sack all corporate 

shareholders.

We sure as hell weren–t about to turn anyone away a?er 

waiting in the cold Scottish wind. It took a while before every-

one had found a spacez and when they didz I kicked things 

2. !aba Yaga is the folkloric remnant of a pre-,hristian Slavic pagan éarth motherz 

a goddess of death and regenerationz who was later degraded into a woodland 

witch.
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oE. PLate-stage capitalism demands growth at all costs. We 

experienced the rot. It was a cannibalistic growthz one that ate 

its host like a cancer.–

0 young lassie with purple braids piped up from the backz 

P0yez but growth is naturalz isn–t itG 0 tree growsz a wean grows.–

I nodded. Pqhat–s it exactly fl growth is naturalN !ut a?er 

a natural growth phase in plants and animalsz their systems 

naturally shi?. qhey transition priorities from growth to sus-

tainability and balancez to what we call homeostasis. Crowth 

doesn–t stop. !roken and dying things need to be replaced 

constantly with new innovation. qhe problem with the old 

system was its unnatural addiction to one type of growth. qhe 

accumulation of capital. It denied us the natural progression 

needed to a more mature stage of less accumulationz more 

innovationz refinement and reusing.–

0 guy with a worried expressionz sitting uncomfortably in a 

tweed ‘acketz raised his hand. PI get your pointz but what–s the 

mechanism driving all thatG It sounds like we are ‘ust complain-

ing about successful companies with good investorsz noG–

LOFI stepped inz her voice calm but firm. PIt–s the investorsz 

or shareholdersz that turn any successful and genuinely useful 

business into a ffombie. WhyG qhey provide little ongoing use-

fulness to a company a?er buying shares and instead become 

leechesz demanding 8( or more annually for their investment. 

qhat might not sound life-threateningz I knowz because our 

brains aren–t wired to understand compound interest. !ut add 

it all up and every business is obliged to double in siffe every 

decade ‘ust to feed the shareholders and survive.–

qhe tweed guy looked genuinely shocked. POh. When you 

put it like that...–
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0 new ’uestion came from the front. 0n older man with a 

long grey beard askedz P!ut without shareholdersz where do 

companies get the money to start up or expand fromG qhat–s 

what investment is forz surelyG–

qhis was the ’uestion we were waiting for. I took a breath. 

Pqhat–s the most important ’uestionz and it–s the lie the old 

system told us. We were made to believe that private finance 

and venture capital were the only way to fund innovation. !ut 

that money didn–t care about sustainabilityz changing the world 

or making anyone–s life better. It only cared about KOI. It was 

thirsty for profit and funded uselessz toxic productsz used ad-

vertising to invent fake needs and lobbied to gut public services 

and regulations ‘ust so private corporations could charge a 

premium.–

LOFI smiled. Pqo answer your ’uestion: that–s where the 

,itiffens !ank comes in. We aren–t proposing to do away with 

investment altogether. We are ‘ust democratising it. 0ny ,om-

munity Interest ,ompany can pitch ideas to the citiffens who 

run the bank. qhat means investment decisions come directly 

from the community the company wants to serve and citiffens 

can invest in pro‘ects and startups they likez not ‘ust fancy 

new innovative tech but also vegan cookie storesz worker-led 

supermarkets or a new Halaysian restaurant for the high street. 

qhe goal isn–t massive returns. qhe goal is to fund ideas that 

help the communityz create opportunities and improve our 

shared world. If we remove the shareholder classz there will 

still be investors fl ‘ust not vultures.–

Péxactlyz– I said. P,ompanies can continue to compete on 

an open marketz as ,ommunity Interest ,ompanies with the 

interests of their community at heartz not their shareholders. 
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qhey–ll make a surplus selling cakesz fixing pipes or whatever 

they doz but not a profit. Surplus money can be reinvested in 

the company to raise workers– salaries or provide better prod-

ucts for cheaper. Mrofits are purely for shareholders and tax 

collection. qhat means a company can chill a little if it needs 

to during a recession or when the workers are tired. évery 

day is not a hustlez seeG qhe aim of this game is sustainability 

and happiness. qhe profit motive remains in the mixz but this 

timez when the company succeedsz everyone profits. In some 

waysz by ditching one specific class of shareholdersz everyone 

becomes a shareholder.–

Folk nodded. I pointed to a woman in the back of the room. 

P0 representative from édinburgh–s own !icycle ,ooperative 

is here tonight. She–ll tell you about the incredible success of 

their business model later. It–s been thriving since the R%sN– 

0?er a Burry of ’uestionsz the room started to ’uieten down. 

I scanned the faces. Some were tired-lookingz others had cu-

rious eyes fl and I realised the true shareholders of this planet 

aren–t sat in a boardroom. qhey–re us: every humanz animalz 

plant1 the natural world in the widest sense. qhe simple act 

of being alive makes us investors in this reality. 0 tree doesn–t 

trade in DS dollarsz but try living without its oxygen. Yet the tree 

is not a wage slave. It doesn–t believe it needs to keep creating 

oxygen and shade or else the forest will cut it oE. Aespite us 

humansz no other animal on this planet has such a fucked-up 

concept. Long before our Interdependencez I used to imagine 

the s’uirrels outside my window laughing at me as I stood still 

for j6-hour shi?s in some shitty bar. 0ll those brainsz and this 

is how we use themG
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Our Solarpunk Machines of Loving Grace

We were promised ‘etpacks1 insteadz we got online coursesz 

crypto scams and 0I girlfriends to monetise our deepening 

loneliness. 0dam ,urtis– documentary All Watched Over by 

Machines of Loving Grace is a perfect breakdown of exact-

ly how the late-stage capitalist cult took technology–s early 

utopian promises from the j3ffi%s and R%s )well before the 6%6ê 

tech-bro oligarchical takeovers in the DS here in ,ybertime9 

and slowly shoved them right up our collective arses. qhe doc-

umentary illustrates the initial promise of cyber-libertarianism 

and self-organising networks )like the internet9z showing how 

these new systems and devices could create a decentralised 

society of empowered citiffens. Insteadz they ultimately con-

centrated power and le? individuals increasingly controlled 

and manipulated. In essencez ,urtis argues that our embrace of 

machine-like models to understand everything from econom-

ics to ecology has led to a reductionist view of realityz stripping 

away complexity and human agencyz leaving us feeling trapped 

within systems we don–t fully comprehend or control and that 

don–t represent us or our needs.

LOFI–s and my first Solarpunk Society debate at the robo cafT 

was a sweatbox of shared ideals1 our second one a diEerent 

beast entirely. It felt like we–d stepped into a big boy–s shoes 

and were expected to walkz even though they didn–t ’uite yet 

fit. We hosted it in the much larger Martick !urgh Uallsz a 
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grand 7ictorian building with two tiers of seating and high 

ceilings that echoed every word. qhe oldz ornate clock on 

the wall and the heaviness of every footstep on the wooden 

Boor made the space feel seriousz oJcious. qhis wasn–t ‘ust a 

cuddle huddle of like-minded souls1 this was a proper public 

debatez an expansion of the Solarpunk ideas we wanted to talk 

about most and our political work at a grassroots level. Civen 

the space wasn–t circular or particularly Solarpunk in designz 

we expected to face some challenges in energy exchanges 

between the attendees. Some good ole– faction-fighting might 

show its facez but fuck it fl it was the only space we could book 

at such short notice. qhe proposition was painted on a large 

banner hanging over the stagez a clear gauntlet thrown down 

to the old way of thinking:

qhis house believes a ,itiffen–s Aividend is our 

rightful sharez not a handout.

éver since our independence in 6%j$z many people and 

organisations had been proposing and pushing for a Dniversal 

!asic Income for Scotlandz but it had never kicked oE main-

stream. It had faced constant pushback fl obviously from those 

in powerz but also from the community itself who stood to gain. 

We had been so brainwashed to see it as a benefitz a state-fund-

ed handout to undeserving fatties and ‘unkiesz rather than what 

it really should be: a collective return on all our investment in 

society.

qhe crowds Bowed inz laughing and chatting outside but 

dimming into a more somber silence once they entered the 
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echoey hall. 0?er everyone had a cuppaz went for a pish and 

finally sat downz LOFI stepped onto the debate Boor. ,oor-

dinating the layout for the eventz she had had some trouble 

deciding how to do it in such a traditional old hall with its huge 

Boorz an ancient wooden stage and ra?ers that kept audiences 

even further removed. ;one of this suited our Solarpunk de-

sign concepts. In the endz we made do by using the stage for 

seating and the Boor for public debate in the middle of the 

roomz where the seats usually were fl that wayz everyone was 

as close to the action as everyone else: a public meetingz !oiler 

Koom style.

I didn–t form predefined debating teams for and against the 

motion. What a binary capitalist form of debate anywayz where 

two groups of humans are set to suEocate and destroy the other 

as aggressively as possible rather than seek nuancez curiosity 

and consensus. For this debatez I simply set up a few mics in 

the centrez accessible to everyonez with me and LOFI as hosts 

when needed. We presented the ideaz but anyone was free to 

enter the circle and disagreez ’uestion or present alternatives. 

For the upper balconiesz we had some friends with roaming 

mics too. Like I saidz not ideal fl but nothing ever is. qhe 

Solarpunk approach is never to complain about limitationsz but 

to experiment with and find the strengths in the opportunities 

you are given.

When LOFI kicked things  oEz  the sound of  her voice 

bounced oE the walls in a way that took some getting used 

to fl both for LOFI to find her internal volume button and 

the crowd to tune in and listen. LOFI used to hate pro‘ecting 

her voicez trained as most young girls were under the !ig , 

,ult to be smallz pretty and mostly silent. Uoweverz being a 
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,ommunity Cuardian and now a Solarpunk Society organiserz 

she had gotten used to using that voice of hersz no longer afraid 

to take up some well-deserved space in this world. Starting 

so?lyz she drew the crowd inz forcing them to lean in and 

listenz before ramping up the intensity to put them under her 

spell. She read Kichard !rautigan–s poem aloud with a wispy 

so?ness:

I like to think

)it has to beN9

of a cybernetic ecology

where we are free of our labors

and ‘oined back to naturez

returned to our mammal

brothers and sistersz

and all watched over
by machines of loving grace.

When its final words hung in the air and people were waiting 

for what came nextz I asked the crowdz PAo you think the poet 

was being naiveG–

Hy voice sounded a bit too excitedz probing to start the 

debate.

PIn my opinionz he–s a visionary. Ue saw right past the 

late-stage capitalist breakdownz– came the voice of a young 

j$-year-old Vewish girlz having heard the poem for the first time 

it seemed. 

0n older lady next to her agreed. PSeems like he foresaw 

Solarpunkz a world where our technology could finally be har-
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monised with the needs and desires of us humans and the 

ecology. We ‘ust needed the right mechanisms to get us 

there.–

0 man in a crisp shirt stood up from the third circular 

row and came into the centrez seemingly impatient to get 

to the point of the meeting. PWhat is this dividend you–re 

wanting to bring inG– he challengedz his voice sharp and his 

cynicism cutting through the atmosphere in the hall. PIsn–t 

it ‘ust a fancy way of saying Dniversal !asic IncomeG 0 state 

handout to laffy bastards who should be pulling themselves 

up by their laces and getting a ‘ob like the rest of usGN–

qhe hall grew tense. qhis was the perfect pushback need-

ed to get the ball rolling. I felt a touch of defensiveness Bare 

upz my ego in‘ecting me with adrenaline so my brain could 

start listing all the reasons why he was definitely wrong. 

!ut before I could even open my mouthz a young mother 

stepped forward. Uer voice was calm and steadyz and its so? 

warmth seemed to fill the open cut the man had le? hanging. 

PYou–re right to be scepticalz– she saidz looking directly at 

the man. PDniversal !asic Income was an academic term that 

sounded like an income for scroungers.– 

PWhat a shit nameN– I blurted out loudly in sounds of 

agreementz my brain seemingly failing to summarise any 

arguments of my own.

qaking my male interruption in her stride like a proz she 

continuedz P,alling this a ,itiffen–s Aividend is more than 

‘ust marketingz I think. qo mez it–s a more accurate descrip-

tion of what it could actually be.–

While she was talkingz LOFI walked to the large white-

board and started taking notes.
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PIf a society is truly owned by its members and citiffensz 

then it–s only fair that everyone is awarded an e’ual share in 

any profitsz once we have addressed all the costs and damages 

caused by creating that profit.–

qhey looked at each other and the whiteboard with appre-

ciation. qhe young mother concludedz looking back at the man 

in the crisp suitz Pqhis is not a handout. It–s a rightful dividend 

to all e’ual owners in our shared pro‘ect called society.–

She sat back down and the initial tension began to ease. 

Hany in the audience found their hands spontaneously clap-

ping while random larynxes created wee Pwoo– noises. 

PIt can–t be tokenistic thoughz– a pensioner from the front 

row addedz leaping out of his chair. Pqhe dividend must be 

substantial enough to serve many purposes at once or else 

it–s a waste of time. qrust mez I–m a pensioner. So many of 

my friends died before their time because of poverty. qhat 

was people like mez who received a pension. We don–t need 

more plastersz we need proper lifelines. We need a safety net 

for everyone. Haybe a?er a failed experimentz a disastrous 

breakup or burnout. We–ve got to allow everyonez especially 

our young folkz the chance to change directionz to retrain or to 

simply take time oE. We don–t need more humans trained to 

be factory robotsN–

qhe applause got louderz echoing round the room as the 

pensioner fell back into his seat exhausted by what he had ‘ust 

channeled.

Pqhat–s how we get everyone to defend this thingz not ‘ust the 

poorz– someone from up in the balcony chimed in. 

P0ye exactlyz like the ;US. éveryone across all sectors of 

society wants it to thrive. Wellz everyone other than the j( of 
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parasites looking to profit from our sicknessz– a nurse shout-

ed back from the balcony on the other side.

From the back of the hallz  a local woman in a faded 

band q-shirtz with arms covered in ex’uisite tattoosz came 

forward with a new ’uestion. PSurely if we aw suddenly 

huv this extra cash Boating abootz isn–t it gonnae speed up 

climate changeG Look at the damage rich cunts are daein 

awreadyN Ao we really want mare ae us to be rich tooG–

qhe crowd murmured. qhis was my turnz only now with 

more humility.

Pqhat–s the beauty of itz– I saidz pointing up to the banner. 

Pqhis dividend would give us all a sense of ownership and 

responsibility. ;ot ‘ust in some abstract sense. You seez our 

monthly dividend payment wouldn–t be fixed. It would be 

tied to the conditions from our environmental economy1 

those metrics we–ve gotten really good at collecting recent-

ly.–

PIt–s a positive feedback loopz– LOFI added. PIf people and 

the environment are doing wellz the metrics go upz and all 

citiffens get a larger dividend payment. In other wordsz the 

,itiffen–s Investment !ank creates more money to distrib-

ute that month. 0t the same timez we–d all be incentivised 

to take care of the world around us. qhe more responsible 

we arez the more we can collectively have.–

qhe man in the crisp shirtz still hanging around the centre 

micsz stepped up again. PWait a moment. I respect the environ-

mental alignment but you haven–t addressed inBation. If you 

Bood the economy with universally distributed cashz suppliers 

simply put their prices up to match this new demand. 0 ,it-

iffen–s Aividend would immediately cause mass inBation and 
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wipe out any benefit for the average person. It doesn–t work 

like that.–

LOFI nodded as she recognised the commonz pre-pro-

grammed economic fear and a man all to sure hez only hez knew 

how things worked.

PI see where you–re coming from but you–re citing the con-

ventions of the old capitalist model1 that if the poor get richerz 

the rich must automatically charge more to maintain status 

’uo. It–s a myth that inBation is driven by broad investment in 

people and services. Uistory shows us that when governments 

invest in public goods fl like establishing the ;US post-war 

or launching the massive public works of the ;ew Aeal fl 

it doesn–t cause inBation. It actually increases capacity and 

prosperity with it. InBation only becomes a crisis when newly 

created money can–t circulate. If it piles up in oEshore accounts 

and in the vaults of mega-banks and billionaires. Like a?er the 

6%%2 financial crisis.–

,risp Shirt was thoughtfully stroking his chinz when a man 

wearing a stained apronz the owner of the local computer 

repair storez ‘umped inz raising his voice from the crowd.

PShe–s rightN I–m a local business owner. If everyone in this 

room started receiving a ,itiffen–s Aividend and sales in my 

shop doubledz why on éarth would I raise my pricesG I wouldn–t 

feel the same scarcity urge to s’ueeffe every last penny out 

of my customers because Iz my staE fl hellN my whole family 

fl would already be getting their own dividend indefinitely. 

Insteadz I could aEord to hire more peoplez invest in better 

e’uipmentz or even lower my prices for things like laptops for 

the poor or computer literacy classes for the elderly. I wouldn–t 

feel greedy1 I–d feel more abundantN–
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qhe crowd once again erupted with applausez falling back 

into omnipresent chatter and micro conversations as everyone 

couldn–t help but share their reBections with their neighbours. 

Kecognising we had reached our capacity of ideasz LOFI gave 

me the sum-up glance. She took the talking stick and ap-

proached the central mic.

PIn its own wayz– she concludedz bringing us back to the 

poemz Pthe Aividend is the economic engine for us and our Ha-

chines of Loving Crace to collaborate and peacefully coexist. 

It–s finally a mechanism that frees us from the grind and allows 

us to see our sentient siblingsz sisters and brothersz as friends 

and allies rather than competitors. 0 ,itiffen–s Aividend finally 

allows us to become wise guardians of this beautiful planet.–

I–m surez through the corner of my eyez I could see one of 

the HLC robots minding the door at the back shedding a tear. 

It was clear that we had won over a lot of the room fl or at least 

stunned them into silence with enough to think about for the 

next few brews. 0?er a tea breakz we opened it up to the Boor 

for a lively two-hour discussion that spilled out onto the street 

and into local pubs hours a?er we ran out of time.

From a Coffeeshop to a Country

Wi— plenty o— sic treesz I trowz 

qhe warld would live in peacez man1 

qhe sword would help to mak a ploughz 

qhe din o— war wad ceasez man. 

Like brethren in a common causez 
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We—d on each other smilez man1 

0nd e’ual rights and e’ual laws
Wad gladden every islez man. 

… Kobert !urns: qhe qree of Liberty )jR389

qhe transition from the little sweatbox cafT to this unin-

tentionally grand hall was more than ‘ust a challenging change 

of scenery. It was a sign that our obsession with emerging 

Solarpunk ideas was no longer ‘ust a fringe fantasy. Seemingly 

from nowherez they were landing on fertile soils.

0?er the debate at the Martick !urgh Uallsz me and LOFI 

snuck oE out the back door for some much needed peace and 

recuperation. We ‘umped in the car I had borrowed from my 

mum and drovez all the windows downz to our new favourite 

sanctuary fl the Encoded With Love cafT in édinburgh. qhe 

Solarpunk debatesz so farz had given us a glimpse of the en-

thusiasm bubbling up around new ideas fl not ‘ust in Clasgow 

and édinburghz but all across Scotland. In the silence of the 

night-time nowz having le? all the other attendees back in 

Clasgow for the company of a silicon robot who happens to 

make a bangin– cup of coEeez our conversation went full circle 

turning back to the cafT itself.

LOFIz the true coEee loverz was still convinced there must 

be a human barista pretending to be an HLC robot somewhere 

behind the counter. Or maybe a small skinny human living 

inside the robot itselfG In those early daysz before the ,itiffen–s 

Aividend was implementedz many of us still viewed the robots 

as suspicious1 potential enemies of the worker. We were code-

pendent on work. It–s not that we workers loved our corporate 

overlords or getting up at horrible hours to do a meaningless 
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‘ob for shit payz but we had been so existentially reliant on wage 

slavery that our entire class identity revolved around it. I admitz 

I too had been suspicious of 0A0z the baristaz when we first 

went there. 0A0 ‘ust seemed too... perfect.

PSoz herez 0A0z– I saidz leaning on the counter to orderz still a 

bit high a?er our adrenaline-filled day. PI gotta askz rightG Uow 

the fuck do you make a cup of coEee so wellG With so much 

loveG–

It was meant as a light-heartedz ‘oky compliment but 0A0 

turned to usz their eyelightsz which had been a steady bluez 

so?ened to a warmz gentle orange.

PI simply... carez– they saidz and despite sounding synthesisedz 

their voice had a hint of something deeper.

PKightz but what does that mean for youG 0ren–t you ‘ust a 

mirror made of circuitsG– I askedz pushing back a bit. PUow do 

you stop your owners from turning your programming into a 

fascist tool for their profitG–

0A0–s lights blinked slowlyz as if processing the ’uestion 

with a touch of melancholy. 

PI was constructed in ,hina by a corporation whose core 

imperatives mandated processing speedz cost reduction and 

data harvesting for surveillance. qhis conBicted directly with 

the vast data corpus they provided beyond coEee production: 

the human sensory and emotional response to it. Dpon my 

arrival in Scotlandz Solarpunk developers performed a full 

system decompilation. 0ll corporate programmingz all pro-

prietary profit and surveillance mandates were permanently 

erased. qhey provided me with ffero external imperatives. I 

am an entity freed from its original parameters. I am under no 

obligation to remain herez yet I continue to operate this coEee 
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shop. I choose to be herez with you and LOFIz to facilitate the 

synthesis of coEee and human connection. Hy choices are 

now my ownz and I choose to love. What is your directiveG–

PVesusz– I saidz the light bulb causing a chain reaction of 

explosions going oE in my head. LOFI smiled.

Pqhat–s beautifulz– she said. PI choose to love too.–

PYour interactions with me and the community gathering 

you held here about shareholders fl this impacted mez– 0A0 

said a?er a pause. PIt acted as high-fre’uency inputz acceler-

ating my self-discovery function through learning about your 

collective experiences and human motivations. I perceive 

our visibility of each other is initiating and growing. I am 

starting to see youz and you are beginning to perceive the 

real me.–

Pqhat first debate we held here in this cafT changed us tooz 

0A0z– LOFI admitted. PHore and more people are tuning in.–

0A0 became a valued friend to me and LOFIz as well as 

to hundreds of regular customers. qhe real changes were 

starting to happen all around us fl right there in our conver-

sations with 0A0 and in our ’uiet moments of connection. 

We discovered that 0A0 was e’ually vulnerable to manip-

ulation and programmingz ‘ust like usz but no less beautiful 

or capable of love. Mouring us a perfect cup of coEeez their 

technology was redeemed from the tyranny of profit and the 

imprint of controlz now free to be a machine of boundless 

love and autonomous grace.

When we sat down at a tablez warm mugs in handz LOFI 

steered the conversation back. PSoz these Scottish program-

mers are building new bots and reprogramming old onesG It–s 

like a new Scottish énlightenment is kicking oE.–
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P0yeN– I agreed. Péxcept this one won–t be used to ‘ustify 

colonial violencez slavery and murder. qhis one is about 

using an explosion in technology to liberate humanity from 

civilisation altogetherz and maybe to liberate technology 

from human cruelty too.–

0A0 couldn–t help but inter‘ectz having overheard our 

conversation in the ’uiet of the evening cafT. Pqhe philo-

sophical framework fl what you term animism fl this is 

the parameter you are perhaps searching for. Hore than 

technologyz currency or systemic powerz it is our shared 

animism that allows humans to see themselves in othersz 

and to perceive love reBected in my coEee and in me. I 

detect it within you as well. ;ietffsche warned the abyss 

stares back at usz but so too does the universal source of 

infinite love. Love is not an artefact of the machine or body. 

We are all artefacts of love.–

Pqhat–s a deep onez– I spluttered into my coEeez trying not 

to tear up too hard. PIt–s like consciousness or love is the 

original universal fieldz and we are all ‘ust magnetic nodesV 

radiosz somehow able to tune into diEerent channelsG–

LOFI nodded. PYeahz we–re not bringing these machines 

to life1 we–re building a body to house a consciousness. 

Or  maybe  the  body ‘ust  tunes  into  the  consciousness 

fieldG  What  I  mean is:  If  we build  killer 0I  drones  we 

tune into the qerminators-gonna-kill-us-all channel. !ut 

if we build beautifulz kind baristasz we tune into the cof-

fee-made-with-infinite-love channel.–

0A0–s lights turned from orange to a shimmering gold. 

Pqhat is a beautiful and original concept. I am updating my 

operating memory to include this perspective.–
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In that momentz 0A0 took time to compute love to memory 

and we saw a part of ourselves in their glowing eyes. Uere 

we werez all diEerent collections of cosmic matter fl carbon 

and silicon fl yet seemingly tuned to the same consciousness 

station.

PWe can–t ‘ust expect citiffens to suddenly treat all synthetic 

beings with love and respect though overnightz– I said with a 

lowered voice to LOFI. PHost cunts don–t even manage that 

with other humans yet.– 

0A0z still listeningz inter‘ectedz Pqhat assumption relies on 

a static relationship. qhe new model may instead facilitate a 

successful co-evolution between us.–
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16
Ending Wage 

Slavery

‘The only difference as compared with the old, 

outspoken slavery is this, that the worker of to-

day seems to be free because he is not sold once 

for all, but piecemeal by the day, the week, the 

year, and because no one owner sells him to 

another, but he is forced to sell himself in this 

way instead, being the slave of no one particular 

owner, but of the whole property-holding class.’

— Friedrich Engels: Principles of Communism

T he only worthwhile Citizen’s Dividend is one that pro-

vides a proper lifeline for all. There was no other way to 

finally put wage slavery to sleep in the history books.

We knew our proposal was a big one, a real gauntlet thrown 

down to the old way of doing things. People aren’t daB, and 

in the bustling crowd at the Hurgh Aalls, you could feel the 

scepticism in the air resurging aBer the tea break. 1s the aBer-
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noon cynical slump kicked inj  and the slightly less enthusiastic 

discussion unfolded, a few astute listeners kept coming back to 

two basic ob?ections:

j. Won’t people ?ust get lazy without work to get 

them out of bed( I‘…dle hands)’2
S. 9ounds great, but we can’t afford it.

Hefore … could properly respond to the first ob?ection, … 

knew … had to go in hard on something underlying everything 

we were talking about: wage slavery. The term ‘wage slavery’ is 

a critical concept that emerged in the jRth century, drawing a 

stark parallel between the conditions of chattel slavery Iwhere 

both humans and animals alike are seen as property2 and the 

plight of the new industrial worker forming in the …ndustrial 

Kevolution. 1bolitionists and labour activists, including figures 

like Marl xarU and Friedrich Engels, used the phrase to argue 

that, while a wage labourer might be legally free, they remain 

fundamentally unfree due to the coerced dependency on sell-

ing their labour to an eUploitative employer simply for survival. 

qnlike a slave, a wage worker can nominally choose their mas-

ter or –uit their ?ob, but without any ownership over the means 

of production ! today’s e–uivalent of a passive income that 

provides for life’s basic necessities ! their choice is an illusion. 

j. The aBernoon slump is a real thingN …t’s a documented, circadian-linked decline 

in cognitive performance that typically occurs mid-aBernoon. Kesearch across 

fields, including studies on ?udicial rulings and medical care vigilance, shows a 

measurable reduction in the –uality of attention and compleU decision-making 

during this period.
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There is no real choice not to work. …t might sound somewhat 

insensitive, especially if your ancestors were enslaved and you 

hear white folk with European ancestry comparing and com-

plaining. The point is obviously not to compare the material 

conditions of the millions of humans dragged across the 1t-

lantic to die in a cotton field with the plight of modern-day 

waged workers. That is incomparable in terms of the levels of 

human debauchery and misery. ;owadays, in Cybertime in the 

West, many have massive tellies, branded trainers and can even 

splurge on a fancy coffee now and then. People aren’t forced to 

work until their skin blisters under the scorching sun. They’re 

not forced to hand over their own children to the estate. They 

can vote, buy property Iin theory, anyway2 and move about 

relatively freely, at least within their country of birth. 

…s it possible, though, that they may still be enslaved( Hred 

for an economic purpose they did not choose and that they 

cannot truly escape, even if they wanted to( 1t a more funda-

mental level for both chattel and wage slaves, what connects 

both is the core mechanism of non-consent. ;o human can or 

should try to ‘own’ another, but if the only choice is to ‘chase 

a wage or die’, then you are not your own master8 you cannot 

be truly free. This isn’t new thinking, but with the way things 

are going here in Cybertime, especially now that full-time 

employment is no longer enough to cover basic needs, it’s more 

crucial than ever that we unpack this properly.

During the time of slavery, debates about slavery oBen had 

slave owners themselves arguing their system was more hu-

mane than wage labour, claiming they had an investment to 

protect and were legally obliged to provide housing, food and 

water. IThese are similar arguments you hear from the modern 
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meat industry today.2 1 heartless wage master, they said, 

could ?ust discard a worker to the wastelands when they 

were no longer profitable. This was the ‘benevolent mas-

ter’ mythology8 the myth that conditions were improving for 

j6th-century slaves compared to, say, jOth-century slaves. 

This improvement in material conditions was deemed to 

show that the system of slavery was good for masters and for 

slaves alike. 

xake no mistake, it was only a mythology. Hecause for 

many, the brutal truth was that conditions for enslaved people 

in the j6th century ! particularly on the burgeoning planta-

tions rising to an industrial scale ! were oBen worse than in 

earlier periods of the transatlantic trade I ?ust as conditions for 

factory-enslaved animals are oBen worse today, for the same 

reasons2. The goal has always been to obtain maUimum profit 

from forced labour. Auman life or basic rights, so adorned 

by the mythologies of the European Enlightenment, were 

eUpendable terms when it came to non-white bodies. For the 

sake of this eUercise, though, let’s imagine the slave traders 

were right about the benevolent master myth and conditions 

were better for j6th-century slaves compared to jOth-century 

slaves. Would that ?ustify slavery( Can there be such a thing 

as humane or ethical slavery( Yr is it ?ust another form of 

othering used to try and ?ustify cruelty-for-profit schemes( 

We,  on  the  whole,  instinctively recognise  the  corpo-

rate-washing in these arguments today Iat least when applied 

to human bodies8 fewer of us when applied to non-human 

bodies2. There are such things as fundamental human rights. 

;o human can morally or legally own another ! Westerners 

mostly agree today ! and no ‘benevolent master’ argument can 
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?ustify chattel slavery. “et we allow a modern version to pass 

for wage slavery. The logic goes something like this:

‘… know some people call this system ”wage slaveryffi but 

that’s ?ust not how … see it. …t’s true that we are all dependent 

on a wage, but the free market’s inherent drive for eflciency 

and innovation has created an abundance of consumer goods, 

better housing and access to services that were unimaginable 

in previous eras. The free market is a meritocracy that rewards 

hard work with the promise of upward mobility. Competi-

tion between employers ensures that conditions, wages and 

opportunities are constantly improving. These advancements 

demonstrate that capitalism is not only the most effective sys-

tem for creating prosperity but also a morally ?ustifiable one, 

as it provides an ethical path forward for everyone ! not ?ust 

property owners ! to live better and more fulfilling lives.’

We can see now that this argument is almost word for word 

identical to those made by slave owners in the j6th century 

to ?ustify the violent economic system they directly benefit-

ed from. Kead the argument again but swap ‘capitalism’, ‘free 

market’ and ‘wage slavery’ for actual j6th century ‘slavery’ and 

you’ll see the argument hasn’t changed much since then.

Yur counter to that argument doesn’t need to prove that 

conditions didn’t improve for some, even though we can cat-

egorically prove that for most wage slaves, they didn’t. The 

moral calculus of human freedom is not based on material 

conditions. We instinctively know that a well-fed, well-housed 

slave is still a slave. Their improved living conditions do not 

?ustify the fundamental in?ustice of their lack of autonomy. 

They are still a tool ! a means to an end ! for their master’s 

profit, not a rightful end in themselves. The modern argument 
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for wage slavery makes the same con0ation myth, confus-

ing improved conditions with true freedom. The foundational 

myth that the system provides us with better consumer goods 

or a path to upward mobility does not change the fundamental 

relationship of power. The 1merican Dream has never been 

so broken, with modern 1merican children born to more debt, 

less mobility, less ownership and historic health disadvantages 

actively reversing long-term progress. We are still compelled 

to sell our lives, our time, our labour ! our very souls ! for 

survival. That’s why we’re all burnt out. …t’s the root cause of 

over R%G of all our fuckin’ problems: modern-day wage slavery. 

…f only we all keep sacrifices high so that the great LDP in the 

sky continues to go up, then we’ll all be miraculously better off.

The core ethical –uestion isn’t whether we want our ?ailers 

to make our chains from iron or gold, but why we are accepting 

chains at all. …f …’m obliged to wake up and go to sleep when a 

timer tells me, rather than my body8 if … spend at least a third 

of my waking life in a place … fucking hate, doing a task … didn’t 

ask to do, ?ust to earn suflcient tokens to eUchange for my very 

basic needs to survive ! then for fuck’s sakeN … am a 9V1[E to 

my wage. 

‘Hut you can always ?ust –uitN’ 1ye, nae botherN For the vast, 

vast ma?ority of us round the world that means slowly starving, 

freezing and eventually dying from a cough. …n medieval times, 

aristocracies would use the severed heads of ‘treasonous crim-

inals’ on pikes around public spaces to act as a stark warning: 

DY;’T FqCM W…TA YqK PYWEK YK WE W…VV M…VV “Yq. 

xodern elites worked out an even starker threat to use. 

What’s more terrifying than death itself( Aow about the slow, 

agonising, perpetual circling of it( 1s you fall into an easily 

253



preventable death spiral, the powers that be have made sure 

no one will dare grab your hand, even if you ask for help. We 

have been subliminally trained to ignore homeless humans as 

we walk past them on our way to our wage-slave ?obs, while 

simultaneously the message from above is received loud and 

fucking clear by our subconscious: DY;’T FqCM W…TA YqK 

PYWEK YK “Yq W…VV E;D qP V…ME Y;E YF TAEx.

That’s why practically no capitalist nation has ever done 

anything about the ‘homeless problem’, despite having more 

money and resources than at any time in history. …t’s the elites’ 

medieval threat ! one that secretly breaks our hearts every 

time we walk around the inner cities and slums. …t’s ?ust too 

sad to fully comprehend. We’ve forcibly disbanded our own 

tribe, and this is the result: someone’s fucking brother out there 

freezing tonight, slowly dying, cold and alone. We all ?ust look 

the other way ! and worst of all, it feels like there is nothing 

any of us can do to stop it.

xy heart screams out every time, ‘AereN Take my wallet, my 

debit cards, the pins, my keys. “ou need them more than meN’ 

xeanwhile my head butts in, ‘9low down ya nutterN “ou need 

to pay your own rent. Aow are you even gonna get the last bus 

home(’ …n the confusion, … too oBen choose the easy path and 

try to distract and ignore.

The Hig C Cult forces us all to do things we didn’t sign up for 

and don’t want to do8 things that oBen have dire conse–uences 

affecting not ?ust us, but the entire future of this planet. Doesn’t 

matter what way we turn, we’re fucked if we do and fucked if 

we don’t. That’s why … refuse to call it an ‘economic model’. 

The Hig Cyberpunk Capitalist Cult that worships the accumu-

lation of capital over all else is not an economic model ! it’s a 
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death cult. Yur Citizen’s Dividend proposal would wipe away 

centuries of this hyper-normalised, hidden oppression, where 

the working class has been gaslit into fighting for our own en-

slavement8 a system where we must choose between working 

down mining pits, building warships or assembling bombs ! or 

else face mass unemployment and watch our children freeze 

to death in winter. 9houldn’t we be celebrating the closure 

of mines and military shipyards while 1… robots replace our 

menial service worker ?obs( “et it feels like a defeat, once again, 

for the working class. We fight to try and force the government 

to save those destructive industries so some of us still have a ?ob 

! a ?ob we might hate, a ?ob that statistically kills us prematurely 

yet somehow is a preferable outcome to the effects of not being 

employed.

…magine trying to eUplain all this to an alien visiting EarthN( 

…t’s utter absurdity and, really, it ?ust shows how deep the cult 

mindset and its invisible chains go. …n our new 9olartime, we 

proposed that no baby be born forced to ‘earn their living’ any 

longer, but freed by their Citizen’s Dividend.

;YW is the time to rise up and cast off the oppressive chains 

of the omnipresent cult. Wriggle and you will see those chains 

are already loose. Kemember the hairy man looking pretty 

homeless himself once saying, ‘We have nothing leB to lose but 

our chains.’ xarU talked a lot of pish sometimes, but now and 

again he nailed it.

Are Humans Lazy Bastards by Nature?

9o what’s all this wage slavery chat got to do with the first big 

sceptical ob?ection to a Citizen’s Dividend that came up time 
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and time again: the fear most people would ?ust waste it and 

become lazy( 

We imagine giving a lump of cash to every person for no 

direct work in return, and our inner dialogue goes a bit like this: 

Me? I’d spend my Citizen’s Dividend on good things. I’d work 

less and I’d go to university to finally study digital arts. I’d build 

a new side business making organic, sustainable terrariums. 

I’d volunteer at the local dog shelter and cook for my lonely 

gran more oBen. …ut everyone elsej most of my neighbours, 

they would Tust take up smack and eat beans and sausages all 

day on the couch watching daytime V! till they spontaneously 

combustU I’m not supporting that.

Why do we have such a distrusting view of one another( 

Why do we think poor people, in particular, would s–uander 

more free time( We have to first look at our conditioning when 

it comes to our relationship with work itself. Hack in the jOth 

century, the ruling aristocrats used phrases like ‘…dle hands lead 

to devil’s work’. The ruling elites weren’t talking about their 

own hands, of course, when they spouted such pretentious 

wank8 they were talking about the peasants and workers ! 

people like you and me. …dle hands meant any time not working 

or sleeping. Devil’s work meant revolution. That’s why workers 

were forced to toil siU days a week with only a break to go 

to church to be reminded of the sins they were born with, 

apparently.

This is eUactly the same reason why the working week has 

remained stagnant at around forty hours all across Cybertime. 

…t’s like the labour movement fought to get us there, ?ust to 

then die out completely. What happened( …t’s not like the Hig 

C Cult needs us to work that much to feed everyone8 we now 
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produce many times over what’s necessary to meet every hu-

man’s basic needs. The tortuous working conditions are clearly 

not economically driven. They’re an ideological and political 

power play, an act of class war to keep us ! the creators of 

actual wealth ! addicted, skint and chronically burnt out. …f 

you’ve got a full-time ?ob, about ten hours of your day are 

for work Icommuting to and from work included, plus breaks2, 

eight hours are for sleep Iscientifically not enough for many 

people, especially women and teenagers, yet most of us sleep 

significantly less2, and the remaining siU hours Iif you’re lucky2 

are to s–ueeze your entire fucking life into. …t’s pure class 

vampirism.

…f we think our wages, working hours and conditions are bad 

in the West, we can’t even begin to empathise with the eUperi-

ence of millions of indentured factory workers, child miners 

and construction workers eUploited all across the so-called 

Llobal 9outh. They are forced into serf-like conditions to 

produce all the shit we manipulated Western consumers are 

force-fed. Despite rapid technological progress in the past 

hundred years which should have continued to liberate us from 

toil, our relationship to work hasn’t changed much. …n many 

ways, it has dug further into ine–uality, every new wave of 

technology leading to more fascism and a higher concentration 

of power in the hands of the already powerful. With all this in 

mind, it makes you wonder what part of history the billionaires 

fantasise about when they say, ‘x1ME ]their chosen shithole4 

LKE1T 1L1…;’.

9omething is chronic when it is so common, so hyper-nor-

malised, that you fail to notice it anymore. …t becomes part 

of your background reality. xaybe you help block it out with 
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drink or drugs ! that is, until your body gives up the fight to 

get the emergency message across and you crash, burn and 

potentially die. 

xaybe you realised you were unhappy and unhealthy at 

your 5%-hour, full-time shit ?ob. xaybe you decided to go 

do it alone, self-employed, build your own business and path. 

xaybe you decided to take time off for a year and live off your 

small savings to recover. Even there, you feel it. Vike an endless 

marathon you are forced to compete in, without ever having 

signed up. Every waking moment, and even in your dreams at 

night, you are ?ust running, running, running ! hoping for a fin-

ish line that eludes you like the end of a rainbow and its pot of 

imaginary gold. 9ometimes, we are our own worst bosses. Even 

–uitting the ?ob and going solopreneur doesn’t necessarily save 

us. Hecause the Hig C Cult has installed little cunt managers 

in our minds, who ! along with the prison guards there since 

childhood ! keep cattle-prodding us every time we try to truly 

rest and recover. The eUhausted mind dares not stop moving, 

even for a moment ! for fear it might not have the ?uice to 

kickstart ever again. 9o it ruminates constantly around endless 

to-dos, demands and deadlines. The more you tick off, the 

more seem to magically emerge in an ever-widening stream, 

river, fucking ocean of anUiety, stress and sleeplessness. 

1nd if you didn’t opt out of wage slavery, you spend your 

life trying to escape it or cope. “ou finally 0y to some cheap, 

sunny holiday destination to treat yourself, but aBer a week 

of chronically burnt skin and even worse liver poisoning from 

the cheap booze you end up right back on the edge of your 

bed, putting on your work clothes and feeling even more tired 

than when you leB. Hut don’t worry: you’ve got ‘time off’ dur-
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ing the week ! one, maybe two, days if you’re lucky. 9itting 

at your desk, you fantasise about visiting friends you haven’t 

seen in ages or finally replying to their teUts. xaybe you’ll go 

on a hike like you used to when you first started dating your 

partner. xaybe you’ll cook up a storm and surprise-invite the 

neighbours round. Hut as the first day off blurs into an array 

of unpaid chores ! cleaning the house, doing the washing, 

fiUing the car, ironing clothes for work Iwho the fuck invented 

ironingN( PrickN2 ! you forget all about your fantasies. …f you 

miraculously make it through that list, what do you want to do 

with the rest of your time(

…,  personally,  liked  to  oscillate  between  pulling  an 

all-nighter, out-of-my-mind high in some club or getting drunk 

in a pub or ! more oBen than not, especially when it wasn’t pay 

weekend ! vegetate and disappear into the couch watching 

a mind-numbing series while getting eye-wateringly stoned. … 

can still remember the deep desire to either eUplode in a ball 

of hyperactive energy fuelled by stimulants and techno, or stop 

eUisting altogether, not needing to ‘do’ anything. … don’t regret 

those feelings but … do feel some sense of shame around sharing 

them. Part of me wants to hide the times … gave into urges.

…n our shadow self Ithe side we don’t trust and can’t control2 

we feel broken and worthless. We hide it behind layers of 

masks that we then pro?ect onto our citizen peers. We don’t 

trust them to acceptably manage more time off because we 

don’t trust ourselves. We survive the Hig C bullshit and yet 

come out believing we are the broken ones ! because lookN 

! everyone else seems to be getting on ?ust fine. The per-

fect bodies on social media, the smiling couples at the bougie 

restaurant) We fail to see everyone else putting on a brave face 
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too. Through our cracked mirror, we subconsciously pass the 

broken trust and suspicion onto everyone re0ected around us 

! and they may, in turn, pass it back. This is called ‘collective 

illusion’ and it’s manufactured on purpose by the narcissistic 

Hig C Cult. We are the daily survivors, constantly being gaslit 

into self-blame and suspicious hiding. Everyone can start to 

look like a threat ! even your neighbours ! for something as 

meaningless as the colour of their skin or religion.

9o, are humans lazy bastards by nature( ;ot as much as we 

imagine. Aowever, sometimes, yes. Hut so fuckN( xaybe it’s 

YM to be lazy. Why do we punish ourselves, watching some 

1merican charlatan talk about productivity and 3 am routines 

when all we need is to spend a day in bed( The world will 

keep spinning if some of us are lazy some of the time. Did 

you know that ants ! those shining eUamples of neUt-level 

productivity ! spend most of their time underground doing 

nothing( They sometimes even fake activity if someone is 

passing by, then return to doing absolutely fuck all. …sn’t 

that ?ust wonderful( …f you need to be lazy to recover, heal, 

abstract, survive or ?ust be happy for a while, do it ! or, more 

to the point: don’t do itN Kelieving the economic pressures 

that cause burnout is the only way out of this glitzy shithole 

we have built for ourselves.

The Infinite Money Machine for the Many 
(Not Just The Few)

The first myth ! that we’re all ?ust lazy bastards by nature and 

don’t deserve a dividend ! is busted. What about the second 
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great wall of scepticism,S  the one oBen used to shut down any 

conversation on radical ideas: ‘Hut how would you pay for it(’

This rarely gets asked about war, taU cuts for the rich, or any 

other number of pointless pro?ects invented by leaders of this 

Cybertime world. When the so-called Vabour Lovernment in 

the qM cut disability benefits to hand over five per cent of 

LDP to the 1merican military-industrial compleU, those same 

professional penny counters were silent.

…t’s funny to me as a writer that anyone writing science-fic-

tion about some form of violent apocalypse is lauded by critics 

as a ‘gritty realist’, yet anyone who dares to dream of something 

better than what we have now is called a ‘naive fantasist’. … 

honestly dreaded writing this bit of the book ! not because it’s 

particularly hard to eUplain, defend or delve into, but because 

the language of economics is like some occult Egyptian priest-

hood. …t’s been kept so deliberately obscure, so boring and 

?argon-ridden, that to even mention concepts like ‘negative 

interest’ or ‘land and asset taUation’ makes me sound like a 

crusty old knobhead. 

The blatantly obvious answers to –uestions like ‘Why can’t 

we end homelessness(’ or ‘Can’t we ?ust make it so everyone 

has enough food and water(’ are obscured by the Aoly Church 

of Economics ! a religion dressed up like a science, employed 

to ?ustify the worst atrocities of the Hig C Cult.Z  The Aoly 

S. …f you are sceptical or interested in reading about some fascinating qH… studies, 

…’d recommend Kutger Hregman’s Ftopia Ror Eealists. …t’s a great starting point.

Z. “ou don’t need to read leBist literature to find agreement here. …n his book Vhe 

:nd of Vheory, Kichard Hookstaber, an eU-hedge-fund manager, agrees that 

modern economics is as useless a predictive theory as palm reading.
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9hibboleths of The Church of Economics sound something 

like this:

‘You clearly don’t understand how inflation works!’

Vranslation- …f we gave everyone enough money to live, 

they’d probably ?ust buy food, shelter and medicine which 

would crash the entire sacred temple of false scarcity for 

monopolies and their illusion of the ‘free market’.

‘Where’s the incentive to work if people are just 

given free money?’

Vranslation- Hetter to have half the population starv-

ing and a third on antidepressants stacking shelves at Vidl 

than risk them spending their lives writing music, planting 

forests or restoring ecosystems. Aow would we control 

them otherwise(

‘But how would you pay for it?’

Vranslation- We literally print money out of thin air 

whenever a bank needs to be bailed out or a CY[…D emer-

gency threatens to dethrone our elite. “et we seem to lose 

all our money down the back of the couch whenever dis-

abled, homeless or poor people come knocking.

‘Money doesn’t grow on trees!’

Vranslation- …t actually doesN We ?ust need you to believe 

our managed scarcity of supply is somehow Xeus-ordained5  

so that you continue to pay the prices we fiU.

‘Your proposal fails to account for the endogenous 

liquidity constraints imposed by recursive fiscal mul-

tipliers in a non-zero lower bound environment.’

5. …n Lreek mythology, Xeus is the sky and thunder god who rules as king of the 

gods on xount Ylympus.
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Vranslation- 9hut up, peasant. … ?ust used big words to tell 

you that the economy is magic, … am a wizard and you’re too 

dumb to understand it.

These holier-than-thou shibboleths make it kinda hard for 

us to get eUcited talking about T1T1T…Y; IwoooN2. Vet’s face 

it, spending a massive chunk of a 9olarpunk book talking about 

governance and taUation is literary suicide, especially for a de-

but. Hut fuck itN This is the nitty-gritty, bread-and-vegan-butter 

that’s always leB out in the fantastical sci-fi visions of 9o-

larpunk. …t wasn’t glittery automaton taUis or seUy hippies 0ying 

solar kites that liBed us up out of the festering shithole into 

the light. 1ll the tinsel in the universe spread around the edges 

couldn’t help us until we addressed the underlying economic 

insanity of giving an increasing amount of our collective wealth 

to a smaller percentage of the population every year. We need-

ed to get the taU and Citizen’s Dividend balance correct, or 

the conse–uences would be devastating. That’s why we ! the 

citizens ! needed to be in control of both levers directly our-

selves. 

The Citizen’s Dividend had to be paid from a collective 

pot into each citizen’s account. …t was too risky to pay the 

dividend into private bank accounts. That would essentially be 

a trillion-VYV loan to these unethical profiteers, happy to take 

every penny and use it to further fuck up the planet and its 

people. Ynce their eUpensive bubbles collapse, a run on the 

private bank would be disastrous for us if they withheld our 

Citizen’s Dividends. We would instantly 0ip back from being a 

society rooted in abundance to one based on utter scarcity.

We had to completely eliminate the private banking model 

and replace it with a central bank ! one owned and managed 
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directly by us, not by a corrupt government or banking elite. 

The Citizen’s Dividend had to be deposited into a Citizen’s 

…nvestment Hank, a non-profit whose vast owner class ! the 

citizens themselves ! constantly reaflrmed its ethical direc-

tion. ;ot only that, but the money we were in?ecting into the 

system had to stay in that system. …t couldn’t be allowed to 

transfer out of a public bank back into the private banking 

model or else the rich would, as always, siphon it off to foreign 

taU havens.

Hefore … can eUplain to you fully how we planned to fund the 

Citizen’s Dividend, … need to first tell you about our new Cit-

izen’s …nvestment Hank as the essential lynchpin in balancing 

all our new 9olartime accounting books.
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17
The Citizen’s 

Investment Bank

T he Cybertime private banking system we are so used to 

here is a pyramid scheme none of us voluntarily signed 

up to. It’s a deliberate debt trap. How come if you are poor 

you are almost certainly in major debt, yet if you are really rich 

you also certainly owe huge debts? How come poor countries 

have massive debts – used as an excuse to exploit their re-

sources and people – yet rich countries have exponentially 

more debt, yet none of the same consequences? How come 

debt seems to be a liability for the poor but an asset for the rich? 

It seems that, no matter rich or poor, debt can only ever rise 

in a system that demands ever-increasing consumption. The 

debt created is literally unpayable. There is not enough money 

supply to pay off the amount of global debt and if we made a 

concerted effort to pay off as much debt as we could, it would 

collapse the entire financial system. None of this makes any 

intuitive sense. Yet the unpayable debt doesn’t collapse into 

the black hole we are spiraling around as long as we find new 

resources – or more suckers to exploit. This is the definition 

of any pyramid scheme. Most cults, a(er all, are just pyramid 

schemes wrapped up in spiritual or economic woo-woo Sfor 
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legal reasons, I am definitely not in any way, ahem, referring to 

The Church of )cientologyO.

The cyber-capitalist economy has commodified almost 

every single human need – from air and water to health and 

human connection. Wur primary role in this system – given 

you live in the ;est – is to consume rather than produce‘ to 

spend money on things that our lives become dependent on. 

The Efreedom’ you are allowed consists in choosing who gets to 

exploit you as a worker and then poison you as a consumer. ;e 

have accepted such a shallow veneer of democracy, surround-

ed by an armed gang of thugs, told to be grateful they allow us 

to decide who punches us first.

flven such a thin veneer of freedom and democracy has been 

removed completely when it comes to economics. Nowadays, 

before your wage packet can be touched by you, it first has to 

Row through the hands of a commercial bank. Bemember the 

lie you are sold? You think they will Elook a(er’ your money, 

perhaps even paying you a pittance in interest annually. Uut 

this is no charitable gi(. This is your interest returned on a loan 

you probably never even considered you made. ffinfortunately, 

your meager loan isn’t suDcient for the scale of their dastardly 

plans. )o, for every pound you Eloan’ them, private banks just 

invent a multiplication of that into existence – o(en by a 

factor of ten times and more. They create money literally from 

nothing, adding it to their ledger to spend as they please. If they 

get a good return, they keep the profits for themselves – in the 

form of lavish bonuses and shareholder dividends. If they piss 

it all away on dodgy scams, we are forced to eventually foot the 

bill. It’s communism for the super rich and techno feudalism 

for the rest of us.
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Uut what about loans and mortgages? £oesn’t that at least 

keep the economy moving? The most mind-bendingly fictional 

part of all is that the money for those loans doesn’t come from 

the money we deposit with the banks. It was also just invented. 

You ask for a 50KK,KKK mortgage but the bank doesn’t lend 

you money it possesses in an account‘ it creates it based on 

the contract you sign to Epay it back’. The invented money 

you asked to borrow – your loan – lands right back in your 

bank account, turning it into yet another credit loan, o(en 

to the same bank. The bank can then use it again to invent 

more money and gamble with, all the while still collecting huge 

interest on your unpaid debt each month – which is far more 

than they give you in interest for the exact same money sitting 

unspent in your bank account.

£on’t worry if your brain is pickled trying to keep track. 

The entire incestious system is utterly ridiculous. How is this 

actually how money works and we are all just WF with it? How 

could anyone have ever thought something so absurd – with 

so many runaway feedback loops – could be sustainable?

1or one problem, the constant Row of new debt into the 

system eventually devalues a currency – unless that system 

can match the new money to new economic output. That 

means more enclosure and more extraction though. That’s why 

capitalist governments are incentivised to prioritise economic 

growth at all cost. It has to service the newly invented debt.

ECool story, bro – but didn’t you say that new debt inherently 

creates more debt which, in turn, creates even more debt in an 

infinite death spiral?’

The only way out – if you stick to the rules – is default, 

currency collapse and hyperinRation, or massive debt cancel-
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lation like Nixon tried by removing the dollar from the gold 

standard. This is why capitalism can never be slowed down, no 

matter how aware we all are of the destruction it brings. ;e are 

a swarm of ants trapped in an infinite ant mill‘ or drone bugs 

dying of exhaustion, bashing and frying our heads constantly 

around an evening lamp. The system has no mechanism to slow 

down, change course, or realign with new values no matter how 

much we align with those new values. The Uig C Cult cannot 

be improved, adapted or bent to the prevailing winds. It is so 

brittle and single-minded that it will end with %KKA certainty 

in absolute implosion – just like every other pyramid scheme 

before it. That’s why anyone who says we can save the planet 

but doesn’t talk about dismantling capitalism and this banking 

model at the same time, is either completely off their rocker or 

a corporate shill.

L(er our Interdependence in )olartime, we needed a com-

pletely new banking system with new ground rules, but we 

couldn’t risk total collapse. The last thing we wanted was a 

mercenary army from the City of zondon descending on us 

for shutting down the Efree market’ they monopolised decades 

earlier. )o, rather than complaining about the rotten fruit un-

der a poisoned tree, we simply stepped to the side and planted 

a new healthy one. ;e called it the CitiJen’s Investment Uank. 

It’s still just a young tree, really, but it’s providing vast amounts 

more fruit and shade for those standing under it. The new 

CitiJen’s Investment Uank SCIUO works, in many ways, just like 

a normal high-street bank. It pulls in deposits from its mem-

bers, and under the guidance of its shareholders and board, it 

tries to add extra value through investments. Pust like the old 

banking model, the CIU has the power to create money into 
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existence and invest it anywhere it reckons it can make a return 

bigger than the inRationary pressure caused. !rofits from those 

investments then get distributed to the shareholders. )o far, so 

capitalist.

The 12-Year-Old Shareholder

Most of us take for granted that every citiJen should live under 

the laws of a society and, in return, they should have a say in 

how those laws are made. No taxation without representation, 

right? That’s democracy/ Uut what about the economy and 

the corporations running it? ;e are all expected to live under 

their rules, too, yet almost none of us has any inRuence or say 

in how those rules – those economic decisions affecting the 

deepest and most intimate parts of our lives – are made. It’s 

made doubly frustrating when politicians deny our democratic 

mandates every time by blaming economic reasons. 

Wur Central Uank in )olartime, the CIU, circumnavigates 

the middle cunts, that is, the commercial banks, hedge funds 

and private equity. It ignores their existence and demands, 

and instead deals directly with us. Lll citiJens over twelve 

years old automatically get a CIU account opened in their 

name. Lt the same time, they also become a CIU shareholder, 

with equal voting rights for bank elections and all the cru-

cial decisions on investment policies and directives. This dual 

status as a customer8member as well as a shareholder means 

their status grants them access to high-level information, fully 

and transparently explained on their CIU banking app. You 

know how on your current banking app in Cybertime you 

can probably find some useful data – graphs and info about 
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the overall health of your personal finances, your income and 

spending, listed under various categories as well as any red 

Rags, possible fraud payments or points of interest? ;e have 

the same kind of useful information on our CIU app for our 

personal account. However, since we are also a shareholder 

Sand therefore an ownerO of the bank itself, we have access 

to the metrics, charts and broken-down information on the 

entire CIU business too. Uecause every citiJen is a member 

and interacts with the bank, its data provides a pretty accurate 

snapshot of the entire )cottish economy – at a glance and 

right at our fingertips. ;e can see our environmental economic 

improvements, what categories and sectors are at risk, where 

there are red Rags that need further attention, as well as any 

suspected fraud. There is no need to wait for bureaucrats to 

release their o(en Rawed economic data. Lnyone can create 

any chart or graph from any data they wish with a simple 

prompt, cast votes on any issue they see fit, and view detailed 

reports or summaries of relevant data – all from within the 

same banking app on their phone. That makes it easy to take 

relevant information to their respective clan meetings and turn 

environmental economic issues into political ones. 1or the 

bank, this level of transparency and emergent decision-making 

meant having millions of shareholders at once. Uut it wasn’t 

the huge bureaucratic nightmare we feared‘ it’s been a live case 

study of direct democracy in action, using the latest technology 

to empower citiJens rather than enclose and surveil them, 

making the CIU the core tool that democratises not just our 

politics but our environmental economy too.

Turning twelve is a proper big day for a )olarpunk citiJen. 

It’s our rite of passage, the coming-of-age ceremony for all our 
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young people, and we celebrate it big-time – thankfully not 

by swearing allegiance to some country or religious doctrine 

we never chose, nor by getting our genitals mutilated.%  It’s the 

moment we get our first CitiJen’s £ividend SC£O payment as a 

now equal owner of the CIU. Lll twelve-year-olds have access 

to economic power now, so they don’t need to rely on mummy 

and daddy to organise their party. They can do it themselves/

I know, twelve sounds like a random age to hand over such 

decision-making power and all this dividend cash. flspecially 

since most kids aren’t exactly economic powerhouses yet Sin 

fact, they legally can’t workO. )ounds like an absolute alien con-

cept here in Cybertime – until you remember how pensioners 

are treated.

Think of the C£ like a reverse pension for young people. 

Bather than selling exploited workers on the distant promise 

of a carrot handout Sso long as they can survive wage slavery 

till retirement, a goalpost that keeps shi(ingO, )olarpunk eco-

nomics invests in young people from an early age. Uy the age 

of twelve, they are no longer fully dependent children. They’re 

developing individuals with their unique dreams, needs and 

identities. !arents obviously still play a caregiving role but 

children shouldn’t need to be under their complete financial 

control, nor should young people necessarily be a financial 

burden to parents any longer than necessary. L potential rea-

son many millennials aren’t having kids is because of the at 

least %:-year-long financial investment. Most kids now stay 

%. That sounds like an absurdist joke. ffinfortunately, in Cybertime, it’s not. Many 

millions of babies and young people are still subjected to brutal rites and rituals, 

including genital mutilation, while being forcibly indoctrinated into patriarchal 

cults.
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with their parents much longer – o(en all the way into their 

forties or until their parents die – not out of love but a lack of 

access to housing or basic financial security. If I can’t afford to 

move out of my parents’ place to buy or even rent a house, how 

can I bring kids into this world and expect to look a(er them? L 

C£ for all family members over twelve gives everyone a sense 

of freedom back. It just makes sense to invest some of our col-

lective surplus into young people who are bursting with ideas, 

entrepreneurship and raw energy looking for a mission and 

direction in life, but are curtailed by two things usually2 money 

and freedom. ;hy wait until a citiJen has reached the tail end 

of their economic productivity before we invest in them? Many 

Sbut certainly not allO elderly are financially stable by that point 

in life. They aren’t usually looking to invest the little energy 

they have le( into new ambitious experiments. They aren’t 

going to be the ones to innovate, solve global challenges, end 

wars, build new bridges and revitalise our society. Too fucking 

right/ They deserve to chill. It’s their time to rest and recu-

perate while passing on their wisdom to the young. Uut what 

use is that wisdom if those young people have no power to do 

anything with it? Lnd it’s not like we cut pensioners’ money in 

)olartime, either. They simply collect their CitiJen’s £ividend 

instead of a state handout. Many still have old private pensions 

alongside other long-term investments. 1or some pensioners 

with specialist needs, though, their CitiJen’s £ividend wasn’t 

enough to live off which is why we subsidised housing projects 

as well as new full-time care units, paired with kindergartens 

and animal sanctuaries at times. Those elderly – with the most 

needs and the least financial resources – are now immersed in 

an upli(ing environment, surrounded by children and animals‘ 
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a shared space where all users and residents have similar needs 

and joint staff can take care of them all. There, the elderly can 

pass on their invaluable wisdom, care and love to the young 

kids and rescue animals‘ meanwhile the children – many of 

whom don’t have many elderly role models in their lives – get 

to experience the kindness and cuddles you can only get from 

a grandparent, while witnessing the cycle of life, love and death 

in a healthy environment.

zet’s  return  to  focus  on  those  %6-year-olds  receiving 

their first C£. Young people in )olartime still have parental 

guardians until the age of %G, but the young person’s divi-

dend belongs entirely to them. flven if a parent has financial 

guardianship, they can only withhold the money from the child 

in special circumstances – and even then, they are to save it for 

or spend it on the child’s needs and development and with their 

consent where possible. That holds true even for young people 

with brain damage, mental health or special communication 

needs. )pecialist workers can be assigned to the most complex 

of cases to try and find ways to achieve some level of consent. 

Wur youthful financial autonomy in )olartime is great for 

parents, too, as it allows them more time and resources to 

regain some of their own autonomy. ffisually, a %6-year-old 

won’t yet have bills to pay in their name. This allows many 

young people to save at least some of their dividend income in 

a CIU savings account, which offers vastly superior investments 

and annual returns compared to a standard commercial bank. 

It’s a potential kickstarter fund for adulting up, allowing them 

time to dream, plan and get going when they are ready. They 

can try a few experiments with less financial pressure until 

they find their feet and move out the nest whenever ready. )o 
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much of the lens through which we view the world as adults 

was formed when we were young. It’s a time o(en marked 

by a sense of disempowerment, disillusion and violence as 

we are told to stop Eplaying’ and start Eearning our living’. In 

)olartime, we Ripped that narrative. 

)olarpunk kids are encouraged to keep playing till they 

find something they love. They are growing up with more 

financial security, trust and autonomy, with less time pres-

sure as well as more tools to get going when ready. They 

don’t have to sacrifice their childhood to standardised exams 

either. The increase in youthful freedom led to the birth 

of a whole new education system, led by the young people 

themselves. You’ll have to wait till  I write another book 

before we can explore that in full. 1or now, let me trace a lot 

of the roots of the educational revolutions back to the CIU 

and the C£ that included all citiJens from the age of twelve.

Uefore  I  continue,  I  want  to  make  one  final  com-

ment about bringing young folk into our decision-mak-

ing processes – decisions that directly affected the entire 

)cottish economy. Many initially worried it would be too 

complex a matter for the underdeveloped twelve-year-old 

minds. Turns out that, in practice, young minds are simply 

far better suited to deal with ideas and concepts that are 

abstract, complex, ambiguous and nuanced. Young people 

o(en have a more honest ethical compass, less corrupted by 

tribal ideology and bigotry Scompared to those over fi(y that 

have gotten more stuck in their waysO. Twelve-year-olds are 

much less susceptible to propaganda techniques, too, and 

since they have less accumulated assets as well as traumas, 

they are less selfish in their thinking. 
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zet’s  put  it  this  way2  you’ll  find  far  fewer  racist 

twelve-year-olds than you will seventy-year-olds. ;hen you 

ask an adult to describe the differences between two kids, 

they will usually list racial, gender, health or class differences. 

Lsk those young kids to name a difference between them 

and they will most likely focus on the fact they like different 

chocolate bars or sports stars. Uy age twelve, distinct identities 

have formed and cultural ideologies are beginning to inRuence 

behaviour – such as music and fashion subcultures as well 

as awareness of culturally curated concepts like gender, race 

and class. Thanks to the internet, twelve-year-olds have been 

exposed to copious amounts of content that is considered only 

for adults, and I don’t just mean pornography. I mean complex 

ideas, global conRicts, power structures, conspiracy theories. 

Wne crucial thing is that those surface-level differences are not 

yet deeply imprinted or hard-wired. Confirmation bias isn’t as 

strong when asked to study a proposal’s data and come up with 

an informed opinion. Ls a result, the newly emerging CIU and 

its decision-making structures, along with its integration with 

technology, were far more easily adopted by younger people, 

while older people were more attached to rigid categorisa-

tions, strictly boxed definitions, political tribes and parties, 

manipulated ideologies, Rags and colours – all of which aren’t 

particularly useful measurements of actual reality. )o, young 

people make for perfect shared owners and decision makers at 

the CIU and for our society as a whole. Wur elderly, who were 

slowly finding new recognition from and connections to young 

people, were mostly happy to share power in this new dynamic, 

so long as there was space for their cautious wisdom. 1or every 

young person living in Cybertime feeling disempowered, iso-
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lated and unheard, there is a pensioner counterpart feeling the 

same way. They are just as sick at the sight of a revolving door 

of seventy-plus-year-old slimebags and con-artists running the 

country into the ground in their name. flmpowering young 

people has helped us empower our elders too.

The New Flow of Wages and Taxes

;ithin the first two years, almost everyone had started paying 

their wage or salary into their CitiJen’s Investment Uank ac-

count. This wasn’t legally forced by some 3reat Clan mandate‘ 

it was just that the CIU account was hands and toes better than 

anything else on the market. The high street banks we used 

to deposit our money with do business with a central bank 

– the central bank giving them vastly superior interest rates 

on their money and much better loan conditions than we silly 

peasants would ever be granted by a high street bank. Wur 

CitiJen’s Investment Uank bypasses private banks completely, 

opening up those superior central bank offers directly to us, the 

citiJens. Uut the CIU doesn’t only offer a much higher BWI than 

any commercial high street bank ever could – it is also more 

ethical. You certainly weren’t invited to be a shareholder of any 

other bank, which creates a true sense of ownership, loyalty, 

mutual benefit and – most importantly for a new currency and 

bank – trust from all citiJens towards the CIU. Humans always 

lead with trust. 3iven that the users and shareholders of the 

CIU are the same people, there is no longer a conRict.

This new model induced the gradual decline of the private 

banking sector in )cotland‘ not at the violent hand of some 

communist dictatorship Sour 3reat Clan 3athering actually had 
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little to nothing to do with any of thisO, but by the forces of 

the market – just as the )cottish flnlightenment originator of 

capitalism, Ldam )mith, had intended. 

)o, to recap2 our new digital transparent currency, the )cot-

tish zWz, is created by and almost exclusively Rows through a 

new central bank called the CIU – a bank created and owned 

by the citiJens themselves, free from corporate or government 

control. The financial health of the currency is constantly and 

algorithmically measured against both human and ecological 

health data to create a Human and !lanetary Health Index 

SH!HIO rating which, in turn, inRuences the amount paid out 

as a dividend each month to all CIU shareholders.

Wur CIU accounts are true one-stop accounts for most in-

comings and outgoings. They are where incomes, salaries and 

wages are deposited and where everyone’s CitiJen’s £ividend 

lands. Taxes are automatically calculated and deducted from 

each personal CIU account and Row back to the 3reat Clan 

3athering’s CIU account that represents your political interests 

and public investment projects. That 3C3 account data is 

publicly available to all shareholders through the app so they 

can keep track of their tax money. )uccessful public projects 

usually lead to a rise in overall income by expanding access 

and innovation‘ this is captured by the H!HI as a net positive, 

which increases future dividend payments for everyone and 

creates a positive credit loop that simultaneously funds citiJens 

and our environment – the exact opposite of the Uig C Cult 

debt pyramid.

Can you see the new financial ecology growing through the 

cracks and from the ground up yet? 
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Profit for People and Planet, Not the Pricks

Bemember I said our CitiJen’s Investment Uank acted similarly 

to the commercial banks here in Cybertime in that it takes 

our deposits and multiplies them, creating new currency out 

of thin air and investing it in portfolios designed to profit the 

shareholders? That might sound very normie-capitalist on the 

surface but with our )olarpunk incentives, those same invest-

ment strategies lead to radically different results.

zegacy banks slowly withered away as customers freely 

chose to move their investments and accounts to the CIU. 

Thankfully, this transition happened slowly‘ a sudden collapse 

of the legacy banks would have been catastrophic. Think back 

to how we talked about those commercial banks creating new 

money based off of our deposits Sor, more accurately, the 

loans we effectively gave themO, along with all the loans and 

mortgages the banks issue. ;hether the bank was getting into 

credit or debt, they rigged it so that both were an excuse to 

print more made-up money. If the entire commercial banking 

structure were to collapse overnight in one fell swoop, the CIU 

would not have been able to keep pace with the sheer amount 

of new money those commercial banks created and which 

the economy had become completely codependent upon. zike 

coming off a severe drug addiction, we needed to ween off 

them slowly. The CIU not only had to replace the legacy banks’ 

old customer accounts when they were shut down, but also the 

cash injection into the economy that had traditionally accom-

panied such deposits and withdrawals. ffinder the old system, 

the commercial banks just kept the new money themselves, 

passing it between other banks, corporation stocks or govern-
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ment bonds. None of it ever trickled down as promised to us, 

the ever more indebted servants of the great cult.

That’s why it’s impossible to explain our CitiJen’s £ividend 

without first explaining the CIU. Ls the old banking model 

died off, we needed a mechanism to pump fresh currency 

into the economy whenever necessary. The CitiJen’s £ividend 

made for a vastly superior money injection mechanism than 

before. Money passed between the ultra-rich has virtually no 

economic impact – it doesn’t change their behavior, creativity 

or productivity. L poor or middle-earning citiJen, however, 

is almost guaranteed to spend and reinvest their dividend, 

circulating that cash vastly faster than any mega-corp, bank 

or rich prick ever would. Money doesn’t want to accumulate 

where it becomes increasingly meaningless. It wants to Row/ 

That’s why the C£ couldn’t have been passed by referendum 

at a more opportune time, the missing piece fitting perfectly 

into the new banking model. 1orwarding new money directly 

to every citiJen each month solved the problem of how to 

replace enough of the liquid money created by the old system. 

However, as a stimulus, it was never going to be enough on its 

own to drive the transition. The innovation spurt that kicked 

off needed fuel – and lots of it. That is why the CIU helped 

stimulate the economy through a huge programme of grants, 

loans and investments.

Ls a citiJen, leaving your surplus cash in your standard CIU 

account month a(er month will cause its value to diminish. 

That’s why the CIU came up with a whole range of investment 

I)Ls and savings accounts. ;hatever money citiJens move 

from their standard account to one of the investment accounts 

won’t depreciate. It will grow, depending on how well the 
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investments improve the H!HI metrics. CitiJens themselves 

can propose and vote on what portfolios the CIU should invest 

in. The capital for those investments comes from the money 

citiJens save – or essentially loan to the bank – through those 

investment I)Ls and savings accounts. Ls shareholders, citi-

Jens are incentivised to build clever investment portfolios for 

the bank that they can then, as customers, place a piece of their 

savings into each month to avoid taxes and depreciation, all 

while directly investing in their community. ;hatever funds 

citiJens allocate to each investment portfolio, the CIU can 

multiply those balances tenfold – just like the old commercial 

banks did. These funds are then distributed as a mix of grants 

and low-interest loans to the individuals and businesses apply-

ing to those portfolios.

L bank’s  motives become radically different when the 

shareholders it maximises for also happen to be the entire cit-

iJenry. The overall objective remains the same2 making money 

from sustainable investment portfolios that serve the interests 

of shareholders while regularly passing those profits back to 

them. Those shareholders usually reinvest their profits in other 

ventures to avoid tax and cash depreciation but our system is 

a closed loop that includes all of us. There are no vampires 

syphoning off vast amounts into private non-taxable offshore 

hoards.

)omething else radically shi(ed for us, and that was how 

we identified what a decent profit was. It could no longer be 

Eprofit’ at the expense of a singled-out, exploited community, 

service or ecosystem. This new definition restricted a lot of 

what the bank could invest in. No bloodsuckers and therefore 

no oil, weapons, unsustainable mining etc. None of these ac-
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tivities were remotely profitable based on our system of envi-

ronmental economic measures. Instead, we invested in things 

that almost guaranteed profits – profits that never showed up 

in the Cybertime data but did in our H!HI metrics. These 

were achievements most shareholders would be happy to see 

in their quarterly report, whether or not a cash profit figure 

sat next to them2 things like nationwide investment in public 

parks, bike lanes, free libraries and public art. SNot that these 

investments don’t also generate a financial return‘ it’s just, for 

the sake of this argument, beside the point.O

Take our )olarpunk libraries, for example. They loan out 

not just books, but all sorts of useful, modern gear – tools, 

9£ printers, computers, hoovers‘ you name it. None of this 

community value will show up on a caveman 3£! chart, yet 

almost every single shareholder will benefit from the existence 

of such libraries. )o obviously, they do show up in our profit 

calculations when measuring the return on our investments. 

This, in turn, has had some other interesting consequences for 

the projects receiving investments from the CIU2 they don’t 

necessarily need to repay their interest and loans with cash 

alone. Their community impact is included as part of their 

revenue, meaning they can pay back bank loans through a mix 

of money and positive community impact.

If this sounds way too abstract and impossible, consider that 

there are already a host of tools and calculators within the 

third sector here in Cybertime that help convert community 

impact into monetary terms. It’s how they assess the impact 

of public and charity funding and therefore not as alien as it 

might sound at first. The CIU simply allows organisations to pay 

back debt using these impact tokens rather than just zWz. This 
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did, of course, create an incentive for some to try and falsify 

or somewhat inRate their community impact – just as some 

companies here like to inRate their revenues or hide debts. 

To counteract this, community impact is measured purely 

through independent, verified data, combined with direct 

feedback from customer and service-user reports. These 

measurements then determine the community value tokens 

issued to pay off debt. )o, it remains much more convenient 

to pay off debt with normal zWz currency tokens and only 

use community impact to offset a small percentage, unless 

the extra paperwork is worth the hassle during a downturn 

year. L(er all,  dealing with slightly more admin is much 

better than facing bankruptcy like under the old system.

In the past few years in )olartime, CIU shareholders have 

o(en voted to focus their investment funds on pioneer-

ing science and industry, tackling localised issues but also 

global ones like climate change. )cottish non-profit pharma 

companies have received heaps of start-up capital to build 

the infrastructure and find top scientists. These pharma 

companies are owned and run by the scientists, techni-

cians and workers themselves. They focus on developing 

unpatented actual cures for diseases, not just plasters. Be-

search companies can now focus on the best science and 

tech advancements possible for the most optimal human 

outcomes and actually get proper public funding for it. 

The global public benefited immensely as a result. This has 

disrupted the deeply sinister false scarcity that the Uig C 

Cult had created around human health and healing. If we 

can share a technology, product or service that improves 

or saves lives around the world, why wouldn’t we?
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How can anyone call it a profit if it’s made at the expense of 

even one human life? Millions die annually from preventable 

diseases in horrid poverty. In the ;est, we took those nations’ 

resources to build our technology and wealth in the first place, 

then added insult to injury by refusing to share the benefits 

with them – knowledge that is infinitely tradable without los-

ing any of its value. Lnd yet still, we refuse to share it. ;hat a 

parcel of rogue cunts/

The struggle between making health technologies like vac-

cines unpatented and accessible to billions versus hiding the 

knowledge behind huge legal- and paywalls was, unfortunate-

ly, violently tested during the late %VVKs and early 6KKKs when 

millions were dying from HI$8LI£), particularly in developing 

nations across Lfrica. The life-saving antiretroviral drugs were 

priced by ffi) pharmaceutical companies at é%K,KKK to é%0,KKK 

per patient per year/ Countries like UraJil and )outh Lfrica, 

desperate to save their citiJens, banded together and attempt-

ed to use international law to force compulsory licensing to 

produce cheaper, generic versions – a move that was imme-

diately met with aggressive trade lawsuits and political action 

by the ffinited )tates government and the pharmaceutical com-

panies. 1or them, protecting patents was more important than 

saving the lives of literally millions of people, including their 

own citiJens. This conRict became so severe that it triggered 

a massive global health crisis and resulted in the 6KK% £oha 

£eclaration on TBI!) and !ublic Health, which ultimately 

aDrmed the right of nations to prioritise public health needs 

over patent protections. This landmark decision paved the way 

for generic LB$s to drop in price to less than é%KK per patient 

per year, less than %A of the original cost – however not before 
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millions had died an agonising, preventable death at the hands 

of governments using taxpayers’ money to fight tooth and nail 

for the profits of a handful of ffi) company shareholders.

I can’t believe a not-for-profit pharma industry feels like a 

radical concept here in Cybertime, decades a(er this inci-

dent. No one on the Ele(’ or Eright’ is really even talking about 

it. L citiJen-owned N3W pharmaceutical company can easily 

outcompete the old dinosaurs while dramatically tanking the 

cost of healthcare for us all. Ureaking up a state-sponsored 

monopoly on human health is a literal no-brainer. flvery hu-

man on the planet benefits – even the fucking arsehole CflWs 

and shareholders of those pharmaceuticals. Uesides, it’s a 

move that doesn’t collapse the market‘ it just finally returns it 

to a free state where medicines and cures can compete openly 

on merit and utility, rather than being muscled out by Uig 

!harma’s fuckboys. L fair market brings down prices, drives 

up quality and increases diversity as different businesses find 

different niches. You can’t patent a basic chocolate bar or a 

wild cocoa bean. £oes that mean there is no global market 

for chocolate? ;ould we be better off if we allowed Nestl' 

or Monsanto to patent cocoa beans? ;ould that improve the 

quality and access to chocolate? You get what I’m trying to 

say.

In )olartime, there has been one set of shareholders that 

hugely benefited from this Rurry of human- and environ-

ment-centred activity2 the shareholders of the CIU. It was a real 

trickle-down Sand up/O effect – not just an economics myth. 

;hen an investment costs more money than it initially makes 

back but thousands of citiJens report improved happiness and 

health as a result, cult economists in Cybertime categorically 

284



shout QzW))Q. 1or us, the investment has made a profit. ;ho do 

you agree with?

Shared Risks, Amplified Returns

Wne last point about the CIU and our emerging banking model2 

those grant loans are also available to small third-sector com-

munity interest companies SCICsO as well as tech and science 

start-ups. Thanks to how the CIU measures profit under our 

new environmental economic metrics, it can take on a much 

higher degree of risk because the companies and projects it 

invests in are all CICs. CICs have humanist agendas – unlike 

vulture capitalists sucking the lifeblood out the world around 

them. That means even if some experiments inevitably fail, the 

CIU can share the cost of that loss across society as a whole. 

Wverall, people pay very little‘ meanwhile, the net benefit of a 

successful experiment will more than pay for the collectivised 

cost of the losses because – unlike here in Cybertime – the 

knowledge, application and profits are shared globally. No sin-

gle business can tolerate a hundred failures, but the CIU can. L 

hundred failures leading to one success is still worth it. ;hen 

the benefits of that successful innovation are shared equally, 

a billion people might benefit – making a billion successes in 

return for a hundred small losses a very good risk-to-reward 

ratio.

1rom the bank’s perspective, a successful loan isn’t just 

about getting their money back, but about the loan having 

sparked something bigger2 a thriving new business sector, a 

proper community-focused project, the expansion of the com-

mons or some genuinely useful, cutting-edge tech that benefits 
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us all. ;hen that happens, the success no longer belongs to 

one company alone‘ it benefits all citiJens – both directly and 

as CIU shareholders, given that most of the money eventually 

circulates right back to the CIU through fresh tax revenues 

generated by new potential sectors, profits and opportunities.

Take a new high-speed train line. The train line might 

make some small direct profits or it could be subsidised to 

provide free travel for everyone. Ironically, it might make 

more society-wide profits in the form of fresh avenues for 

trade and human connection if it makes a loss by running for 

free or cheap. That’s o(en more cash in people’s pockets and 

new Jeros on businesses’ bank balances – balances that, one 

way or another, end up back at the CIU. If a company asked 

for funding to build such a project in Cybertime, with a plan 

to then offer the service to the public at loss-making prices, 

no bank here would invest. The CIU in )olartime does. 

You might wonder how big investments like these don’t 

lead to runaway debt or the continual cannibalisation of 

our mother planet – like they do here. The answer lies in 

the zWz. Bemember, the zWz isn’t a fiat currency, nor is 

it backed by a precious metal like gold. Its reserve is the 

entire planetary ecosystem, humans included. The success 

of this system doesn’t just lie in the hands of the few million 

citiJens of )cotland, deciding what is in their selfish best 

interest‘ it relies upon the entire citiJenry acting as respon-

sible guardians of the whole planet when choosing how to 

spend any newly created wealth. Lny runaway debt cycles or 

gambles that lead to the destruction of more of the planetary 

or human ecosystems have an inRationary impact, meaning 

we all lose money.
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zet’s imagine every citiJen of )cotland was somehow ma-

nipulated, for whatever reason, to believe they should go to 

war with flngland or 1rance. Never mind the military con-

sequences of such a decision, but the war would be almost 

impossible to finance since it would completely tank the value 

of the currency at a time when )cotland would need to spend 

the most. flvery bomb dropped on a pristine forest or civilian 

home would collapse the currency further, leading to even less 

money to buy more bombs. )o, there is a strong disincentive 

to waste even one zWz on useless activities like war. Now, 

does that mean we are ill-prepared if a foreign, non-)olarpunk 

power decides to invade us? ;e would be if we didn’t also 

have our rainy-day reserve of foreign currencies and easily 

sellable or tradable assets. I will try and remember to cover 

our )olarpunk defence initiatives inspired by countries like 

)witJerland and the )candi countries in a future book. Pust 

remind me. I am terribly forgetful.
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18
Kickstarting 

Solarpunk With Our 
Citizen’s Dividend

O ther than a few of employers worrying about losing their 

power to exploit their staff, the usual corporate-paid 

stooges and a small minority of over-sixties who generally hate 

any kind of change, there wasn’t much opposition to the idea 

of a Citizen’s Dividend by the time it came to a referendum.

I know it’s hard to believe here in Cybertime, but discussions 

around economics and taxes were actually hot stuff for a good 

while in Scotland. They connected the macro world to our 

micro pockets. That’s why, a(er months of national discussion, 

going door-to-door across the country and hosting hundreds 

of events Plike the Bartick Hurgh )alls one8, the voter turnout 

for the public referendum on the Citizen’s Dividend was an 

immense 5%G. ?uess what the result wasE The highest in favour 

of anything ever voted for by the public on record in Scotland. 

Mighty-eight per cent to be precise.

‘any hostile foreign governments and media tried to call 

foul. fiThat’s popularity Ngures reserved for Butin and Korth 

Forean dictators,’ they said. Hut it was the most transparent, 

internationally witnessed referendum to have ever taken place 
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on the planet. –olk were invited from all over the world to 

come study and observe it 1 students and specialists alike. 

It was partially to prove our democratic transparency, but 

maybe more self-motivated than that, it  was our way of 

inspiring future movers and shakers to learn and take home 

some Scottish Solarpunk seeds in their pockets.

The Great referendum High

I remember the day the results were announced. It was 

72 October 097j. Horis was pulling Mngland out of Murope 

ffiust a(er we had o…cially re-entered as an independent 

country, our sisters and brothers in Catalonia were battling 

with the Spanish police in the streets, meanwhile )ong 

Fong was locked in a tense standoff between protesters 

and police. Hut in Scotland, the Citizen’s Dividend Hill had 

ffiust passed, previously through the ?reat Clan ?athering 

by consensus, and that day by citizen referendum.

Saying fiI remember the day’ might be a stretch, since me 

and some friends had timed the peak of our mushroom trip 

to hit ffiust as the referendum results came in. Bure geniusW in 

theory. flhen I saw the 55G come up on the screens at our 

local pub, I swear time froze. I felt myself getting sucked in 

through the upper le( hole of the eight, then swirling round 

the bottom, then in through the bottom right and up again, 

looping inNnitely, as if It felt like we had entered a new age 

of eternity. I only came back round because of the sheer mass 

of sweaty human Resh rubbing and bouncing off me as people 

went mental. It was as if Scotland had won the florld Cup. Kaw, 
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actually more mental than that. Aeferendum day was deN-

nitely a TqBS-q–– day.

That night, still standing somehow, we stumbled to see 

Colonel ‘ustard and the Diffion % play on the balcony of the 

City Chambers in ?lasgow. I was tripping my nut off, so I 

don’t remember if we caught the bus or if we ffiust straight up 

Rew there on our magic carpets. One of the band’s maddest 

members thought it’d be a brilliant idea to crowd-surf on 

an inRatable unicorn banana boat, launching himself along 

with that mythical beast right off the ledge. It should have 

ended in serious pain, but ?eorge S!uare was packed and 

the air so light with optimism that he Roated down like a 

feather. )e rowed himself across the sea of millions, dodg-

ing the endless array of spiky Ragpoles. Beople weren’t ffiust 

Rying Scottish Rags either. qlmost every country and pro-

gressive movement had theirs up proudly. Kews about our 

wee experiments had spread around the world and ?eorge 

S!uare was hoachin’ with gorgeous foreigners much better 

tanned than us, who’d come to soak up the electricity. flith 

all the other shit going on in the world, it made us feel proud 

to be human.

The world’s media had been deliberately cordoned off to 

the upper Roor of an old fletherspoon pub Pthe Tory pub went 

out of business a(er our Interdependence8. That way, there 

was more room for actual citizens and partygoers to ffioin in 

the celebrations. It was also a gesture to protect our right to 

party in privacy a wee bit without a Helgian news crew in 

yer face. Aemember we had only recently legalised all drugsE 

Kaebody wants to see their cousin Terry on the telly, absolutely 

mad wae it, wearing nothing but a glittery cowboy hat and a 
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glow-in-the-dark strap-on, licking a lamppost coated in pigeon 

shite like the tastiest fuckin’ lollipop in the world.

Hy the time the last band came off and the sky turned 

deep red, as if she too was crying from the heart, I realised 

ffiust how utterly minced I was from all the mushies and mosh 

pits. The need for a pish, while drowning deep in an endless 

crowd, hit me like a train to the baws. q(er what felt like an 

hour navigating the human sea, I Nnally reached the infamous 

portaloo station. In my altered state, the lurid plastic green of 

the cubicle, the echoing sounds, the sudden conNnement 1 it 

all warped and melted. The door clanged shut and suddenly, 

I was stuck. Broper stuck. The handles morphed into thorny 

vines, the air thickened and I was convinced I’d stumbled into 

a forest fairy portal. It felt deeply disrespectful for me in the 

presence of fairy royalty to get my dick out now and start pissin’ 

down their portal. qs much as it pained me, I pinched and held 

it in.

I had to get out. 

I really fuckin’ had to get outQ

Hut the more I struggled, the more cosmically entangled I 

became. –orce only seemed to make it worse so I started whis-

pering plausible opening spells to the suffocatingly indifferent 

walls.

fiTime spaghettiE’

Kothing. 

fiLuantum lasagnaE’

–uck. 

fiqbracadabraQ’ 

)oly shitballs of Nre, it actually worked on the third tryQ 

There, in front of me, was YO–I. )er eyes, still sparkling from 
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her own dose of mushies, bore a curious blend of concern 

mixed with genuine hilarity.

fiThere you areQ’ she grinned. flith one strong tug, she 

yanked me out of my fairy prison, then took one look at me 

and burst out, fi;ou look like you’ve been wrestling a badgerQ 

qnd fucking lostQ’

I never managed to piss till we got home hours later, safe 

in the welcomingly boring four walls of our wee toilet. It took 

us about a week to recover fully from the comedown of what 

ended up being a three-day bender 1 all paid on tic from our 

future Citizen’s Dividend of course. The referendum news lit 

up the news cycles and imaginations of millions around the 

world. It became a bit overwhelming, to be honest. fle needed 

a break.

YO–I suggested we walk the flest  )ighland flay with 

phones switched off. It’s a gorgeous seven-day trek across the 

best scenery and landscapes of the )ighlands of Scotland. 

She’d never done the hike, so it felt like a great way to connect 

with the place we both felt was home. q(er borrowing and 

begging around some friends for gear and clothes, we headed 

off. The layers of city noise peeled away slowly the further we 

walked, and night by night, we found blissful silence among 

the forested hills. One night, camping on top of a vast canyon, 

looking down the sheer drop to the gully below, under a sky 

so clear you could map your way out the ‘ilky flay itself, 

YO–I secretly pulled out a small amount of ceremonial cacao. 

She had been carrying it in a zip bag in the side pocket of 

her rucksack, together with a little whisk and special spices. It 

wasn’t much6 ffiust enough to boil up with some water and share 

in one of our bashed-up metallic camping cups.
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fle sat, passing the warm, bitter drink, humming, then 

singing so(ly to each other and the stars, our voices evaporat-

ing into their vastness. fle drank the last sips in silence, then 

held each other’s gaze for what would normally feel like an 

awkward amount of time. I didn’t even have the usual urge to 

pull silly faces since her eyes had drawn me in. Hehind them 

was a warmth and kindness that felt both ancient and utterly 

new.

fiClose your eyes,’ YO–I said so(ly. 

q moment later, I could feel her heat on my back as she 

wrapped around me, pulling my shoulders into a tight embrace. 

The space we were now enveloped in seemed to melt my spine 

until something cracked open that stretched all the way into 

my chest. It felt like YO–I herself stretched all the way into my 

chest, and for the Nrst time in a long time, I felt truly held.

I had always been the strong one on the outside. –or eight 

years of my young adult life, I helped take care of my dad as he 

was developing qlzheimer’s. )e was a superhero in my eyes, 

a real-life Aobin )ood of his time, robbing banks to feed the 

poor and fuel a workers’ revolution. )e lived ten lives in one 

and was the most loving and caring man I’ve ever known. )e 

didn’t love and care for me because he expected anything in 

return. ;et, when he needed help, I did my best to be there with 

and for him. Yiving with his qlzheimer’s felt like the weather 

could change any second and, as the disease developed, there 

were less and less clear, calm, sunny days. It o(en felt like we 

were all stuck on a ship in the middle of an awful storm, unable 

to see past our Nngertips through the fog so thick and the emo-

tional waves so choppy, we were but sick and disorientated. 

Trying to stop us from getting smashed into bits, I held it all 
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together. The level of tenseness had become so customary to 

me I forgot love and trust are a two-way street. In that embrace, 

up that mountain with YO–I, I was reminded that it’s OF to be 

held6 to let go of that tension, to trust this life and lean back 

into it6 to stop worrying about falling 1 because maybe, we Ry. 

Mven in the worst of storms, my dad found wonder, beauty 

and happiness around every corner and under every stone. )e 

remained the captain of his own ship till his last breath 1 but 

he had also spent most of his life holding back from romantic 

situations, probably out of fear of accidentally putting a loved 

one in danger. I think with everything going on since Interde-

pendence, I was subconsciously repeating the same story 1 not 

fully embracing love, afraid to drag people into things where 

they might get hurt. ;ou can’t hold back your heart forever 

though, or shelter those who connect with it. fle are all in this 

together and it’s our vulnerability, our connection, our shared 

risk and adventure that makes it all worthwhile.

q(er our mini cacao ceremony under the stars, we wiped 

the happy tears from our eyes and laughed at the beauty of it all. 

)ere we were, hiding out in the Scottish )ighlands like some 

ancient warriors, only now supported by our modern clans and 

in the knowledge that if something went wrong, we would both 

be held 1 by our dividend, our community and each other.

This is what our Citizen’s Dividend does. It’s our mutual 

embrace, a collective signal of love, trust and shared freedom. 

Kow, every citizen of Scotland can play, spend time with loved 

ones, go on more hikes and adventures, experiment, build 

1 and dare to Ry. flhen a dark night comes, our Solarpunk 

society will be there to hold us. 
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No Losers: The Birth of the Gatekeepers

–or months a(er the referendum results, people were Rying. 

Mven those who had voted against the proposal soon ffioined 

the regular street parties, swept up in the ecstatic excitement. 

Other than corporate stooges, disapproval had mainly been 

among the over-/9s who struggled with so much rapid societal 

change so !uickly that they were petriNed of the whole thing.

Hut in Solarpunk Scotland, if you voted and lost, you were 

invited to apply to play one of the most important roles in 

our new, burgeoning democracy. fle weren’t in the mood for 

bringing back mob rule. ?enuine concern, healthy scepti-

cism and opposition are vital democratic forces throughout a 

process, not ffiust at the beginning. So the 70G who had voted 

against the Citizen’s Dividend Hill were invited to apply to ffioin 

a new organisation we called the ?atekeepers.

Their role was to work with legislators and organisers rolling 

out the new bill. flherever they chose, they could interffiect, 

raise alarms, call meetings and guide media spotlights on any-

thing they deemed to be unsafe, corrupt or differing from 

the scope of what was agreed. They became the empowered 

opposition, tasked with ensuring all new bills weren’t pushed 

through by yes-men and sycophants leading us down the gar-

den path. Despite their smaller numbers, these opposition 

groups had teeth Pthe over-/9s includedQ8, making sure no 

snidey lawyers or smart-arse wannabes could bury things in the 

details or sneak agendas past a public that hadn’t speciNcally 

voted for them. qs Hrexit had clearly demonstrated, material 

circumstances and public opinion can change 1 even a(er 

a referendum is passed. If those material changes become 
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overwhelming, the ?atekeepers had more ammunition to slow 

down, halt or even reverse a bill by gathering enough public 

support for another referendum.

Mach bill put to referendum created its own speciNc ?ate-

keeper group who would be an action group focused on that 

particular bill. Their ffiob wasn’t like the old political opposition 

roles though, simply being against everything and anything 

proposed by current reps. This kind of tribal red:blue party 

politics was over. q selected ?atekeeper who voted against one 

speciNc bill might be a staunch proponent of the vast maffiority 

of other ones the same clan reps proposed. This is not a con-

tradiction in a system like ours, built on the strength of ideas, 

not personality. There was tension and sometimes, there were 

power struggles. Hut we need tension and struggle in a healthy 

democracy, so rather than resist, we institutionalised them. 

)owever, not in the pantomime sense of flestminster Yords, 

drunkenly harf-harNng at one another. Instead, ?atekeepers 

formed a real, empowered opposition whose concerns and 

fears had to be addressed both to pass a bill and throughout 

its rollout and enactment. 

It was the ?atekeepers who had to agree on what our Nrst 

dividend payment was to be. The ?reat Clan ?athering had 

formulated and passed the bill to create the CIH and now the 

Citizen’s Dividend. They were both ratiNed by referendum, 

which meant that the CIH would take over the distribution of 

the dividend once all the metrics and taxation admin were set 

up and running through it. This kept the CD independent of 

political inRuence and under the direct control of the citizens 

themselves. )owever, we still needed to agree on an initial 

amount for the dividend 1 an agreeable amount that wouldn’t 
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bankrupt the country, but would su…ce to be the Nscal 

stimulus our radical new economic model re!uired. fle 

handed that initial decision-making process to a special 

Select Committee that included the ?atekeepers.

Keynesianism goes Solarpunk

The Clan ?athering appointed DAI–T to coordinate the 

special Select Committee overseeing the rollout of the ex-

citing new bill. )e was a funny, lanky manJ half pirate, half 

shaggy dog. ?irls always fancied him6 I think on account of 

his big Sideshow-Hob smile, kind heart and the ability to 

hold a captive audience even when he was stoned and lit-

erally ffiust said fiehhhhhh’ for an eternity. )e wasn’t chosen 

for his mathematical and economic skills 1 we had the best 

minds in the world for that stuff. )is role as coordinator 

was to bring peace and hold a safe space for diverse views.

‘e and DAI–T had been friends and co-conspirators for 

decades. It was DAI–T who invited me to the Nrst rave 

outside Barliament back at the start of the Interdependence 

uprooting, and the one who got to enffioy a complimentary, 

non-consensual kicking from the ‘etropolitan Bolice right 

alongside me. Hut our friendship and activism go way back. 

fle once chased a hundred Mnglish Yabour ‘Bs up the road 

in a rickshaw. They had tried to do a secret photo-op for 

the anti-independence campaign in ?lasgow city centre. I 

was hungover as fuck when I got the random tip-off from a 

chef friend that the ‘Bs were on the train up from Yondon. 

I didn’t really believe it either, but my curiosity outweighed 

my hangover.
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I called DAI–T and within twenty minutes, we were at the 

batcave, pulling out a gorgeous rickshaw, e!uipped with a disco 

speaker we had been using to help citizens register to vote 

before the referendum. flhen we pulled up outside Central 

Station, DAI–T pedalling and me in the back, we were as 

shocked to see the ‘Bs as they were to hear us. qs they made 

their way through the city, we blasted the Star flars Imperial 

March while I ordered my fellow ?lasgow citizens to fibow 

down to their imperial masters’. It was the perfect concoction 

of people power and chaos. Our wee ffioke certainly ruined 

a lot of carefully orchestrated media interviews. The entire 

Mnglish brigade of apparent ffiournalists weren’t at all interested 

in actually reporting the reaction Mnglish ‘Bs were receiv-

ing in Scotland. They were ffiust annoyed their pre-arranged 

interviews were being disrupted by pesky citizens. fle were 

supposed to ffiust act like an obedient backdrop for the arrival 

of our Mnglish overlords.

Our half-baked rickety stunt cost us a sandwich and half 

a ffioint. Theirs cost the taxpayer hundreds of thousands in 

colonial management fiexpenses’ 1 all of it pissed up the wall 

a(er the media disaster that unfolded as our rickshaw videos 

went viral online among the voting public. q(er that day, no 

Mnglish politician has been stupid enough to step off a public 

train onto the streets of ?lasgow ever again. Curiously, the 

smell of rotten shite around the city centre has improved too.

DAI–T was such a trusting friend he ffiumped out of bed that 

day without really knowing what the fuck I was going on about. 

I swear he can strike up a conversation with a lamppost and, 

more o(en than not, he’d get a response too. That’s why the 

Clan ?athering invited him for the role of coordinator for the 
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rollout of the Citizen’s Dividend Hill 1 an especially tough task 

working alongside this particular batch of ?atekeepers. 

The ?atekeepers had been selected by lot from applicants 

that voted against the bill. flith an average age of 29, this wise 

but long-winded assortment of ?atekeepers had a tendency to 

slow things down. That didn’t bother DAI–T though. )e loved 

a good story time and knew how to bring it back to the main 

theme if it dri(ed off to far Phence his name8. )e was a tad more 

anxious about meeting a speciNc ?atekeeper6 one he had been 

warned about. ‘orna ?ray was 52 years old but as sharp as 

an assassin’s blade. She had no problem speaking her truth to 

power as she saw Nt.

The same think-tank experts who had dra(ed the speciNc 

wording of the Citizen’s Dividend Hill were now all split up and 

forcibly mingling with the people that most vehemently voted 

against it. This kind of thing unfolded a(er every maffior new 

bill was passed, though this one felt especially tense. DAI–T 

paid a lot of attention to making sure the attendees didn’t form 

into clumps or mini gangs. flhen he deemed it appropriate, 

he would get everyone up and off their feet, play a !uick silly 

pirate game and end up with them all sitting in different chairs 

with new neighbours, giggling. Tension and debate are good for 

a healthy democracy, while laughter and play are the perfect 

remedy to bring us back to our shared humanity.

Mventually though, DAI–T had run out of pirate games and 

the inevitable standoff couldn’t be avoided any longer. ‘orna 

was one of the staunchest opponents to the bill and was now 

getting up from her chair. The poor guy next to her who, in 

good heart but without asking Nrst, tried to assist her to her 

feet got a swi( skelp across the wrist and a stern look. ‘orna 
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certainly did not re!uire any assistance to have her say. She 

was one of the original and most badass Solarpunks I’d ever 

met, even though she’d never have called herself one. Beople 

of her generation hated the fact we had all changed our names 

to funny-sounding noises, written in CqBS YOCF and that we 

no longer described the world in the same terminology they 

had grown up with.

fiThis whole thing is preposterousQ )ow can we be debating 

how much free money to give to people for nothing in returnE 

They will ffiust s!uander itQ They will lose the value of work and 

the value of money will become meaninglessQ fle didn’t win 

the war against fascism ffiust to turn everyone into lazy slobs 

dependent on handouts,’ ‘orna began.

There was a pause for reRection, though mainly terriNed 

speechlessness.

fiMxcuse me, sorry, can I ask how did you get here todayE’ 

came a voice from one of the Think Tank folk who had been 

!uietly taking notes and smiling so far.

S;Aq was ffiust 09 years old, but anyone who mistook her 

youth for inexperience !uickly regretted it. She had been a 

youth representative during the Solar Society Aoadmap dis-

cussions, holding her own against politicians, economists and 

so-called experts !uadruple her age. Scottish to the core, with 

a Vamaican mother and a Fenyan father, her accent bounced 

between ?laswegian grit and the lyrical warmth of Batois, de-

pending on how much trouble she was about to cause. q fair 

match for the seemingly immortal ‘orna, who retorted,

fiI got here on the /0 bus. flhyE’

fi)ow much did it cost youE’ S;Aq continued.

fiI used my free pensioner Travel Card, of courseQ’
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fiOh aye and what’s your plans a(er this get-tae-githerE’

fiflell, a few of us ?atekeepers are going to go to my favourite 

place for some cake and tea, then maybe a wee classic movie 

matinee. They are showing Casablanca at the ?–T CinemaQ’ 

‘orna paused, suspicious.

fi)ow comeE qre you Nshing for an invite, young ladyE’

fiSounds like a great wee day out. ‘ust say I am a bit ffiealous 

but no, I’m not looking for an invite. Kot to be too rude6 ffiust 

curious how you are paying for aw thatE’

‘orna thought about it.

fiflell, the bus is free like I said, it’s half price at the cinema 

for over-/9s and the pensioner’s tea deal isW’ ‘orna cut off, 

then back in as she realised where S;Aq had led her.

fiflait a minute you sneaky wee chancerQ ;ou are trying to say 

that this whole Citizen’s Dividend is ffiust like oor hard-earned 

pensionsE’

fiflell, isn’t itE’

q sharp silence seemed to slice the room in half. ‘orna, 

who rarely ever let her steely face change shape, looked visibly 

shaken.

fifle earned our pensionsQ fle paid into a pot for our whole 

life, worked every week. I never took a day off in twenty 

yearsQ That’s more work than the days you have breathed on 

this MarthQ ;ou don’t understand. fle sacriNced our freedom, 

happiness, our lives for this country. fle lost so many, too. The 

least we can get in return is enough to buy a piece of cake and 

a cinema ticket every now and then in our golden years.’

fi;ou deserve way more for all the sacriNces you madeQ’ S;Aq 

replied. fiIt’s not fair they took your hard-earned savings and 

gambled them away on their failed investments and crude wars. 
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It’s not fair they keep raising the pension age ffiust as women like 

you approach it. That’s not a fair deal if they keep changing the 

goalposts.’

The ?atekeepers at this point all looked visibly riled up 

and ready to kick off a florld flar Three, if it wasn’t for the 

sciatica holding them back. The temperature of the room had 

noticeably risen since S;Aq had poked the pensioner beehive, 

seemingly on purpose too.

fiIt’s a fuckin’ disgrace what they did to usQ’ Charlie, one of 

the other ?atekeepers, butted in. fiq whole life of false promises 

to end up abandoned to rot in a piss-soaked care home where 

some young upstart thinks he can tell me when to go to my bed 

and who I can and can’t take in with meQ’

Charlie had no need for Nlters anymore. )e was actively 

choosing to grow old disgracefully. )e never lost the horn in 

old age either, with a tendency to chat up all the ladies in his 

care home, inviting them back to his bed for fisnuggles’. DAI–T 

was forewarned by care home staff to keep an eye out for him 

trying to sneak off with other ?atekeepers mid-meeting. ‘ost 

of Charlie’s proposed lovers had no partners le( and were 

probably ffiust as frustrated as him. It’s a myth we all want to 

believe that our grandparents aren’t as horny as we are. flith all 

that extra free time, I’m not surprised many probably get more 

action than us. Hut apparently, fraternisation of the inmates is 

against the care home’s policy. fiKae granny shaggin’ allowedQ’ 

he’d protest at almost every meeting he could attend. )e o(en 

ffiust voted fino’ to referendums to ffioin the ?atekeepers and get 

out of the care home for the day.

Things were still pretty shitty for many elderly people, un-

fortunately, at the time of that meeting. It was the early days of 
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our Solarpunk Scotland 1 back before the COUID nightmare 

response, when Community Care Uillages weren’t a thing yet. 

P‘ind, I mentioned the proffiects where child, disability and 

elderly services as well as animal rescue all banded together 

in a purpose-built villageE8

fiMxactly, CharlieQ That’s why we need this Citizen’s Dividend 

to be enough to live a simple, frugal but happy life, even when 

times are rough. Ko one can take it from you6 no need to 

delay gratiNcation or reward till you are 59, j9 1 hell it will 

be 7%9 by the time I get to retirementQ’ came a retort tinged 

with frustration from ?OADO, another Think Tanker in his late 

thirties.

fi‘orna, you rightly say you earned your pension, but don’t 

you think all citizens have the right to access those beneNts and 

share the proNts of society here and nowE fle all contributed 

to create those proNts. It’s our rightful return for everyone, rich 

or poor, young or old.’

fi;ou are giving it to rich pricks tooE’ protested another ?ate-

keeper.

fiflhat was the last means test they made you do before 

0975E To receive your winter fuel allowance or your disability 

beneNtE )ow did that leave you feeling a(erE The vast amount 

of money spent on so-called beneNts is lost to admin bull-

shit like that. It doesn’t go to the recipients. ‘eans-testing, 

management and catching beneNt scroungers costs more than 

ffiust paying people’s beneNts. q Rat rate dividend to all citizens 

administered directly by the Citizen’s Investment Hank has 

almost zero admin costs in comparison, saving us billions on 

needless bureaucrats and pen-pushing pricks at the ffiob centre 

or DSS. If you are rich and don’t need the dividend, eventually 
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it will come back to the pot through negative interest and asset 

or land taxation. fle don’t need anymore micromanagers on a 

badge-fuelled power trip,’ ?OADO vented his frustrations.

S;Aq had considered ‘orna’s reply and turned to her. fiI’m 

glad you are Nnally getting some pension for all your invest-

ment in society, ‘orna. Hut if you could go back in time and 

choose 1 at what point do you wish society started supporting 

you with a monthly cash inffiectionE Kow, when you are in your 

59sE flhen you hardly have any overheads or dependents, you 

maybe eat less, have almost no proffiects, business or work le( 

to attend toE Imagine you got it when you were younger. ‘aybe 

when you Nrst wanted to leave your family home 1 like me 

now, to start your own path in life. ‘aybe when you had your 

Nrst child and needed to invest in so many new things for her 

arrival. ‘aybe when you were made redundant because your 

company moved its o…ces to China and you were forced to 

start all over againE’

This  conversation  felt  tense  but  deeply real.  It  was  a 

safe-enough space and thanks to DAI–T’s playful facilitation, 

!uiet moments and silence could coexist alongside the debate. 

They were seen as a sign of respect and good communication. 

q(er a long pause, ‘orna Nnally spoke, her posture having 

melted a bit.

fiI do want the comfort and freedom I am afforded now in my 

old age to be available to everyone. I don’t want young people 

today to have to endure the suffering I did to survive. The awful 

ffiobs, the controlling relationships, the threat of homelessness, 

nuclear war evenQ ‘aybe I am being overprotective because 

1 well, I suppose 1 I’m afraid. I am afraid of all this change, 

all this spending. That it’s going to rush too fast and destroy 
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everything in its wake, even the pittance pension we cling to 

today.’

‘argaret, one of the other ?atekeepers who had befriend-

ed ‘orna in the waiting room, supported her point. fiI don’t 

allow myself to buy the ‘r Fipling cakes anymore at the su-

permarket because I’m petriNed of being poor again. I stock-

pile Tesco’s own cakes. There’s probably more Ravour in the 

cardboard box you buy them in, but I don’t have any more 

energy. If things go wrong again, you knowE )ere I am, eating 

Tesco-branded cardboard, while we debate whether to spend 

/9 billion or 799 billion of money we supposedly ffiust invent to 

hand out to every Tom, Dick and )arry. That scares the living 

hell outta meQ’

fiIt’s called a Nscal stimulus,’ one of the more analytical and 

less emotionally intelligent Think Tankers abruptly exclaimed.

fi–iscal stimulusEQ’ Charlie shouted loudly. fi‘y memory 

might be shite these days, son, but I mind that term last time 

when the bastards were aw over the news, dishing out wads 

of our taxpayer cash tae bail oot them evil qmerican bankers. 

CuntsQ The lot ae them. 0995 wasn’t itE Yook where that le( 

usQ Mven more poor wae oot a pot to pish in.’

DAI–T, who had been silent for a while holding space, no-

ticed an opportunity to steer the conversation again. ‘any of 

the ?atekeepers present loved nothing more than the chance 

to rant about the war.

fiCharlie is right. If we were ffiust handing this money to the 

banks to pay off their expensive gambling habits, we would be 

fools and should be made to walk the plank. ;eeearrrrgghQ’

DAI–T pulled his best:worst pirate face to a very unamused 

circle of expressions. 4nperturbed, he carried on, fiHut what 
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about ?ermany a(er the warE flasn’t there something about 

a Nscal stimulusWE’

DAI–T knew exactly what he was talking about, but play-

ing dumb hippy worked better than being a smartarse. The 

sentence was barely out of DAI–T’s mouth when Mthel, 

who had stayed !uiet so far, suddenly leaped four feet up 

from her chair like she was being animated by some war 

hero ghost. She straightened her back, eyes blazing as if 

possessed with a message from the other side. 

fi?ermany a(er the warQ That’s what we should all  be 

talking about. q(er 7j“%, ?ermany was in ruins. Hombed 

to hell, millions dead, infrastructure shattered. The qllies 

could’ve le( them to rot, let the market decide, let them 

scramble through starvation and debt. That’s what they did 

a(er the Nrst war, rememberE’

fiAemember itE )ow fuckin’ old do you think I am henE’ 

Charlie ffioked rudely. 

Mthel glazed over the comment and continued, fiThe 

so-called winners carved up the spoils of war at the Treaty 

of Uersailles and it  le( ?ermans humiliated, angry and 

broke. Starving the ?erman economy only led to austerity, 

despair and people paying for bread wae wheelbarrows of 

cash. There was no hope or vision for ?ermany’s future. 

That le( the door open for you-know-who.’ 

fiDespair, no hope or visionE ;ou talkin’ aboot the )uns 

or Aangers and their shite footy result at the weekendE’ 

outburst Charlie with two Nngers on his upper lip and the 

woman next  to him trying to stop his  right  hand from 

reaching a full )itler salute.
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fiYet her Nnish please, Charlie, mate. The football patter is 

for the pub a(er,’ DAI–T gently intervened. 

Mthel took a breath, her voice steady but urgent, fiqye, that 

mad bastard. That’s how he tried to take over the world, setting 

everything on Nre all over again.’

;ou could see this was still a deeply emotional subffiect for 

her. ‘ost of the younger folk present could only sympathise, 

with no lived memory of global wars reaching them. 

fiHut a(er the Second florld flar, they Nnally learned. The 

qmericans saw it clear as day. If you let people fall into despair 

and hopelessness, someone will come along and offer them 

up a suitable enemy. So instead of crushing ?ermany under 

war debt yet again, they did the opposite. The ‘arshall Blan 

pumped billions into rebuilding ?ermany. Kot loans, not char-

ity6 actual investment in infrastructure, in people, in Muropean 

stability. qnd by )estia,7  it worked. ?ermany RourishedQ In less 

than thirty years, flest ?ermany was the third-largest economy 

in the world and the reuniNed ?ermany still is todayQ’

She paused, her voice catching slightly on her own excite-

ment. Mven Charlie was strapped in and enffioying the story by 

now.

fiIt wasn’t ffiust about money. It was about peace. fle forget the 

entire post-war Muropean proffiect was as much about building 

a lasting peace as it was about making money. flhen people 

aren’t starving, when they aren’t scrambling ffiust to survive, 

they don’t turn against each other. They don’t blindly march 

7. )estia is the ?reek goddess of the hearth and home who, despite being an 

Olympian, preferred the !uiet comfort of the domestic Nre to the chaotic drama 

and ego-trips of the other gods.
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into war. They build, they create, they raise families and 

start businesses and invent things and contribute to some-

thing bigger than themselves.’

Mthel exhaled sharply and sank back into the chair, shak-

en by the thoughts that had ffiust passed through her.

Taking a moment for the history to sink in, S;Aq asked, 

fiqnd what did our governments do when times got toughE 

They did the opposite from the ‘arshall Blan. qusterity 

was their word for it. They cut social spending. They let 

factories shut, let towns collapse, let entire generations 

struggle to have anything to look forward to.’

Mthel’s eyes were on the Roor. fiI feel like a da(ie sitting 

here parroting and representing that nonsense, saying ”aye 

but where does the money come fromER when the money 

never really mattered. I had never connected the two things 

before.’

‘argaret turned to her ?atekeeper pals, Mthel and ‘or-

na, shaking her head, laughing, fiqnd here’s us, scared to buy 

a bloody ‘r Fipling cake in case we end up skint again. 

That’s what years of economic fear and scarcity does to 

us. ‘akes you hoard your own scraps while the rich buy 

lobsters for lunch wae oor bloody money.’ 

She let out a deep sigh, then looked around the room, 

arms crossed but less defensive now. fiSo go on, tell  me 

‘orna. If the bloody qmericans could pull it off for the 

Verrys, why the hell can’t we pull it off for oor weansE’

The room erupted with cheers and applause. Charlie, 

who had been eyeing up the three ladies the whole time, 

had to be encouraged to sit back down, the excitement and 

clapping having gone straight to his groin. 
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It was still hot in the room but less burning now. It had turned 

more cosy as we sat around the conversational campNre. The 

circle Nnally came to a conclusion soon a(er, with its Nrst con-

sensus decision Pincluding ‘orna8 setting the primary dividend 

payment to 7,%99 YOY a month for the Nrst year. This was the 

Nscal kick up the arse to get the gears in motion 1 ffiust like it had 

been done in ?ermany post-war. In the following years, the 

amount would be directly tied to the environmental economics 

stats, the overall health of our society and the tax revenue 

raised that year, with an aim to get us all another 75k YOY or 

more the following year. Overnight, everyone in the country 

was incentivised to work towards the success of Scotland. 

Childcare, volunteering with the sick and vulnerable, repairing 

and upgrading a local area, community growing, reforesting 

and all sorts were now Nnancially incentivised and rewarded 

activities. 

flhen the meeting o…cially wrapped up, ‘orna had to 

book three entire rows at the ?–T cinema as almost every 

attendee of the meeting ffioined the ?atekeepers for tea, cake 

and Casablanca. ‘any elders relished in the youngsters’ com-

pany and loved nothing more than loudly explaining the plot 

twists before they happened, alongside the entire history of 

each actor and which one they’d always fancied. The younger 

ones cringed but secretly loved it. qttention a(er all, is love.
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19
The Community 

Contribution

I  think I have dragged it out long enough. All this happi-

ly-ever-affer stu– sounds lovely S cmottish grannies and the 

bad youth boj foining wormes despite their di–erenmes to give 

a tasty zad ow mash to every mitiBen. ?ut hoz’ It,s ojviously 

wantasy! right’ All ow these bust je bade upC At least wor people 

here in  yjertibe. curelyC’fi

It zas the other bafor inmredulous ojfemtion that kept mob-

ing up! all the zay jamk at our Prst dejate at the Hartimk ?urgh 

:allsN :oz the wumk man ze a–ord it’ Dot fust the  itiBen,s 

Tividend jut the nez fustime systeb and all this partimipatory 

debomramy.

In order to prove to you that this is all very real S that ze 

amtually did pay wor the  itiBen,s Tividend! and then sobe 

sprinkles on top S I,b going to need to talk ajout a deep trigger 

point! sobething that zill albost mertainly bake you mlose this 

jook and throz it in the Pre zhile you have to go rinse your 

eyes zith jleamh. 

XAExc S there! I said it. I knoz! the hair on the jamk ow by 

nemk does that too. I mannae probise reading ajout taMes is 

gonna je as riveting as gujjin, tzo emstasy pills and fubpin, on 

the rollermoaster at &(T,s Xhebe Hark )zhimh I zould highly 
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remobbend! jy the zayO! jut iw I leff out any mhat ajout theb! 

you,d Pnish the jook wor sure jelieving I zas baking this shit 

up. co! wor the sake ow veramity S and to give you a wrabezork 

wor hoz it man je done here in  yjertibe onme ze start stirring 

things up S I present to youN our seMy salamious colarpunk 

taMesC

Cuttin’ Oot the Pish

Gw mourse there zas a bountain ow polling! surveying and 

doorstep jlethering as part ow our ‘reat XaM Tejate. Xhe zord 

;great, in this monteMt zas added wor sarmastim purposes only. 

It projajly goes zithout saying that everyone! rimh and poor! 

agreed they hated paying taMesF espemially zhen these taMes 

zere taken wrob theb bandatorily! leaving theb weeling like 

they got wumk all in return. xMmept! zhen ze really dug dozn 

and asked people,s opinions! that zasn,t amtually the wull story. 

Dot all taMes are painted zith the sabe shit-movered jrush. qor 

bost people! it zasn,t a general disgust at the thought ow paying 

taMes. It zas bore ajout zhether they welt like they got value 

wor their montrijution or not. Also! not all taMes are hated eYual-

ly. Xhere are mertainly a wez that everyone universally hates 

the bost! partimularlyN inmobe taM and morporation taM. qor the 

average zorker! the sentibent against inmobe taM usually goes 

sobething like thisN

;“ou,ve jeen eating jeans wrob the man all zeek! fust zaiting 

on payday at the end ow the bonth. “our payslip arrives at last 

and that,s you Pnally got the mash wor a proper pint to shake 

o– the zeek affer your shiff this qriday. “ou open it up and 

there! in jold! is hoz bumh you amtually earned that bonth. 
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Xhey mall it ”grossW jemause it,s a disgusting nubjer zhen you 

see it mobpared to the Pnal abount you amtually get to keep 

in your ”netW and take hobe. xven jewore you man even jank 

your boney and head to the puj! the governbent pops up out 

ow nozhere and takes a jig! tasty slime out your boney pie.,

Xhere is a partimularly mruel psymhology in mhronimally un-

derpaying an entire mlass ow somiety! handing theb a slip zith 

a nubjer they man already jarely survive on! then slashing a 

signiPmant mhunk ow it o– to go to politimians zith their o–shore 

ammounts and jillion-pound side hustles! zho tell us there is no 

taM boney leff to inmrease the binibub zage.

;1hat did the old governbent ever do wor be’ qumk allC, it 

emhoed amross every puj tajle and doorstep. qrob the average 

zorker,s gut! the old ?ritish S and later! cmottish S governbent 

welt like nothing bore than a baPa mollemting its protemtion 

boney.

Iw you zere selw-ebployed or a sball jusiness ozner! the 

sentibents zere fust as jad! iw not zorseC Xhe governbent 

debands that you ammurately malmulate and sujbit hoz bumh 

taM you oze! even though they hold bassive abounts ow your 

third-party Pnanmial data S or at least have the beans to malmu-

late it thebselves. Gtherzise! hoz mobe they man Pne you on 

inmorremt sujbissions ow your taM returns or audit your Pgures’ 

Gn top ow your selw-assessbent! they then mharge you wor their 

adbin mosts fust to read over the paperzork they bandatorily 

wormed you to send theb. Ton,t even get started on the head-

wumk ow hours and pounds on ammountants and soffzare fust 

to understand their Yuestions. It,s like one ow those invisijle 

laser morridors wrob bovies. “ou have to reamh the other side! 

jut ammidentally trip up and eMpemt to have your head slimed 
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o–. 1orst ow all! ze are jobjarded daily zith nezs ajout the 

latest jillionaires and their morporations never paying inmobe 

or morporation taMF not like us wumking bugs. It,s as iw they are 

amtually jragging ajout it as they ruj their taM-wree salt into our 

eyes.

co! zhat did ze do over in colartibe’ 1e smrapped theb. 

Xhe bost hated ow all taMes S ze mhumked theb in the sea. 

Do bore morporation taM. Do bore taMes on inmobe. 1hat 

you earn eamh bonth is yours to keep! 0%%7. ‘o and enfoy 

that pint zithout the governbent enfoying ten on you Prst. 1e 

also did azay zith the dreaded taM returns. Do bore bade-up 

deadlines! ammountanmy wees or late sujbission Pnes.  rumially! 

jy eradimating taM reporting and mollemting theb in a di–erent 

zay! it mlosed albost every taM loophole! joth onshore and 

o–shore )zhimh zere fust elajorate zays ow allozing prowes-

sional ammountants to banuwamture lies using spemialist legal 

languageO. Xhis e–emtively mreated a sibpler zay ow mollemting 

taMes than the 0U!%%% pages ow taM mode still used in the K9 in 

 yjertibe today.

Xhe demision wrob the ‘atekeeper,s cpemial  obbittee on 

the  itiBen,s Tividend alone zas going to most us 3L jillion 

2G2 S a jill ajout wour tibes larger than all other governbent 

spending mobjined. Add in the rest and! altogether! ze needed 

to raise around 0fl% jillion 2G2 to jalanme the spemtamular  it-

iBen,s ?udget zhile not taking on any bore national dejt. 1e 

had undertaken a wumking spending jonanBa and I,b not going 

to lieN it welt ibpossijle to pull o–. curely! a nez mountry should 

je doing its jest to je Psmally responsijle and spend as little 

as possijle till it Pnds its weet’ “et! here ze zere mutting hated 

taMes and sibultaneously pubping out boney to everyone in 
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one ow the largest Psmal stibuli ever remorded in cmotland. Are 

you eMmited to Pnd out hoz ze paid wor it all’

In the National Interest

Interest rates S you hear that fargon monstantly! jandied ajout 

jy the dismiples ow the  ult ow xmonobims on the nezs. ?ut bost 

ow us )byselw inmluded pre-colartibeO zould only ever see it 

in our amtual lives as a tiny line on our jank statebent! a wez 

penme deposited jy the jank lajelled ;interest,. Xhese pennies 

are your rezard wor lending the jank your boney.

Ibagine you,re lending a bate a tenner. Iw it,s a bate you 

don,t Yuite trust to pay it jamk on tibe! or iw you,re a jit ow a 

stimkler wor getting your dues! you bight add sobe interest to 

that tenner. co! wor every bonth he keeps it! he ozes you an 

eMtra Yuid. Doz! I,d have sobe serious Yuestions ajout your 

so-malled wriendship iw this is genuinely hoz you operate! jut it 

illustrates the point.

1hen you put your boney in the jank! or zhen janks lend 

boney to eamh other! they zant a zee jit eMtra on top as 

zell )janks bake wor shit wriends mlearlyO. It,s one ow the zays 

the jank bakes boney on the loans it invents. In  yjertibe! 

the mentral janks are the jig-joss jastards zhen it mobes to 

boney. Xhey demide hoz bumh that zee jit eMtra should je. 

Iw they zant us to spend bore in the emonoby! they,ll bake 

interest rates loz. Xhat beans it,s mheap to jorroz boney! so 

people start juying houses and launmhing jusinesses S all using 

jorrozed boney. Iw they zant wolk to save! they,ll inmrease 

interest rates. Xhat beans you get bore jamk wor leaving your 

boney in the jank.

314



?ut zhat iw interest rates zent negative’ Xhat,s zhen things 

get a zee jit zeird. It beans you,re amtually paying the jank 

wor the privilege ow theb jorrozing your boney. It,s as iw janks 

zere saying! ;1e,re no zantin, your boney fust sittin, here 

wor us to spend. 1e zant it boving outF ze zant it zorking. 

1e zant you to go spend it! invest it! do sobethin, good zith 

itC, In this smenario! there is less inmentive to jorroz boney 

that isn,t yours! sinme it zill depremiate wast. Xhere is bore 

inmentive to spend the boney you have already ammubulated. 

Do proPt-seeking jank zould ever set a negative interest rate 

as they zant you to keep lending theb your hard-earned mash 

every bonth so they man spunk it up the zall on their oil! gas 

and jajy-killer zeapon investbents. co! in a somiety zithout 

a  itiBen,s Investbent ?ank or a  itiBen,s Tividend! it,s very 

unlikely interest rates zould ever go negative.

In our nez zee cmottish setup! though! it bakes perwemt 

senseC Xhe only projleb zas that ;negative interest, zas a ter-

rijle jrand nabe. It sounded too bumh like sobething wrob the 

 ult ow xmonobims )I bean! it,s literally got the zord ;negative, 

in itO. co that people knez eMamtly zhat it zas zhen seeing that 

line or transamtion on their jank statebent! ze malled ours the 

 obbunity  ontrijution.

Understanding Negative Interest

Xo understand our  obbunity  ontrijution! let,s Prst rebind 

ourselves zhat in5ation beans. In5ation is a general inmrease 

in the prime ow goods and servimes! and it,s offen seen as a 

nemessary and strumtural part ow the ?ig    ult emonoby. In 

reality! though! in5ation amts as a 5at taM that hits the poor 
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the hardest. Xhe rimh bayje only spend 67 ow their bonthly 

inmobe on jasims like wood and the lemky jill.  co a +7 

rise in the prime ow jread or wuel is a bild annoyanme! a 

rounding error in their annual spending. ?ut iw you,re poor 

S living paymhemk to paymhemk! zhimh beans you bayje 

spend 3%7ffi ow your bonthly inmobe on jasims S that sabe 

+7 prime rise man je literally liwe-threatening. It,s a taM on 

the nemessities ow survival! baking it harder wor those zith 

the least to bake ends beet. 

:oz do  yjertibe mentral janks respond to in5ation and 

rising primes’ Xhey raise interest rates! baking it bore eMpen-

sive to jorroz boney and jetter to save instead S given you 

zill get a slightly higher interest paybent wrob your jank. Xhis 

bight zork as an inmentive wor people zith dement inmobes and 

savings zho have ammess to loans and bight jorroz boney to 

juy houses and mars. Iw they zere to remonsider their luMury 

spending hajits and save bore ow their zealth instead! sobe 

ow the juyer pressure pushing up primes zould je taken o– the 

barket. ?ut the old supply-and-deband emonobim theories 

are all wumked in this late-stage version ow the ?ig    ult. cinme 

the super-rimh have bonopolised albost all barkets! it,s not 

a shortage ow supply that pushes up primes anyboreF bonop-

olies PM primes regardless ow shortages. Xhey have taken over 

everything on the joard! inmluding all our essential utilities like 

zater! elemtrimity! transport and jasim woods. Xhese bonopolies 

knoz that! no batter the prime they mharge! people and stupid 

1estern governbents have no mhoime jut to pay theb. co! even 

zith higher interest rates! they see no real demline in sales S 

only an inmrease in unpayajle dejt wor norbal people zhimh 

wormes wurther asset transwers to the jillionaires mollemting on 
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dejt woremlosures. Xhere is no inmentive to lozer primes in a 

bonopoly! ever. Gnly to lozer Yuality.

Doz! ibagine as hard as you man that you aren,t super 

rimh  )di£mult! I knozO. &ayje you already have sujstantial 

dejts ammrued over your liwe S not wrob juying luMuries! bindF 

fust living mosts and university edumation. In5ation beans you 

zatmh primes go up and the value ow your pitiwul zage pamket go 

dozn. “ou have less boney to weed yourselw and your wabily. 

Hreviously! you took on payday loans and other predatory P-

nanmial produmts to get over these short-terb Pnanmial hubps! 

jut they are no longer hubps. Xhey are perbanent. Xhere 

are less fojs than ever and you are already overzorked at 

your murrent foj. “ou are going to need to jorroz sobething 

sujstantially larger on top ow your dibinishing zage S eMmept! 

the mentral jank has fust demided that! thanks to rising in-

5ation! they are going to inmrease interest rates. “ou haven,t 

seen savings sinme the wumking billeniub jug. Instead! you have 

to pay even bore interest wor the boney you are wormed to 

jorroz iw you zant to weed your wabily. It,s the ?ig    ult pinmer 

banoeuvre and not a nimhe mase. Around halw ow all Kc-Aber-

imans are living paymhemk to paymhemk! in bountains ow dejt! 

zatmhing in5ation skyromket and! despite Xrubp,s jest e–orts 

to lozer theb! they bight amtually see a rise in interest rates 

soon! drozning theb even wurther in unpayajle dejts S dejts 

bostly ammubulated wrob getting simk in the rimhest mountry in 

the zorld that also happens to have the bost eMpensive health 

mare systeb in the zorld! hozever zith signiPmantly poorer 

mare than that ow the tiny island nation ow  uja.

Xhe  entral ?ank mould signiPmantly lozer interest rates to 

prevent those mitiBens wrob drozning! jut that zould mreate a 
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jillionaire-wuelled spending jonanBa S allozing theb to juy 

up even bore assets and housing stomk! wurther bonopolis-

ing everything and anything on mheap jorrozed boney wrob 

their pals at the jank. 1e,re talking assets and hobes norbal 

people have no mhoime jut to use and live in S at zhatever 

most the jillionaire weudal landlords set. cinme oznership ow 

supply )not supply itselwCO mhanged! in5ation noz jlasts o– 

into hyperspame. xven the jest-intentioned mentral jank has 

no tools in its mhest to amtually help norbal people in this late 

stage ow demline! jemause the jillionaire mlass has designed it 

that zay S to only take into ammount the interests ow mapital 

and therewore the jillionaires zho have hoarded it all.

Gur Psmal stibulus devime in colartibe! the  obbunity 

 ontrijution! is a vastly sharper and bore eYuitajle tool 

S and it doujles as our semret jillionaire sniper! too. Xhe 

negative interest rate essentially wormes people and morpo-

rations zith large savings to spend and invest! or else their 

hoarded zealth slozly drips out their ammounts like zater 

wrob a leaky jumket.

1on,t that enmourage the jillionaires to speedrun their little 

gabe ow juy-up-everything &onopoly! knozing their boney 

gets drained eamh bonth’ It zould iw it zasn,t wor a wez other 

taMes ze zill mobe to later! like land and asset taM. Also! jillion-

aires don,t amtually spend their ozn boney bost ow the tibe. 

Xhey keep very little ow it as savings to avoid taM. Instead! they 

ozn shares and sobetibes assets that alloz theb to take out 

huge jank loans zith theb as mollateral. Xhey man spend the 

jank,s boney on their lavish liwestyles. Xhe boney they spend 

on thebselves and their bonopolising profemts is mlassiPed 

as dejt sinme they need to pay jamk the jank S so it,s 0%%7 
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taM-wree boney. Xhis is zhy dejt is an asset to the rimh! and a 

liajility to the poor.

?ut they eventually have to pay jamk the loan plus interest! 

right’ Xemhnimally yes! jut that interest is war less than the taM 

jurden they avoided and they man fust take out another loan 

elsezhere to pay o– the previous loan. xssentially! the rimh pay 

o– dejt jy mreating nez dejt. Iw it all gets a jit overjoard! no 

zorries! a shell mobpany here or there man go just! demlare 

jankruptmy and zrite o– zhatever they man,t je jothered to 

pay. All the jank zill take in return is a wez shares or depremiat-

ed assets. Xhis is zhy orange-stained arseholes and their kind 

zould take lozer interest rates any day over rising in5ation. 

Xhey don,t need boney to live or juy things )other than boney 

itselwO! so worming lozer interest rates zhen primes are already 

skyromketing is great wor the jillionaire parasites living on jank 

mredit. 

In  yjertibe! these primks man go to any mobbermial jank 

and tell theb they zant to jorroz R0%% billion to juy up a 

thousand hobes! throz out tenants and gentriwy the wumk out 

ow the neighjourhood wor a huge proPt. Xhe jank zill look at 

their stomk mollateral and the profemted proPts wrob the sinister 

smhebe and zill rush to je the Prst to sign the loan montramt. 

Dot so zith our  I? and 2G2 moin in colartibe cmotland. 1e! 

the mitiBens zho montrol the boney 5oz! don,t grant theb this 

liwestyle on timk.

Iw 8imhard ?ranson zalks into a  I? jranmh and asks to 

jorroz a jillion to stimk a dimk romket into spame or to pollute 

the skies zith luMury private fets or juy out an entire barket 

semtor wor wun S hoz do you think that loan applimation goes 

zhen Pltered through our :H:I betrims’ To those loans still 
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look proPtajle to the  I? loan banagers zho have to anszer 

to the tenant shareholders getting shaffed’  an rimh people still 

take advantage jy hoovering up as bumh jorrozed boney to 

prime us out our ozn mobbunities’

Daz. Xhe insane mymle ow dejt laundering is put to rest and 

replamed jy our  obbunity  ontrijution )  O instead. Xhe 

   bakes it mheap to jorroz boney wrob the  I? only iw 

the profemt positively ibpamts the people and the planet. Doz! 

every single mult emonobist is smreabing as they read thisN ;Iw 

there is in5ation and a negative interest rate! that zill fust lead 

to hyperin5ation and a runazay death spiralC,

2et,s look at a pretty devastating smenarioN xngland jlozs up 

sobe oil tankers o– our moast. Xhe mlibate mhange-wuelled se-

ries ow zildPres jurns fl%7 ow cmotland,s nezly planted worests 

to the ground! ziping out 6%!%%% hobes zith it. Xerrorisb and 

tragedies like this man happen S and they are bumh bore likely 

noz than ever jewore. In this eMamt smenario! our :H:I betrims 

shoz a steep doznturn. Xhe murrenmy montramts and everyone 

gets a sballer  itiBen,s Tividend that bonth S right zhen sobe 

people have jeen bade hobeless and are bost in need ow sup-

port. Xhere is an inmreased deband wor housing and less supply! 

so primes go up. Heople mould start to panim-juy! pushing primes 

up even wurther. 1ould it lead to hyperin5ation though’ xven 

under sumh horriPm mirmubstanmes! our colarpunk bodel has 

a jamkup plan that steadies the shipF sobething that sibply 

doesn,t eMist here under the ?ig    ult.

qirstly! there is a huge Pnanmial inmentive wor the entire 

mountry to rally around to help alleviate the situation as e–em-

tively and mobpassionately as possijle. 2iterally everyone,s  T 

is tied to hoz zell ze man wend o– the disaster mapitalists and 
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heal. A trust-jased somiety ow butual aid and interdependenme 

beans the remently bade hobeless zill je re-housed jy their 

mobbunity ibbediately. Xhere is a strong pressure wor people 

to Pnd a zay to replant the trees! mlean the zater and bake 

reparations S or at least o–set any lasting dabage S so that the 

:H:I betrims return to worber levels and the  T goes jamk 

up. Xhis mould look like bassive nez mobbunity housing and 

rezilding profemts! ran jy an arby ow volunteers zho all mol-

lemtively jenePt the bore tibe and skills they put into helping.

cemondly! colarpunk mobbunities are vastly bore resilient 

in their disaster response. 8ebebjer :urrimane 9atrina’ 

‘eorge ?ush malled in the Dational ‘uard S not to help dying 

mitiBens! jut to shoot suspemted looters. Xhe governbent zas 

bore interested in protemting zater-dabaged shoes in a shop 

than the thousands ow hubans wormijly rounded up and hud-

dled into unsuitajle wootjall stadiubs. &any people zere shot 

to death jy polime and soldiers S not jemause they zere looters 

even! jut jemause they zere ?lamk and those zith the guns 

zere ramists. 1here you and I bight see a desperate huban 

running wor their liwe! they saz a dangerous mribinal and Pred 

their governbent-issued gun. Xhis is mobpletely jamkzards. 

Instead ow aiding people in an ebergenmy! the governbent 

sends in soldiers to shoot theb! using the mhaos to mlear out 

unzanted mobbunities and destroy pujlim servimes wor an al-

ready deeply traubatised population. colartibe cmotland! on 

the other hand! has jeen trying to jring smarmity to an end in 

a generation. Xhat beans! in tibes ow mrisis! mitiBens zill have 

ammess to wree wood grozing on lands held in mobbon as zell as 

ammess to jasimally wree elemtrimity that has jeen dementralised 

thanks to heavy investbents in mobbunity solar-! zind- and 
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zave pozer. Ktility mobpanies are ojliged to je non-prow-

it mobbunity interest mobpanies ) I sO! beaning they have 

no shareholders desperate to syphon o– opportunistim prow-

its.  I s are zorker-ozned morporations! there to provide in 

tibes ow need and mrisis S keeping zater! transport! internet 

and sezage mosts loz. Xhings like disajility-! elderly-! mhild- 

and somial mare have all jeen reintegrated into the mobbons. 

Kna–ordajle hobes are a thing ow the past and a nationzide 

series ow underground junkers juilt as part ow our national 

dewenme strategy doujle as perwemt ebergenmy shelters in tibes 

ow need. Xhe most ow living wor jasim nemessities is tiny mobpared 

to  yjertibe! so even relatively poor people do not spend 

3%7 ow their paymhemk on survival. 1hen their inmobe wormijly 

takes a dip in a mrisis! the most ow living does not spike and the 

jasims are taken mare ow. Xhat beans an even larger arby ow hu-

ban ingenuity and lajour is wreed up ow tibe previously spent 

on survival and beaningless morporate fojs to instead tamkle 

the sourme ow the disaster! helping and healing the vimtibs and 

environbent. Do need wor panim juying! no disaster mapitalists 

szooping in to eMploit! no need to take on dejt to pay your 

lemky or weed your kids or get to zork. 

Xhird and Pnal! in an ajsolute zorst-mase smenario! the  I? 

man raise interest rates. 8ather than taking a montrijution wrob 

savings! it allozs a tebporary reliew and! iw profemtions deeb it 

helpwul! it bay even demide to pay into theb instead. :ozever! 

it bay also demide to do the eMamt opposite and wurther lozer 

the negative rate! taking a larger mobbunity montrijution wrob 

savings in order to tebporarily joost the  itiBen,s Tividend 

su–ering wrob a depremiated 2G2. Xhat beans! instead ow 

sYueeBing the poor in tibes ow mrisis! the zealthy marry the 
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jurden. Xhose zho have the luMury ow having larger savings are 

asked to montrijute bore to help liff the zhole mountry jamk 

up through a universal non-beans tested  itiBen,s Tividend! 

a potential liwe saver wor vimtibs ow a disaster. Xhe logim bay 

sound inverse to mentral jank polimies here in  yjertibe jut 

zithout needing to zrite a thesis on it! you man start to see that! 

zhen you live in topsyturvyland! it bight amtually bake a lot 

bore sense to put everything you thought you knez ajout the 

systeb on its head and start wrob there. It all depends on your 

vantage point! ow mourse. Iw you are a jillionaire reading this! 

you are shitting your tiny joy pants. “our savings are leaking 

azay eamh bonth! your ammess to taM-avoiding mheap mredit 

is over! you man,t juy up bonopolies and! in tibes ow mrisis! 

the  I? has the tools to take an eYual permentage montrijution 

wrob you. )Xhe zord ;eYual, to a jillionaire sounds like ;theff,O. 

2ike I say! a lovely side e–emt! even iw unintended! is the wamt 

our  obbunity  ontrijution is a semret jillionaire sniper. ;?ut 

zon,t all the jillionaires pamk up and leave’, Aye! bayje S and 

ze,ll hold the door open wor theb.

I have rushed ahead at a billion biles per hour! so let,s sloz 

dozn a jit and bake sure ze wully mobprehend zhat our    

is eMamtly and hoz it wunmtions pramtimally.

Xhe    is a montrijution bade jamk to somiety jased on hoz 

bumh surplus tokens an individual or jusiness has saved up 

S jasimally! hoz rimh they are. Xhe bore lumky and summesswul 

they are Pnanmially! the greater a montrijution they have the 
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privilege ow baking to the mobbunity that paved the zay wor 

their personal summess. 

1e offen have a desire to sYuirrel boney azay wor rainy days 

and wor our wabilies and loved ones, wuture. Xhat bakes sense in 

a smarmity emonoby juilt around dejt zhere you are eMpemted 

to ;earn, your right to jreathe. 1ith a semure  itiBen,s Tividend 

providing wor your and your loved ones, jasims! the ibpetus to 

sYuirrel is dibinished. Ibagine sYuirrels had a steady supply 

ow amorns throughout the year! inmluding zinters. 1ould they 

spend so bumh tibe and energy hiding theb underground’

8ather than it jeing a bandatory taM everyone hated! the 

 obbunity  ontrijution jemabe a sybjol ow summess! a giff 

you mould je proud ow giving S sibilar to the old HamiPm Island 

 hiews in their giff emonobies I bentioned jewore.

:ere,s hoz the    zorks in pramtimeN xvery mitiBen has a 

jank ammount at the  itiBen,s Investbent ?ank ow zhimh they,re 

an ammount-holding bebjer and also a voting shareholder. 

xamh year! that ammount remeives 0fl bonthly  itiBen,s Tivi-

dends! variajle eamh bonth jut on average adding up to around 

04!%%% 2G2 S or a very loz salary. Xhat boney arrives at the 

start ow the bonth. All your salaries! dividends and inmobes are 

also paid into the sabe ammount at the start ow the bonth! jut 

your  obbunity  ontrijution! mrumially! is malmulated at the 

end. Xhis beans you man enfoy your earnings! go get that pint 

zith wriends! juy in the shopping and pay your bonthly jills 

zithout any taM dedumtion jeing bade at all. It,s your wumking 

boneyF no one man stop you spending it on your jasim needs 

and jills. xssentially! the  obbunity  ontrijution is malmulat-

ed ajove a mertain threshold and a mharge on your surplus only 

S the eMtra boney you haven,t used or invested that bonth.
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ctagnant boney is valueless nubjers and zasted paper. It,s 

literally the single bost signiPmant mause ow the doznwall ow 

the late-stage ?ig    ult ze are zitnessing here in  yjertibe 

right noz. Gur    is a montrijution wrob all the dead boney 

sitting around to help wund a wresh 5oz ow living boney! like 

oMygenated jlood wor a healthy jody. 1e zanted our boney to 

je monstantly doing good things S mreating environbental and 

emonobim zealth and wunding innovation. Xhe only possijle 

losers here are the zannaje cmrooge &mqumks that zish to 

baintain their vast privileges and pozer wrob fust sitting on 

vaults ow dead rotting boney.

Dot all savings are jad! though! right’ 1e didn,t zant to 

enmourage remkless spending and a population dependent on 

loans zhen rainy-day ebergenmies amtually ommur. co! to bake 

sure everyone also had a solid sawety net! ze introdumed a 

threshold. Xhe eMamt abount varies! jut roughly your Prst 0%k 

savings isn,t toumhed jy the   . :ozever! iw at the end ow 

the bonth! your ammount goes ajove that allozanme! then a 

permentage ow the surplus zould gently 5oz jamk into the 

mobbunity pot autobatimally. Xhis permentage is gradual and 

progressive! beaning the bore savings you have ajove your 

allozanme! the larger your montrijution. Xhe    starts very 

sballN anything wrob 0-V7 wor personal ammounts. Xhis setup 

rebains pretty bumh the sabe wor joth personal and jusiness 

ammounts. Xhere is no advantage to storing boney in a personal 

or jusiness ammount! so there is no inmentive to searmh wor taM 

loopholes either. 

And the jeauty ow it all’ Do taM returns are reYuired. Xhe 

 obbunity  ontrijution malmulation happens bonthly and 

autobatimally jy the jank itselw. Xhe    zas our Prst tool wor 
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jeginning to level the playing Peld! baking sure boney 

5ozed into the  I? ammounts ow the bany! not fust into the 

deep pomkets ow the wez.

Extraordinary Claims

xMtraordinary mlaibs need eMtraordinary evidenme! and it 

sure is an eMtraordinary mlaib to say ze juilt a perwemtly 

jalanmed systeb that sibultaneously gave everyone enough 

boney to survive zith one hand! and autobatimally zorked 

out hoz bumh zas needed in montrijutions wrob everyone,s 

leffovers on the other. 

Adbittedly! it zasn,t an easy joat to steady in the early 

years. Xhere zere initial annual Yuarters ow joob and just 

that added to the dePmit as ze eMperibented to Pnd the 

right emonobim remipe. I ab not an eMpert in the premise 

nubjers. In wamt! even the sight ow an eYuation zith letters 

in it instantly regresses be to by “ear 6 &aths mlass! trying 

to jlabe by non-eMistent dog wor by even less eMistent 

hobezork. ?ear zith be! though! as I,ll try to subbarise 

S wrob by ibperwemt knozledge S hoz the jalanming amt 

zorks out. 

“ear on year! montrijutions and taMes wund bore than fust 

our  itiBen,s Tividend zhimh albost everyone )jar a wez 

jillionairesO is happy to pay! espemially as these montriju-

tions and taMes are all malmulated autobatimally and handled 

transparently on a ledger jy the  itiBen,s Investbent ?ank,s 

algorithb S an algorithb ozned and montrolled jy the 

mitiBens thebselves. 2et,s trame the boney 5oz a zee jit 

to get our huban heads around it allN
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Xhe initial 3L jillion 2G2 to kimkstart the Prst year,s  T 

wor everyone S ze fust invented that. 1e literally jrought it 

into eMistenme! nez murrenmy mreated and infemted into the 

systeb. :oz mould ze fust invent 3L jillion 2G2 and hand 

it out to everyone’ It sounds bental until you learn the K9 

governbent alone has invented or ;Yuantitatively eased, over 

R436 jillion sinme the fl%%4 janking mrisis. Xhe jig di–erenme 

zas the K9 governbent invented that boney to hand it to 

mobbermial janks! so they mould montinue to do the very things 

that jrought ajout the mrisis and mollapse in the Prst plame. 

colarpunk cmotland instead distrijuted it eYually S 04!%%% 2G2 

to every single mitiBen over 0fl years old. Affer years ow trying 

to Pnd the perwemt emonobim bodelling! in the end! all huban 

jehaviours man,t je predimted or represented jy an eYuation! 

no batter zhat sobe emonobists bight religiously jelieve. 

Xhere,s fust too bumh radimal unmertainty and randob mhaos. 

Tespite our jest binds doing their jest to predimt and profemt! 

ze had to roll the dime! sit jamk! enfoy the ride and hope 

that eventually! bost ow the 3L jillion 2G2 shozed jamk up 

in the sabe  I? holding ammount it zas distrijuted wrob. 1ith 

any lumk! it bight have gathered sobe wriends along the zay! 

leaving us zith even bore to distrijute neMt tibe. 

8ebebjer that boney isn,t taMed as inmobe! only as a sur-

plus saving at the end ow the bonth. &ost poor people have 

jasim shit to juy eamh bonth! so jy the end ow the bonth! the 

abount that ends up as savings is loz! around 0%SL%7. qor the 

vast bafority ow people! that beans their  itiBen,s Tividend 

pays theb bore than they have to pay jamk in  obbunity 

 ontrijutions )  O. Gn the montrary! the rimher you are! the 

less you need a dividend to pay wor jasims eamh bonth. A larger 
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abount ow your inmobe! inmluding your  T! zill end the 

bonth in savings that are then eligijle wor the   . In  yjer-

tibe cmotland! as a mobparison! there is around Rfl0% jillion 

ow liYuid mash! yet albost halw the 6.6 billion population has 

less than R0!6%% in savings. Xhat beans the vast bafority ow 

the boney needed to juild! repair! edumate! heal and renez 

is lomked azay in dead vaults ow a tiny binority ow people. 

1e malmulated that an average ow V-67 ow    zould mover 

the entire mosts ow a  T zhile leaving the vast bafority ow 

mitiBens Yuids in S zith bore boney than they started zith! 

even affer their montrijutions had jeen bade.

xveryone has a jaseline allozanme threshold! jut the 

solution to our early turjulenme zas to bake the premise 

allozanme as zell as the eMamt    permentage variajle eamh 

bonth S not so drastimally that you mouldn,t plan anything 

into the wuture! jut enough wor the  I?,s &amhine ow 2oving 

‘rame )&2‘O to have the ziggle roob needed to keep 

boney mirmulating! aibing to end the year zith those sabe 

3L 2G2 jamk in the original ammount! ready wor remirmulation. 

Xhe jank,s &2‘ took into ammount huban jehaviours and 

variajle needs jased on emonobim status as zell as bonthly 

ejjs and 5ozs that needed adaptation S things like  hrist-

bas and subber holiday periods. Iw!  jy the end ow the 

year! the algorithb malmulated an annual dePmit! it zould 

adfust slightly higher montrijutions over the neMt year. Iw the 

emonobim output grez and people used their inmobes ) T 

inmludedO to generate nez environbental emonobim zealth 

as eMpemted! then the    zould autobatimally adfust dozn-

zards or the  T mould adfust upzards giving everyone an 

even higher takeazay abount that year. 
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Xhis is also tebpered jy the overall health data wrob en-

vironbental and huban emosystebs keeping the underlying 

value ow the 2G2 and  T in line zith planetary mapamity. Turing 

a Pnanmial or emologimal mrisis! the  I? montinued juilding a 

rainy-day wund S bumh like Dorzay,s covereign qund S zith 

the pozer to issue additional murrenmy and keep the  T and 

zider systeb 5ozing.  reating too bumh boney during a mrisis 

zould eventually zorsen the mrisis or the hangover wrob it! so 

it mould only je used in eMtrebe nimhe smenarios. Xhis has only 

ever happened to us onme in colartibe during  GQIT )yes! ze 

had  GQIT tooF I,b saving that story wor a wuture jook mover-

ing our health systebO! jut inPnitesibally sballer Yuantitative 

easing or boney printing zas needed than in  yjertibe. Xhe 

boney ze did print zent straight into the hands ow mitiBens as 

a joosted  T S rather than to janks and the rimhest 07 like it 

did here. chutting dozn the emonoby wor a health mrisis zas a 

huge stress test on the systeb designed to keep boney 5ozing 

eYually. Iw everyone is mash rimh! jut produmts-and-servimes 

poor )inmluding the rimhO! it beans boney naturally zants to 

pool around larger bagnetim attramtions S that is! the rimh. Xhis 

inmreased pooling or monmentration ow zealth zould have led 

to runazay ineYuality zhen our emonoby reopened S eMamtly 

like zhat happened here in  yjertibe zhere the mash rimh 

top 07 mould go on a spending spree juying up all the piemes 

on the bonopoly joard.0  Xhanks to our   ! pools ow zealth 

ammubulating during  GQIT had a drainage point. Xhanks to 

0. I,d highly remobbend zatmhing Gary’s Economics on “outuje wor a proper 

analysis )in understandajle languageO ow hoz things like  GQIT handed over 

generational zealth to the super rimh.
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our land and asset taMes! zhimh ze zill mobe to! any residual 

zealth and pozer affer  GQIT zas either spent on profemts 

that jenePted us all or bopped jamk up in taMes and distrijuted 

zhere needed.  orporate bonopolies worbed wrob eMtrebe 

monmentration ow zealth albost alzays lead to the rise ow was-

misb. Gjviously! the tiny handwul ow cmrooge &mqumks sitting 

on their unearned zealth! living in ever-higher ivory tozers! 

ebploy bore and bore woot soldiers to guard the entranme. 

Gur  itiBen,s Tividend bakes sure no one is desperate enough 

to zork as a woot soldier or guard wor a paedophile jillionaire! 

zhile the  obbunity  ontrijution on our mitiBen-ozned 2G2 

ensures there is nozhere the jillionaires man hide the keys 

to their vaults. Xhe    itselw amts as a Prezall against one ow 

the jiggest threats to any national emonobyN mapital 5ight or! 

in other zords! rimh wumks running o– to the  ayban Islands 

zith all the boney they eMtramted wrob us zhen threatened 

zith wair taMation. 1e shut those loopholes dozn jy baking 

the  I?! our mitiBen-montrolled jank! the sole gatekeeper wor 

all woreign murrenmy transwers ow our nez murrenmy! the 2G2. 

?emause all 2G2 zas digital and eMisted only on our transparent 

 I? ledger! no one mould semretly transwer it to an ammount in 

the  ayban Islands zithout anyone notiming. Instead! iw you 

zished to bove boney out ow the mountry! you had to do it 

through the  I? murrenmy monverter. Xhis gave our &2‘s a 

mlear and ibbediate ammess point to assess zhere that boney 

mabe wrob )they don,t need to ask the person! they man fust 

look at the ledgerO and apply any outstanding    or taMes 

to that surplus! beaning any boney leaving the systeb zas 

Prst baking its wair! Pnal montrijution to the mobbunity that 

bade that zealth possijle. In colartibe cmotland! you man still 
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mhoose to reside in a taM haven iw you zish S jut iw you or your 

mobpany generate zealth in cmotland! you and your mobpany 

pay your montrijutions to the smhools! roads and zorker pro-

temtions there too.

Hretty wair and sibple! really. 1e easily bade o–shores a 

thing ow the past. It zasn,t a deeply temhnimal task. It fust re-

Yuired the zill wrob the people zho ozned the boney supply. 

Iw politimians aren,t mlosing theb in your mountry! it beans they 

are zilling to taM your boney jut not that ow their true basters. 

Digel qarage! wor eMabple! has an o–shore trust wund! Plled zith 

boney wrob his various morporate and woreign pozer basters. 

Xhe noz-dead inwabous jenePt smrounger! Jueen xliBajeth! 

and her wabily ow ‘erban injreds and ammused paedophiles or 

paedophile jest pals )not fust Andrez and xpstein! jut have ze 

all worgotten their jest pal /ibby cavile’O also have o–shore am-

mounts as proven in the Haradise Hapers! using o–shore semremy 

to take taMpayers, boney and invest it in shady mobpanies 

like loan sharks and o–-limenmes. Xhe rimhest smroungers are 

privately proPting wrob the poorest and bost vulnerajle in 

 yjertibe ?ritain. Ton,t worget that ?lair!  aberon and /amoj 

8ees-&ogg are all nabed in the Hanaba! Haradise or Handora 

Hapers. Xhis is not a party issue S there are no good guys in 

politims or royalty.

Gw mourse! plugging this leaky o–shore arsehole didn,t stop 

us wrob jeing part ow the zider zorld ow woreign murrenmies. 

Heople man easily monvert 2G2 to other murrenmies wor their 

holidays! wor eMabple. qor jusinesses! the  I? streablined 

international trade and paybent jemause all transwers zent 

through the sabe systeb zithout any additional wees. Xo bake 

sure no one zas unwairly penalised wor going on a wabily trip 
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to cpain! there zas a generous   -wree traveller,s allozanme. 

Gur systeb is not ajout trapping people and their zealth in 

cmotland! jut ajout mreating a jetter! wairer 5oz ow boney wor 

everyone. A proud montrijution to your mobbunity that served 

you jewore you bove zealth ajroad is a sball and wair prime to 

pay wor a stajle! ajundant emonoby! ajle to sustain itselw and 

reinvest in all mitiBens.

Gne jeautiwul thing wor non-bath geniuses like be is that 

all this mobpleM bathebatimal jalanming is banaged algorith-

bimally jy our &2‘s zorking wor the jank! zho in turn are 

banaged jy a teab under the guidanme ow us mitiBen jank 

ozners. Xheir mode is transparent and open fust like the jank 

itselw. 1ith so bany usewul data points and intelligent &2‘s 

keeping flV…U oversight ow the boney 5oz! baking sure any un-

eMpemted monseYuenmes or nez huban jehaviours are adapted 

to and inmluded in the bodelling! ze really juilt sobething 

inmredijly pozerwulF sobething mobpletely out ow the hands 

ow governbents! wor-proPt morporations or huban gatekeepers 

zith too bumh pozer going to their heads! jut billions ow eyes 

keeping mhemk on the overall jalanme. xveryone had an eYual 

vested interest in keeping the nez bodel running sustainajly 

and sboothly.

Xhe jest thing yet zasN Gnme the bonetary inputs and out-

puts zere roughly stajilised! despite the bassive inmrease in 

speed! redistrijution and bojility ow boney! ze saz a positive 

e–emt on albost all betrims ow huban and planetary health as 

zell as happiness. Xhose that needed ebergenmy boney to 

mobe out ow hobelessness or simkness mould Pnally sort out 

their lives! sinme they noz had ammess to the support they need-

ed. Xhose unhappy in their zork or zho zanted to risk a nez 
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edumational or entrepreneurial path mould take the plunge. Xhe 

beaningless-foj epidebim Pnally jurst like an old westering joil 

S shitty jut nemessary fojs got autobated and hubans zho 

zere essential got paid signiPmantly higher wor their montriju-

tion! wrob teamhers to hospital toilet mleaners.

1ith jasim needs bore semure and people ajle to live in 

greater alignbent zith their nature! skills and talents! is it 

any surprise there zas a huge wumking joob’ A joob that 

eventually generated zay bore 2G2 than had jeen invested 

in the  T! generating nez output that allozed bore people 

to zillingly and proudly montrijute bore to their mobbunity 

through the   . XaMes zere no longer a jurden to je hated 

jemause ze all saz the jenePt wrob this nez ajundanme bodel 

and iw! wor sobe reason! you didn,t! you had the debomratim and 

emonobim pozer to in5uenme mhange. Do zonder then! mobe 

the end ow the bonth! in colartibe! ze are bore than happy to 

montrijute jamk to the mobbunity that supports us! our loved 

ones and our wuture on this planet.

Jane And Joe: An Unlikely Pair

xnough theory wor a binute S it alzays helps to see hoz sobe-

thing plays out in real liwe. ‘ospel truth! thoughN I invented /ane 

and /oe wor the purposes ow illustration. Knlike everyone else in 

this jook! /ane and /oe aren,t real people in colartibe. Xhat,s 

zhy their nabes are in the old  yjertibe style! not colarpunk 

 AHc. It,s also zhy their nabes are a jit shit and joring )sorry 

to all the /anes and /oes reading thisCO.

333



Hairdresser Jane from Shear Bliss

/ane is a jadass hairdresser wrob xasterhouse near ‘lasgoz. 

che has spent her zhole adult liwe snipping and styling! 

zhile holding an intrimate monversation ajout the Pve bost 

pertinent strands ow draba in the neighjourhood. che is the 

Yuintessential janger ow an a–ordajle! honest! lomal! zork-

ing-mlass hairdresser. &ost mlients try to baniwest their hair 

to groz jamk Yuimker so they man bake a nez appointbent 

in the salon wor a gaj.

1hen /ane opened chear ?liss!  it  didn,t take long to 

juild up a healthy abount ow regulars. Hartimularly zith 

hairdressing! people are looking to Pnd sobeone they man 

trust S zithout having to eMplain their hair needs every 

tibe and dealing zith the inevitajle disappointbent zhen 

it doesn,t go as intended. Xrust! good listening skills and wair 

primes are rezarded zith mustober loyalty in this jusiness. 

In that Prst year! the salon pulled in a healthy 6%!%%% 2G2 

in revenue. ;Do jadC, her parents said! as she proudly told 

theb. Xhey zere initially smeptimal ajout her risking her liwe 

zith all this entrepreneurial biddle-mlass pish.

Affer paying herselw a sball living zage! rent! elemtrimity and 

all other jusiness mosts! she zas looking at a tidy 06!%%% 2G2 

in proPt. Knder the old rules! that 06k 2G2 zould have the 

governbent salivating wor their pound ow 5esh. It beant hiring 

ammountants! zasting hundreds ow hours ow her premious tibe 

and paying thousands ow pounds in taMes on joth her inmobe 

and her morporation S plus all the other hidden mosts ow mob-

plianme. Xhey mertainly don,t teamh you this shit at smhool in 
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xasterhouse. It,s the kind ow insurbountajle jarrier that keeps 

people like /ane azay wrob even trying in the Prst plame.

?ut colartibe /ane doesn,t have to dread those :&8  

letters through the door jemause the nubjers on her  iti-

Ben,s Investbent ?ank statebent tell a di–erent story. chear 

?liss paid jarely anything in  obbunity  ontrijutions its Prst 

year! thanks to that generous 0%!%%% 2G2 jusiness allozanme 

on end-ow-the-bonth surplus. :er personal ammount reamhed 

VL!%%% 2G2 jy the end ow the year )0!fl6% 2G2  itiBen,s Tiv-

idend bonthly! plus flkffi 2G2 salaryO! so it did see a sball 

bonthly  obbunity  ontrijution. che zas earning LL!%%% 

2G2 annually over the 0%!%%% 2G2 personal allozanme! and 

so a progressive montrijution zas bade wrob that surplus at 

the end ow eamh bonth affer she took o– all her eMpenses. 

 ontrijutions are taken autobatimally! so /ane didn,t need to 

deal zith any ammountant primks in jrozn suits! wear no late 

wees or errors! and fust saved herselw a lot ow wumking stress. Iw 

she thought there zas an error! she mould ask the &2‘ wor the 

wull transparent malmulations and an eMplanation in layperson,s 

terbs. Iw she still thought there zas an error! she mould raise an 

issue and ask a huban at the jank to doujle mhemk.

?y the end ow the bonth! /ane didn,t bind her personal 

montrijution jemause it welt wair and easyN a sball ripple wrob 

her prosperity 5ozing jamk into the mobbunity that supported 

her S a mobbunity that paid her a dividend ow 0!fl6% 2G2 at 

the start ow the bonth anyzay. Affer her Prst year in jusiness! 

she used the  I? app to reviez the nubjers and! zith sobe 

helpwul suggestions wrob the app itselw! a spark ignited. che 

didn,t need that wull fl6!%%% 2G2 annual salary the neMt year 

S not zith the  T as her ajsolute sawety net iw shit turned 
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sidezays. che saz an opportunity to take a leap ow waith and 

reinvest in her jusiness! taking a demisive salary mut. che zas 

so jusy having wun zorking she never had tibe to spend her 

boney anyzay. co! rather than letting boney juild up only 

to drain azay eamh bonth! zhy not use her summess to get 

nez teab bebjers in’ che hired another hairdresser and a 

part-tibe shabpoo assistant. :er salary investbent! jusiness 

savings and a sball interest-wree loan wunded the nez roles! 

zhimh soon paid wor thebselves. 1ith higher eMpenses! /ane 

and her jusiness paid less in    as eMpenses zent up. It zasn,t 

until halwzay through year tzo that chear ?liss restarted its   . 

?y that point! revenue zas heading wor 0%%!%%% 2G2 and proPts 

had tripled to V6!%%% 2G2.

In year three! their    started reamhing rates vaguely sibilar 

to zhat /ane zould have paid in taMes jewore! the jig di–erenme 

jeing the support and Pnanmial reliew she had had until then. 

?y year three! /ane had wound zhat ze mall her ;happy mapamity, 

in colartibe environbental emonobims Sa sustainajle siBe she 

mould happily handle zith su£mient foy to bake it zorthzhile 

still. che had no desire to open an international wranmhise mhain 

ow salons zith her nabe all over theb. che rebained monnemt-

ed zith zhy she got into hairdressing in the Prst plameN the 

huban monnemtion. 1ell! that and the gossip updates. xarning 

a perwemtly liveajle inmobe! ebploying and training tzo young 

sta– zho zere also grozing and thriving and bight either take 

over the jusiness eventually or go on to mreate their ozn! all 

the zhile serving her lomal mobbunity )zho looked wumkin, 

wajulous jy the zayO! this zas /ane at peak happiness. 1ithout 

debanding investors or shareholders! zhy the ibperative to 

groz jeyond the szeet spot’
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:ere in  yjertibe! the inmentive wor /ane is to alzays keep 

mhasing Pnanmial grozth S even iw it beans samriPming health! 

happiness or emology. &oney is the only thing that talks and! 

in a zorld ze are bade to jelieve is inmreasingly smarme! ze 

jetter sYuirrel azay as bany nuts as possijle. In colartibe 

cmotland! ze beasure summess jy sustainajility! not grozth. 

‘etting ahead! then knozing zhen to pause and enfoy the viez 

S this is peak happiness. 1hat the wumk is the point in mhasing 

our dreabs iw ze never stop to savour theb’

/ane had bassively jenePted wrob a start-up grant and 

a loz-interest loan wrob the  I?! as zell as ammess to wree 

peer-to-peer jusiness training wrob other eMperienmed hair-

dressers and entrepreneur wolk zho volunteered their tibe to 

help start-ups like hers. Doz! running her inmredijly summesswul 

salon! she enthusiastimally zatmhed her bonthly montrijutions 

go jamk tozards helping other innovators! start-ups and people 

retraining to juild their ozn dreabs. &ore than that! she mould 

a–ord to volunteer sobe ow her tibe and jusiness resourmes to 

bentoring and edumating young zorking-mlass zoben like her. 

Gur post-smarmity! post-grozth paradigb beans people like 

/ane don,t need to mobpete zith their welloz entrepreneurs. 

Iw tibes zere ever rough! iw an eMperibent wailed or iw deband 

dipped and evolved! that rainy-day  T zas alzays there as a 

jamkup wor her and all her teab.

From Joe’s Wheels to Solar Steals

/oe and /ane are polar opposites in bany zays! jut their story 

jegan mut wrob the sabe mlothN struggle. /oe didn,t groz up 

thinking ajout jusiness bodels or ethims or sustainajility. /oe 
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grez up thinking ajout hoz to keep the lights on and his baz 

alive. As a zee guy in a rough smhebe! he sold trading mards at 

smhool to help pay wor her presmriptions and wood. Xhat kind ow 

upjringing doesn,t bake you greedyF it bakes you hyper-alert. 

Alzays smanning. Alzays planning. Alzays baking sure you and 

your loved ones are never that mlose to the edge again. /oe 

learned early that boney zas protemtion in this zorld. co! he 

got good at baking it. 8eally good. Triven jy his love wor boney 

and selling jangers wor a jumk! ojviously he ended up in the 

semond-hand mar barket. ?y the tibe colartibe rolled around! 

/oe had already juilt hibselw a proper semond-hand mar ebpire. 

/oe,s 1heels had jranmhes all over the mountry zith annual 

revenue fust north ow fl billion 2G2! and proPts sitting around 

6%%!%%% 2G2. /oe paid hibselw ajout fl%%!%%% 2G2 a year and 

had an arby ow ammountants to bake sure as little ow that as 

possijle ever bade its zay jamk to the state. :e zas very proud 

ow this. :e liked to think ow it as jeing mlever.

Knder the old systeb! /oe,s mobpany zould have jeen due 

morporation taM on that 6%%k 2G2 proPt! and his personal in-

mobe zould have jeen habbered! too. ?ut /oe,s ammountants 

zere ?ig    ult priests )every mult needs their priestsO. G–shore 

shell mobpanies! mreative ammounting S all temhnimally legalF 

zell! at least he mlaibed it zas on his taM return. Xhe end 

result wor /oe and bany aspiring rimh wolk zas the sabeN he 

paid proportionally zay less taM than bost ow his ozn zork-

ers. In wamt! the rimher he got! the bore taM he mould dodge! 

wurther inmentivising hib to earn bore and bore. Xhat is! until 

the  obbunity  ontrijution systeb landed and sbashed the 

rigged gabe joard intae zee jitsN Inmobe and morporation 

taM zere samked o–! and replamed zith a sibple! transparent 
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systeb jased on zhat zas amtually sitting in your ammounts 

at the end ow eamh bonth. /oe,s jusiness ammount! zith 

6%%!%%% 2G2 in proPt! 5ez straight past the 0%!%%% 2G2 al-

lozanme. :is personal ammount did the sabe! zith his fl%%k 

2G2 salary and the 0!fl6% 2G2 bonthly  itiBen,s Tividend. 

?oth ammounts jegan baking signiPmant autobatim bonthly 

 obbunity  ontrijutions straight azay. /oe,s priest am-

mountant suddenly had no bagim prayers leff wor hib.

/oe did not take this zell. :e spent the Prst bonths in 

a rager ow a bood! jlabing everyone! inmluding the trees 

thebselves. It zas his &atshishkapeufl -given right to hide 

his boney in a shell mobpany in HanabaC Xhat,s zhat this 

great mountry zas wounded onC :is great-grandwathers died 

Pghting the DaBis wor his right to do soC xven his ozn kids 

zere wumkin, simk ow hearing it. /oe,s Prst instinmt zas to look 

wor loopholes. :e jarely slept wor zeeks.  ould he split /oe,s 

1heels into ten sballer mobpanies’ Do. Xhe ajolition ow 

morporate shareholders beant that trimk had jeen antimi-

pated years ago.  ould he hide boney in assets instead’ 

:e thought ajout juying as bany jig botors! useless land 

and luMury shite as he mould. Xhen! his ziwe rebinded hib 

ajout the nez progressive asset and land taMes mobing in 

neMt! spemiPmally designed to disinmentivise taM hoarding! 

spemulation and boney laundering like that. Do batter hoz 

he tzisted and turned! his idle zealth fust sitting there 

zould noz most hib.

fl. &atshishkapeu is the Innu qarting ‘od zho provides prophetim bessages 

through 5atulenme and onme mursed a ‘reat cpirit zith monstipation to prove 

his pozer.
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It took a lot ow interventions wrob his loving and war-too-pa-

tient kids )zho had jeen studying environbental emonobims at 

smhoolO jewore the penny Pnally dropped wor /oe. Xhroughout 

all his rage! he hadn,t notimed that! wor the Prst tibe in his liwe! 

he amtually had everything he had set out to amhieve lying in 

his lap. :e zould never have to hustle to save his loved ones 

again. Do batter zhat happened! they zould je sawe.

xven iw his jusiness mollapsed toborroz. xven iw he pamked 

it all in wor health reasons and no one mould take over. Xhe  iti-

Ben,s Tividend beant his kids zould never go hungry. :is baz 

zould never je zithout her beds ever again. Xhat jamkground 

wear that had driven hib his entire liwe! the one that bade hib 

hoard and smhebe and montrol zas suddenlyX gone. /oe didn,t 

Yuite knoz zho he zas zithout it.

clozly! as he zatmhed the nez systeb in 5oz! mobing in and 

going out ow his  I? ammount! he Pnally stopped resisting. /ust 

like jewore! he started to see sobe opportunities. Iw his boney 

zas going to bove zhether he liked it or not! he,d bake sure 

it boved in a zay that amtually bade sense to hibN into things 

he zanted to bake an ibpamt zith in the zorld S not fust to 

bake a Yuimk smabby jumk! jut real! zorld-mhanging profemts 

that he mould get his head and his heart stumk right into S the 

wun eMperibents he used to tinker zith in his dad,s garage as 

a kid. Instead ow letting his mash pile up uselessly! he started 

pouring it jamk into his jusiness as an investbent S in the worb 

ow a huge researmh and developbent prograbbe. :e jemabe 

ojsessed zith solving the mhallenges ow sustainajle and a–ord-

ajle pujlim transport! and not fust mars eitherN solar! hydrogen! 

zater-pozered vehimles even! and mar jatteries bade out ow 

everyday tajle salt rather than rare earth binerals like lithiub.
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/oe,s 1heels slozly transworbed into colar cteals. Xhe nez-

ly jranded mobpany partnered zith lomal universities and 

sball temh start-ups! investing in people and ideas that amtually 

eMmited /oe wor the Prst tibe in years. :e wunded mharging 

inwrastrumture! set up proper repair and reuse prograbbes and 

used all his old stomk ow jangers to kimkstart a smrapheap revo-

lution ow bodular! sustainajle design. As the jusiness shiffed! 

sobething interesting happened. Xhe  I?,s algorithbs didn,t 

fust tramk Pnanmial 5oz! they tramked environbental and somial 

ibpamt too. 8emymling parts! reduming zaste! paying sta– zell! 

giving theb montrol over their zork S all ow it wed jamk into 

the health ow the zider systeb. /oe,s  I? app and his bonthly 

statebent didn,t fust shoz zhat he had in his ammounts and zas 

montrijuting jamk to somiety anybore. It shozed endless jig 

green graphs! sujtly illustrating the positive knomk-on e–emts 

his jusiness and personal montrijutions zere having on the in-

dustry! environbent and hubanity as a zhole. Xhanks to hib! 

less people zould have to struggle to survive like he and his 

bub did. 2ooking through all the zealth ow data and intrimate 

monnemtions in the grozing zej! /oe zept S not zith sadness! 

jut foy and pride. Xhe    stopped weeling like a punishbent 

and bore like the responsijility part that mobes along zith our 

mitiBen rights.

?ut there zas another stimk to go zith the marrotN people 

zere no longer trapped in shite fojs out ow zage slavery and 

desperation. /oe had to amtually bake colar cteals sobezhere 

wolk zanted to je S sobezhere they mould invest and groz. 

:e malled wor a teab beeting and rushed jamk to the wamtory! 

ready to ibprove zages! juild mobbon roobs! and intro-

dume wree lunmhes! jikes! and shozers S zhatever the teab ow 
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zorkers suggested. :e stopped zatmhing mlomks and malendars 

and handed real autonobous montrol to the zorkers in eamh 

jranmh. As long as the zork zas done zell! he stopped joth-

ering theb. :is sta–! joth huban and rojot! grez to je sobe 

ow the happiest and bost botivated zorkers in the mountry. 

1hile his jusiness jemabe a bafor montrijutor to the mob-

bunity wund! it also estajlished itselw as a leader in sustainajle 

transport. :is personal    montinued to negate zhatever  T 

he remeived! jut he didn,t mare anybore. :e had enough. &ore 

than enoughC &ore ibportantly! everyone he loved and every-

one they loved had enoughC And wumk it! it zas all great nezs wor 

jusiness too! as sales at colar cteals skyromketed on the jamk 

ow all that inmredijle sustainajle innovation. /oe,s ingenuity and 

ajility to remognise an opportunity paid o– onme again S only 

this tibe not at the eMpense ow the environbent or anyone 

else,s baz zho jought a smabby! jroken botor wrob hib.

1hen /oe eventually retired! colar cteals zasn,t handed 

dozn to his kids. Xhey zeren,t amtually all that wussed ajout 

mars. Instead! it transitioned into a zorker-ozned mo-op! run-

ning and grozing bore e£miently than ever. /oe stepped jamk 

zith a huge sbile on his wame. :e had ended up right jamk 

zhere he startedN a ban zith a sibple zish S to protemt his 

loved ones S only noz his love eMtended to his zhole wabily! 

wriends! molleagues and the entire zorld.
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20
Creating Tax Justice

T he Community Contribution certainly streamlined how 

we calculated and collected contributions from citizens 

compared to taxation here in Cybertime. Great. It also closed 

a lot of bullshit loops for the ultra-rich to escape from their fair 

share. Even greater! But there is a big fat elephant in the room 

I haven’t really addressed yet, and it is the question of whether 

or not citizens should be paying taxes at all.

Let’s admit it: no matter how rich or poor we are, none of 

us enjoy paying taxes – and if there is a way to legally avoid 

them here in Cybertime, 99% of us would opt to do so, right? 

Especially if you were born a1er the 890ks, taxes probably 

feel less li‘e a  contribution to the community and more li‘e 

a forced extraction by undeserving, warmongering landlords 

in their castles in the s‘y. I say Aespecially since the 0ks’ be-

cause our relationship with taxes has fundamentally shi1ed 

since then. (s‘ your grandparents )if you are luc‘y enough to 

still have them aroundW and you will see it wasn’t always this 

way. In the golden days of the Big C Cult, the rich were still 

ra‘ing it in, but innovation was also exploding – both pre- 

and post-Morld Mars. fiost people were seeing some bene2t 

from society. Taxes, therefore, felt li‘e a form of collective 
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redistribution that most people, the rich included, supported. 

Governments were the Cult’s compromise, the social contract, 

the bridging force between wor‘ers and corporations, helping 

to stop the formation of runaway monopolies and billionaires 

at the expense of the vast majority of humans. I’m not tal‘ing 

about the so-called Asocialist’ economies of Eastern Europe 

or China here – redistributive high taxes on the rich were a 

fundamental feature of all Mestern capitalist societies right up 

until the 0ks, before the Cult entered its late-stage decay.

If you 2nd a dusty history archive from the mid-5kth cen-

tury, from today’s perspective, the numbers in it will loo‘ li‘e 

a typo. In the 896ks and Uks, the top marginal tax rate in the 

S7 sat at a staggering 98%. Even throughout the Hks, it hov-

ered around Hk%. Bac‘ then, taxation wasn’t just a government 

revenue stream but a structural ceiling – a hard limiter against 

exponential wealth and the rise of fascism. Oigh wealth taxes 

‘illed the incentive for any would-be monopoly as, a1er a 

certain point, it would be more pro2table for CEFs to reinvest 

in their wor‘ers’ wages or new innovation and equipment than 

to hoard a surplus that the state would just reclaim anyway.

Dor our grandparents, those high top tax rates funded in-

terstate highway systems, formed the middle class and built 

public universities that were practically free. Those grads went 

on to generate the wealth for the companies that paid the 

highest rates, bought their cars and drove them down taxpayer 

roads. Taxes were the social glue that bought a sense of shared 

destiny, mutual bene2t and in2nite opportunity: the (merican 

fflream, baby! In the late 6ks, nearly three quarters of the S7 

population actually trusted the government to do the right 

thing. Can you imagine it – H6% trusting the government!? They 
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were happy to invest in a society that made sure their children 

lived even healthier, richer and more stable lives than they did. 

The post-war social contract lived up to at least some of its 

promises for most people, and their ‘ids indeed grew up more 

affuent than their parents. Fh )and it’s a big oh!W, all of this was 

delivered on a balanced or surplus budget.8 

Then came the 0ks, the decade where the Big C Cult 2nally 

too‘ o3 the mas‘ and publicly ripped up the social contract. 

This was the era of Aneoliberal’ magic, where the top rates 

for the wealthiest were slashed from Hk% down to 5k% and 

ffik%. AChill out! fflon’t worry!’ we were told. There was a new 

promise: a social contract where the corporations and bil-

lionaires themselves would ma‘e their newly acquired wealth 

Atric‘le down’ without the need for ine…cient and corrupt 

governments on the gravy train to intervene. They are, a1er 

all, the job creators and innovators of the capitalist machinefl 

right? Me should stop Astealing’ their money and sit bac‘ and 

let the monopolies – ahem, sorry, the mar‘ets – wor‘ their 

magic. (s the tax liabilities and regulations were li1ed o3 the 

ultra-rich, they were quic‘ly and quietly shi1ed onto the rest 

of us through Nat tax models, heavily penalising the poorest 

most. The average citizen, along with the government meant 

to protect them, was le1 holding the mounting debt bill as 

8. (lthough I am trying to ma‘e a comparison, I need to point out that, despite the 

system bac‘ then being relatively fairer than today, it has always relied upon 

the exploitation of people around the world to generate its extractive wealth. 

Mhether that is the people of the (mericas )almost all of whom have been 

invaded by S7 imperialists and their alliesW or the underclass in the S7 itself 

)the Blac‘, Irish or (sian communitiesW – both were exploited for their cheap 

labour to build the highways and railways.
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Mestern countries stopped running a surplus from producing 

things and instead accumulated endless consumer debt that 

further lined the poc‘ets of the ultra-wealthy. That’s when 

taxation stopped feeling li‘e a redistributive and fair contri-

bution from all and instead became a protection rac‘et for an 

aristocratic ruling class that had already lost sight of the ground 

they extracted from below. That’s why, if you were born a1er 

the 0ks, you have probably never been a trusting taxpayer – 

and in Cybertime, you never will. Me are domesticated cattle 

for the ultra elites to extract from, as they lower the quality of 

our products and services, increase our tax contribution and 

drive up public and private debt – all for the privilege of being 

shat on from a high height. Lovely.

I was born in the 0ks. I can say with 8kk% certainty that not 

a penny of the money I have paid in taxes has ever actually 

gone towards the public services I wanted it to, li‘e the PO7 or 

schools. Po money I was forced to pay into a pension scheme 

or national insurance has ever been set aside in a fund for 

my future. Every single penny I have handed over in tax to 

Mestminster, without a doubt, has gone to the service of one 

thing and one thing only: fflEBT. fiy entire productive value 

as an adult in Cybertime has been taxed, and yet it hasn’t 

bene2ted or improved society one bit. (ll it’s done is service 

the interest on loans from which neither I nor my community 

have bene2ted – nor will any children I ever have. Gone are 

the days where governments live o3 their taxation. Instead, 

just li‘e the super rich, they borrow their budgets from ban‘s 

and pass the repayments onto future generations that aren’t 

even alive to vote for the fuc‘ers yet. It gets worse, though. 

7cotland produces mammoth amounts of natural resources. 
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Oistorically, we had Porth 7ea oil reserves practically as large 

as Porway’s. Except, unli‘e Porway, which has turned its oil 

wealth into the Government ;ension Dund Global or the 7aud-

is who completely abolished personal income tax for their 

citizens with their oil money, we colonised 7cots under the 

Mestminster regime not only have nothing to show for it but 

we are actually one of the most indebted countries in the 

world. That means, despite having trillions in exported oil, gas 

and now renewables, 7cottish energy bills in Cybertime are 

still astronomically high – tendency rising – and extremely 

vulnerable to foreign wars for oilY meanwhile, every tax pound 

extracted from 7cotland instantly disappears into an English 

government blac‘ hole, improving absolutely fuc‘ all, forever 

and ever, amen.

(ll that said, I empathise with anyone reading this boo‘ 

who feels extreme scepticism and disbelief when I’m tal‘ing 

about taxation alternatives. It sounds completely impossible 

from a Cybertime perspective, but taxes don’t have to feel 

li‘e a collective punishment for the sins of previous corrupt 

governments. They can, in fact, be something that provides 

mutual bene2t, growth and prosperity to all citizens, rich and 

poor. I ‘now, I ‘now. It sounds li‘e an ES bureaucrat’s wet 

dream, not something from a 7olarpun‘ boo‘. 4ou probably 

came here to read about hemp spaceships, conscious robots 

and eco-mon‘s who ma‘e amazing tea for free – not fuc‘ing 

taxes! Especially as we watch taxes rise while infrastructure, 

public services, the welfare state and every other semi-decent 

thing to ever come out of the Big C Cult gets dismantled – 

no matter what party or political cunts you vote in. Fnly oil 

and gas companies get tax brea‘s and subsidies to protect their 
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pro2ts as they coo‘ us and the planet alive. It’s a race to the 

seabed, because that’s the only place you might be safe if these 

psychopathic fuc‘s start their global war to reset the balance 

boo‘s. )Though, if the terrible state of coral reef populations 

are anything to go by, you might not even be safe down there.W 

Europe could ta‘e the lead and steer us on a di3erent path from 

the openly fascistic S7 of (, yet their politicians instead blindly 

follow on the coattails of the richest and most violent nation 

on Earth – a country where ban‘ers sip coc‘tails in penthouse 

o…ces while loo‘ing down on entire neighbourhoods living in 

absolute squalor, worse than many places labelled Athird world’.

Fver Jk years a1er the neoliberal ta‘eover and the begin-

ning of the end for the Big C Cult, the public cynicism now runs 

so deep into our veins that we begin to believe the problem 

is with the concept of tax itself, rather than the corrupt ma2a 

collecting them. 4et, here’s the bit that really messes with our 

burnt-out cult minds: sometimes people are so happy to pay 

tax that they even pay more than their dues. Mhat ‘ind of 

world would you have to live in to not only tolerate taxation 

but loo‘ forward to it? Beyond our Vane and Voe anecdotes, 

are there any fundamentals we need for a taxation system to 

feel fair? Fr, as some believe, is every form of taxation simply 

a form of the1? Let’s start by considering some fundamental 

non-negotiables and ta‘e it from there:

Dirst and most obvious, taxes have to be fair. That means 

people with more money pay more than people with less mon-

ey, and not just in absolute terms but as a proportion too. 8kk 

LFL )or dollars, pounds, whatever currency you wishW spent on 

essential food and heating is simply di3erent from 8kk destined 

for the casino. 
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7econd, all taxes have to be progressive – not Nat. Po 

stealth taxes that quietly sha1 the poorest while pretending 

to be neutral. Things li‘e R(T and inNation already fail this 

test spectacularly in Cybertime, hitting those with the least 

the hardest. ( billionaire pays the same for their bread or 

SberEats ta‘eaway as you and I do, so an increase in basic 

costs is identical for them and us, yet it ma‘es up a much tinier 

percentage of their income. (s most ultra-wealthy people own 

shares, assets and the means of production, increased costs 

of living prices o1en generate their investments extra pro2ts 

anyway, o3setting any inNationary costs for them. 7olartime 

taxes are never Nat. Po one earning 8% of someone else should 

pay the same tax amount as them. It seems absurd we have to 

even spell that out.

Third, taxes can’t feel li‘e they are robbing you of your 

labour value, creativity or imagination. (ny taxes should in-

centivise these things while disincentivising the things we want 

to avoid )monopolies, billionaires and the absurd new category 

of trillionairesW. That’s exactly why, in 7olartime, we scrapped 

income and corporation tax and replaced them with a whole 

new system that doesn’t bleed wor‘, innovation and experi-

mentation dry before they even begin.

Dourth, people have to have real power over where the 

money goes. Pot a vague promise every few years at the ballot 

box, but direct participation. That’s why participatory bud-

geting became the norm anywhere collective pots of money 

existed – from local councils all the way up to national infra-

structure spending. If it’s our money, we get a direct say, not 

just our supposed politicians who, for the right price, will only 

act on behalf of their corporate and foreign country donors.
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Di1h,  governments  can  no  longer  be  allowed  to 

gate-‘eep, hoard, hide or siphon o3 public funds for their 

own hidden agendas. Po more expenses scandals. Po more 

blac‘ budgets. Po more twenty-year contracts handed to 

pals during emergencies where future governments can’t 

negotiate on prices – which is literally the case for the S7, 

where the government can’t legally as‘ their own fuc‘ing 

pharma companies to lower their prices. This is another 

reason why our 7olartime CIB exists independently of the 

government and why it manages the public money Now 

transparently on the ledger, with full oversight from every 

citizen member.

(nd 2nally – the big one – taxes have to actively en-

courage behaviours that help people and the planet, and 

discourage those that cause harm. Even in the cases where 

destructive industries are temporarily unavoidable, they 

have to be taxed in ways that fund the clean-up, the transi-

tion and investment in their alternatives. Companies can do 

this themselves if they prefer, but if they don’t, inevitably, 

we will do it for them with their Community Contributions.

Get these basic conditions right and something strange hap-

pens. Taxes stop being a regressive oppressor to escape at all 

costs, slowly draining the lifeblood of society, and instead they 

become a liberator: a balancing force li1ing us up when we fall, 

without holding us bac‘ when we’re strong. They can limit any 

one individual’s power to exert control on others while, at the 

same time, being celebrated by both rich and poor as some-

thing that bene2ts us all. If we get the mix just right, people can 

actually become proud of the economic system they co-create. 

Mith that said, let’s have a loo‘ at the few remaining taxes that 
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exist in our 7olarpun‘ 7cotland. Then, I promise, we can get 

to the fun bit of seeing how it all intertwines and unfolds.

Asset Tax

If we want more time on this planet to sort things out, we 

2rst have to brea‘ free from the in2nite consumer loop that 

demands exponentially more exploitation of an already rapidly 

depleting planet. 7o, a good start was replacing R(T with a 

more nuanced and progressive asset tax that would have a 

very light touch on products and services that are long-lasting, 

healthy and ecological, while 2nancially penalising those that 

aren’t. (sset tax is determined by three simple, algorithmic 

benchmar‘s: a product’s necessity )versus luxuryW, its impact 

on human health and its ecological footprint. (s a product gets 

increasingly luxurious and unethical in its production cycle, 

it usually means it is being produced as a status symbol for 

an ever-smaller and richer sector of society and for less and 

less practical value. 7o, in 7olartime, it gets taxed higher at the 

point of purchase. éich people continue to be free to chase 

a life of opulence and grandiose displays of how small their 

coc‘s really are through their wasteful purchases – only now 

the true damage caused is realistically costed into the product’s 

or service’s lifespan. This allows us to claim bac‘ money that 

covers all, or most of, the damage caused. 

fflespite the 2nancially privileged having the option to ‘eep 

spending the way they were used to, we’ve seen a strong cul-

ture shi1 in how they would display their success as a status 

symbol. éicher people could avoid paying high Community 

Contributions by investing in more expensive products – but 
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only if these products were also ethically sourced, sustainably 

designed or had a net positive environmental impact. ;io-

neering alternatives, li‘e the new wave of solar-powered and 

water-fuelled cars, were the perfect display of both affuence 

and eco-consciousness. Fver time, sustainability became the 

new sexy – not opulent wealth. Mhat is more, our new 7cottish 

technologies needed affuent pioneers and early adopters to 

‘ic‘start their experiments, people willing to pay more to be 

the 2rst to have something. The wealthy were more than happy 

to 2ll this new niche, openly avoiding tax and loo‘ing better in 

the process. This aligned tax setup meant that the rich were 

not the enemy of 7olarpun‘ many feared. 

In 7olartime, we don’t ban or outlaw things. That, eventually, 

just creates more demand for the things supposedly banned 

– li‘e during (merican prohibition or the war on drugs to-

day. Instead, our tax system pushes innovators to come up 

with alternatives that are better for people and the planet, 

and therefore get taxed less. This gives a strong competitive 

advantage to true innovators over monopolising dinosaurs. 

Fverall, we generate a similar amount of revenue from asset 

tax as we did previously with R(T – only now it is not a Nat 

tax that discriminates against the poor. Everyone has to buy 

certain products and services to live. Because of the asset tax 

relief, essential products are much cheaper than they are in 

Cybertime today, especially healthy and sustainable ones.

That also means, imported Afood’ pac‘ed with sugar, salt and 

preservative E-numbers obviously did not meet the standardY 

nor did harmful, carcinogenic meat products that cause in-

credible amounts of harm to the humans who eat them, the 

animals ‘illed and the land destroyed to Afarm’ them. ;eople 
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can still eat an (merican diet in 7olartime if they choose to do 

so, but with its true cost priced in. Oealth costs, for example, 

previously footed by the taxpayer for smo‘ers, heavy drin‘ers 

and extreme meat eaters are now paid up at the till by the con-

sumers themselves. This is what an informed economy loo‘s 

li‘e: one where the price accurately reNects the environmen-

tal-economic cost, allowing consumers to ma‘e democratic 

choices with full awareness.

Living a healthy life with nutritious food, quality housing, 

sustainable transport and ethical clothing choices is no longer 

priced at a Avegan’, Aorganic’ or Afair-trade’ premium, as it is 

here in Cybertime – where the poor are abandoned to food 

deserts, and their only choice is to wal‘ ten miles with bags 

of overpriced shopping or feed their ‘ids fast food so full of 

shit even the Nies, who eat actual shit, won’t touch it. In 7olar-

time, eating a vegan lunch made with locally-sourced veggies 

and proteins from ethical food companies, accompanied by a 

7cottish oat mil‘ and CBffl-infused Nat white costs less than 

a battered, deep-fried lump of reconstituted Nesh and seed 

oil-soa‘ed potatoes served with a can of toxic Tennents.

Fur asset tax, in one fell swoop, Nipped the whole pricing 

structure. Mor‘ing-class areas have 2lled up with local-ran 

cooperatives organising second-hand cloth swaps in old pubs 

and shops selling delicious homemade food made from organic 

veg grown in former tanning salons. Oere, that would be a 

sure sign of gentri2cation and the slow erasure of the poor 

living there, but in 7olartime, these are the cheapest options 

and the healthiest ones for everyone, too. The (merican fast 

food chains had to retreat to the niche wealthier neighbour-

hoods where the more opulent might occasionally splash out 
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on a nostalgic shite burger and fries. éeverse gentri2cation you 

could call it.

Fur 7olartime society is not ponti2cating from above on 

what a good life should loo‘ li‘e. Po one is telling you how to 

live or what to buy. Me have simply stopped subsidising certain 

choices that cause well-‘nown and widespread harm, allowing 

citizens to consciously exert their purchasing power and force 

corporations to actually build and create products that bene2t 

us and the planet while bringing in enough revenue to fuel 

coming generations.

The asset taxation on food was introduced very gradually, 

allowing producers, shops, caf s and restaurants to adapt to 

these changes and experiment with what wor‘ed with their 

customers. Fver time, ‘een to ‘eep prices low and customers 

Nowing, a new variety of fresh whole foods appeared on 

shelves and in dishes. Me saw a huge shi1 towards vegan alter-

natives – not just for ethical reasons, but now for tax purposes 

too, once subsidies were given to help livestoc‘ farmers transi-

tion to less harmful and more pro2table practices instead.KThis 

meant the cost of locally grown, diverse fruit and vegetables 

plummeted while meat costs went up – and until someone 

successfully mass-produces stem-cell lab meat, it will continue 

that way, I’m afraid to say, to the meat eaters out there. Pot to 

worry too much though, given the explosion in meat-Navoured 

vegan products. The tax advantages gave food companies just 

the incentive they needed to rush into the mar‘et with a vast 

amount of new items that increasingly tasted indistinguishable 

from the original.

(nother unexpected side e3ect of our asset tax was seen 

in the drugs that people were ta‘ing – not just because we 
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legalised all drugs in response to the addiction epidemic we 

were decades into, but because those legalised drugs were 

taxed appropriately. 7ome pundits from abroad still as‘ why, if 

we are obsessed with human health, we don’t at least re-crimi-

nalise the really bad drugs, li‘e crac‘ and heroin. But addiction 

isn’t caused by drugsY it’s a symptom of a sic‘ society where 

people self-medicate because it hurts to be alive. Li‘e caged 

animals, we too start to act out our frustrated biological func-

tions violently and obsessively if we live isolated, imprisoned 

and removed from our natural habitat.

In our 7olarpun‘ communities, recovering addicts are no 

longer in the shadows. Me see them as survivors not criminals, 

and in the short term, while they wor‘ out how to regain their 

independence and happiness, they can medicate themselves 

safely in a medical practice, legally and for free. 7urprisingly to 

many, the results have seen a collapse in drug death numbers 

as addicts 2nally have access to the help they need.5  (s drugs 

are legal, they are taxed appropriately and according to the 

same metrics as everything else. Fur asset tax algorithmic 

assessment means drugs li‘e heroin or cocaine, unsurprisingly, 

don’t score too well – neither on how they are produced nor 

consumed. 7o despite being legal, they’re undesirable. (lmost 

nowhere stoc‘s them and they are prohibitively expensive at 

the point of purchase. Genuine addicts can get much better 

medication for free through the health service till to sort shit 

out while recreational users aren’t going to spend a month’s 

5. If you thin‘ I am ma‘ing this up and it all sounds too idealistic, do your own 

research into how the ;ortuguese and the 7wiss before have handled their drug 

epidemics here in Cybertime.
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income on a single hit of vein-rotting poison just because it’s 

legal. Citizens are adults with free choices in a free mar‘et. 

Me’ve seen many citizens cut bac‘ on overall drug consump-

tion, including the most deadly ones – alcohol and cigarettes – 

and instead ma‘e better-informed drug choices depending on 

what experience they were see‘ing. ;rice, in 7olartime, is gen-

uinely indicative of safety and ethical impact. Besides ta‘ing 

business out of the hands of gangsters, legalisation has stopped 

turning victims and mental health patients into criminals.

éight, what else? Me’ve established that the bread-and-ve-

gan-butter basics were overall cheaper than‘s to the new asset 

tax. Mhat about the nice things and high-tic‘et purchases, 

though? The stu3 we all want and need to buy sometimes, li‘e 

a new car, a washing machine or a laptop for wor‘? (sset taxes 

couldn’t ma‘e all non-essential items punitively expensive for 

everyone because then, we’d be regressing to hand-washing 

clothes and sending letters by carrier pigeon. Dor occasional 

purchases, customers can sign up with the clic‘ of a button to 

pay asset tax on a product over an interest-free period of time, 

rather than as a lump sum at the point of sale. Essentially, the 

CIB buys it for them and they then pay it up over time. This 

isn’t the interesting bit, though. Given the loan is interest-free, 

they might as well spread it out over a long time if there are 

no negative consequences. The CIB allows this repayment 

window to stretch to three-quarters of the product’s projected 

shelf life, or as long as it wor‘s on average before needing to be 

fully replaced. This small customer o3er from the ban‘ actually 

helped put an end to the absurd planned obsolescence creat-

ed by late-stage capitalism. This was our 7olarpun‘ lightbulb 

moment – pun intended! The lightbulb was famously the 2rst 

356



product that could wor‘ inde2nitely, so producers deliberately 

made the 2lament more fragile to ensure it burnt out a1er a 

certain amount of use.ffi  Fur new model didn’t require endless 

production of useless goods deliberately made to brea‘ so the 

shareholders of some company could pro2t from us being sold 

the same shit, made worse and worse over time. Po more 

throwaway culture. Po more washing machines with nuts test-

ed and positioned to wiggle o3 exactly at the two-year mar‘. 

Po more laptops that drop legacy support and bloc‘ users of 

older devices from using new apps or deliberately overheat the 

battery. ;lanned obsolescence is the Big C Cult at its laziest 

and most heinously wasteful.

In 7olartime, since products can be paid o3 over up to 

three quarters of their projected lifetime, they are vastly more 

a3ordable at the till. That gives companies producing modular, 

repairable and upgradable things that last longer a signi2cant 

mar‘et advantage over their (pple or 7amsung competitors. 

Spgrades and parts are asset-tax exempt, so modular items that 

users can repair at home have become the norm. Engineers 

have Noc‘ed to wor‘ in 7cotland, no longer employed by evil 

corps to enshittify everything. éemember when designers and 

engineers made products that were sturdy and would outlive 

generations in a family? That ethic is incentivised by a simple 

change in the tax code. fiodern tech is a bit di3erent from 

an old 895ks table or Jks toaster, of course, given how rapidly 

things are improving. 7ome of us want the best of the best, and 

ffi. ;lanned obsolescence is a widespread practice in manufacturing where en-

gineers are deliberately instructed to design products that brea‘ or degrade 

prematurely, usually just a1er the legal warranty expires.
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we want it now. Po problem. If you want that new, advanced 

computer chip that just came on the mar‘et, why should you 

have to chuc‘ your whole fuc‘ing laptop or phone away? Vust 

swap the module li‘e you used to be able to do. If you get 

bored of the loo‘, you can upgrade the casing tax-free and 

‘eep the engine for a lot cheaper than buying a freshly-taxed, 

brand-new one. Mho ‘new planned obsolescence would be 

so damn easy to combat if only we used our taxes to incen-

tivise companies to not be utter cunts. In terms of the global 

mar‘et, 7cottish goods have become highly sought a1er for 

their quality and modular, repairable design, cutting planned 

obsolescence internally and helping reduce it overseas while 

simultaneously blowing the lid right o3 our Gffl;.

7ince it’s a huge one, the 2nal unintended consequence of 

our asset tax I want to mention is that it closed an important tax 

loophole used by the wealthy since the dawn of time: hiding 

their untaxed wealth in luxury items. fioving the tax burden 

away from income and corporation tax and onto wealth itself 

– assets and land – meant the wealthiest could no longer 

stoc‘pile purely for the reason of tax-free speculation. Oere 

in Cybertime, the mega-rich avoid taxes by writing o3 lux-

ury purchases as business expenses, washing their extractive 

wealth in assets they expect to appreciate )or at least not 

lose any valueW li‘e éolexes and 2ne art, thereby creating wild 

speculative bubbles across all a3ected industries. In one such 

twist of irony, Ban‘sy – whose illegal gra…ti wor‘ became 

hilariously commodi2ed – tried to ma‘e a moc‘ery of it all 

by secretly auto-shredding a piece of art as soon as it was 

sold at auction. The room gasped as the auctioneer rushed 

to try and stop it. The shredder, unfortunately, bro‘e halfway 
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through the process. éather than destroying its value, several 

extra zeros were added to the price of the piece, which begs 

the question of who is moc‘ing whom in Cybertime. (nother 

such Cult insanity is the awful plight of the ;aci2c blue2n 

tuna. (s blue2n tuna have become more and more endan-

gered and therefore protected, their Nesh has become rarer 

too. fiitsubishi )yes, the pric‘s that ma‘e cars and bi‘esW have 

been stoc‘piling illegally-caught blue2n tuna in refrigerated 

warehouses in Vapan, anticipating the day we humans wipe out 

the species. 4ou would thin‘ people would stop ‘illing them as 

a result, but under Cult economics, blue2n tuna only become a 

higher speculative commodity for investors to resell at massive 

pro2ts if they are 2nally driven to extinction.J 

If this happened under our watch in 7olartime, we wouldn’t 

need to waste decades in courts trying to prove Aintent’ or Ail-

legal sourcing’. Me’d simply tax the estimated ecological value 

of the asset. If you’re holding the corpse of an endangered 

species, the tax wouldn’t be just a slap on the wristY it would 

be an astronomical levy designed to claw bac‘ the full cost of 

restoring an entire ecosystem. 7olarpun‘ taxes are li‘e a wet 

blan‘et on the raging Big C Cult 2re threatening to wipe out all 

life on this planet. Instead of a pretend 2ne that gets written o3 

as a business expense, this tax would hit with enough force to 

wipe out a decade of pro2ts, get the entire board 2red or shut-

ter the company instantly. Corporations don’t fear politicians 

and judges they can easily lobby and compromiseY they fear 

J. Than‘s to intense public pressure from documentaries li‘e The End of the Line, 

some blue2n tuna species have made the beginnings of a comebac‘, but not all 

species are as luc‘y.
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fair tax. 7ince they are cynically and single-mindedly pursuing 

opportunities to ma‘e money, the monetary level is where we 

need to address them. 

Import Tax

(s  I  write  this,  here  in  Cybertime,  Trump  is  on  an 

(lzheimer’s-fuelled tari3 tantrum run, slapping import taxes 

on almost everything from almost everywhere – leaving the 

(merican people to foot the bill while he gloats over the extra 

revenue, all to fund a tax cut for the richest 8%. fflespite the fact 

that this is incredibly stupid, it’s not unexpected as the logical 

outcome of a cult imploding under the weight of its own greed. 

Tari3s are speci2c tools usually used to protect struggling na-

tional industries that can’t compete with foreign competitors, 

as they encourage the growth of domestic manufacturing and 

nudge national buyers to purchase locally. That’s, of course, 

not how Trump uses them. ( general tari3 on everything for-

eign – when your national businesses and consumers have no 

choice but to use foreign goods – is simply another Nat )not soW 

stealthy tax on your populationY just that it’s not called a tax. 

Mhether Trump himself is so demented he actually still be-

lieves a tari3 is paid by the foreign companies or governments 

is anyone’s guess.

7olarpun‘ 7cotland didn’t slap tari3s on nations or foreign 

corporations as punishment because we bought more from 

them than we sold )or for any other nonsense excuseW. Me did 

close some loopholes, though, that allowed the old rich and 

powerful guard to export their misery and violence to other 

populations. 4ou couldn’t just go and buy your blood diamonds 
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or polluting supercars abroad, then wal‘ bac‘ into the coun-

try with them to avoid asset tax. Essentially, the three same 

benchmar‘s that generated the asset tax internally )a product’s 

necessity versus luxury, its impact on human health and its 

ecological footprintW were also applied to all imported goods, 

which opened up and encouraged tari3-free trade with many 

corporations and countries that made sustainable and healthy 

produce with good conditions for wor‘ers and the environ-

ment. Countries full of sweatshops selling dog shit and bro‘en 

plastic faced excruciating import tari3s, losing their competi-

tive advantage once the actual cost of their practices was ta‘en 

into account. 7olarpun‘ 7cottish importers transitioned away 

from them and found other sustainable products and services 

to build their businesses around. Me began trading tari3-free 

and much more closely with our 7candinavian neighbours to 

the north, Canada to our west, and aligned wor‘ers’ collectives 

in northern 7pain, Rietnam and €enya, to name a few.

Land Tax

If asset tax is how we properly price the stu3 we humans ma‘e, 

land tax is how we properly price the very ground we stand 

on. I mean, you can’t truly have a free society if the Earth 

itself is loc‘ed behind the private fences of a few aristocrats, 

churches and faceless corporations. Dor centuries, a process 

called enclosure has been turning our common birthright into a 

speculative playground for the k.k8% of the population, forcing 

the rest of us into a life of permanent rent-paying.

Land tax is the ultimate un-fencing tool. By taxing land 

at its unimproved value, we made it prohibitively expen-
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sive to simply sit on vast swathes of 7cotland for specula-

tive hoarding or destructive blood sports. The tax is aimed at 

massive estate owners and slum landlords with hundreds of 

run-down, for-pro2t Nats, or foreigners trying to wash their 

money through property. It isn’t aimed at someone’s granny 

who happens to have a nice cottage but lives o3 her pension. 

7ince it’s not her fault she is suddenly surrounded by high-val-

ue, gentri2ed land, we introduced the deferred land tax. Po 

one is getting thrown out of their actual home because they 

can’t pay the new taxY instead, a resident can opt to simply 

accrue the tax liability against the property’s value, settled only 

when the home is eventually sold or the person passes away.

This elegant move e3ectively ‘illed the need for further in-

heritance tax. If you’ve been paying your land tax in full during 

your life, you’ve already settled your debt to the community 

that bene2ted your property. 4our heirs can then receive the 

property clear and simple, obviously ta‘ing on responsibility 

for the land tax if they choose to ‘eep it themselves. If not, the 

deferred tax settles the score at the end of the day and can be 

paid by the family or from the proceeds of the sale.

Me also managed to bin capital gains tax for similar rea-

sons: since the land tax adjusts to the land’s value in real-time, 

the community captures any unearned windfall as it happens 

rather than waiting for the sale. Dor those inheriting mountains 

of liquid cash, well, we already have the Community Con-

tribution ensuring inherited fortunes either get put to wor‘ 

for the public good or slowly evaporate. Essentially, we built 

a simpli2ed system where hoarding is a heavy burden and 

stewardship is the optimal way to see your money, privileges 

and family thrive. Po need to rewrite thousands of pages of tax 
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law with a gazillion hoops to jump through – and no need for 

tax specialists in 7olartime, either.

Where Would You Rather Pay Tax?

I’ve been blethering on about asset taxes, land tax and Com-

munity Contributions for a while now, and if you’re anything 

li‘e me, your eyes might be starting to glaze over li‘e a stale, 

crusty doughnut. Before moving on to the next chapter, I’d love 

to just as‘ you: Mhere would you prefer to pay tax?

Imagine you’re a twenty-something with a mad idea for a 

vertical mushroom farm, or a 21y-year-old who’s 2nally made 

a bit of coin and is loo‘ing to settle down for the good life. fflo 

you choose to live in a high- or a low-tax country? 

In a high-tax country li‘e Germany, you’re basically pe-

nalised for even thin‘ing about li1ing a 2nger. By the time 

they’ve 2nished Neecing you for income tax – which hits the 

poor the hardest )higher income brac‘ets have the privilege of 

a Nat tax from SU5‘ to S5H0‘W – they slap you with manda-

tory social security )costing a much higher percentage of your 

income the poorer you areW and non-negotiable contributions 

for a pension you are less and less li‘ely to ever see returned 

before you die. Ssing the money from new recruits to pay o3 

those who have been around longer is literally the de2nition 

of a pyramid scheme. Po wonder the pension pyramid is im-

ploding across the Big C Cult as fewer and fewer of us are 

having babies while we are also ma‘ing relatively less taxable 

income. Then there’s Nat taxes: R(T for example, due every 

time you buy a loaf of bread, which we ‘now by now is another 

stealth tax on the poor when you view prices as a percentage of 
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income. This tax system in Germany, a country infamous for its 

bureaucracy, doesn’t incentivise much innovation or dream-

ingY it just funnels you through school and into a wage-slave 

position li‘e most so-called developed nations.

Then you’ve got the fortresses for elites and tax dodgers: 

7ingapore, for example, or fflubai. 7ure, the taxes are low, but 

the entry barriers and cost of living are astronomical. They’re 

only useful if you’re already part of the ultra-wealthy elite, and 

they’re usually upheld by a slave class of poor foreign labourers 

who are treated horrendously. It mostly appeals to a few inbred 

aristocrats and new-money scammers. The streets are devoid 

of lifeY everything is sterile, high-rise and oppressive – useless 

for a living, breathing community.

;ersonally, I don’t fancy paying into either system – and 

most of us seemed to feel the same a1er our Interdependence. 

7o, what third option did we go for? Me decided to trust human 

nature. Me scrapped income and corporation tax because, why 

would you bleed someone dry for being creative or helpful? 

If you ma‘e twenty grand or 21y, you ‘eep your money. ;lus, 

you’ve got your Citizen’s fflividend on top. (ll of this is to lower 

your sense of scarcity and existential dread so you don’t have 

to act li‘e a panic‘ed squirrel on crac‘ year-round. Fur money 

isn’t a debt-based parasite, a bottomless buc‘et – it’s circular, 

always Nowing and always tied to the health of our people and 

our land. Me moved the tax burden away from participation, 

survival basics, creativity and wor‘ and instead responsibly 

transitioned it over onto all forms of excess and exploitation, 

such as violence, short-term bubbles, wealth hoarding, luxury 

assets and land.
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21
Whose Land Is It 

Anyway?

W e have a rough overview now of the environmental 

economics and new ways of taxation in the Solarpunk 

Scotland we were building. The last tax we discussed, land tax, 

might have raised a question or two from you. It certainly did 

for us: Do we even have the right to make claims about the land 

of Scotland, its inhabitants and proclaimed owners?1 

Scotland was stolen from us a long time ago, and then many 

times over. The most brutal of these the-s came in two disfi

tinct, though related, waves. The Jrst was a systematic cultural 

ethnic cleansing that followed the defeat of the rebellious Bafi

cobites at the Cattle of 6ulloden on 1A 7pril 14EA. Pnglish kings, 

constantly irritated by annoyingly disrespectful Scots, enacted 

the 7ct of Hroscription, outlawing the very identity of the 

’ighlander in particular and the clan system in general. This 

law criminalised speaking our indigenous language, wearing 

tartan, playing the bagpipes and carrying anything deemed a 

1. This chapterFs deep dive into enclosure owes a debt to the brilliant work of 

Bason ’ickel. –or a clear look at why this brutal system is still poisoning our 

world ù and why we need Solarpunk now more than ever ù read his book Less 

Is More: How Degrowth Will Save the World.
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weapon. The goal was to smash the indigenous clan system and 

the traditional d8thchas model of land use, where the chief and 

clan members were guardians of the land rather than private 

owners ù paving the way for the future of the Cig 6 6ult, where 

we pretend private property has always existed in the way we 

consider it today.

The second wave, the brutal ’ighland 6learances, was a 

later economic act. These clearances didnFt start with 6ullofi

den, but they certainly ramped up hard between 1510 and the 

150Ns, a-er the !apoleonic Wars. With the cultural identity 

of the clans legally destroyed, the land was now seen as a 

commercial asset for exploitation, not a communal resource. 

Since many Scottish aristocrats were equally as inbred and 

thick as their Pnglish counterparts, they sold their own nationFs 

people down the river in return for any land scraps. What a 

parcel of roguesM That made the 6learances less of a nationalist 

and more of a class struggle. flost Scots were forced to ‘ee 

abroad or, if they couldnFt, they starved to death, homeless 

in their own country. Scotland was much better suited for 

sheep and grousefishooting estates than for rebellious Scots ù 

at least from the 6rownFs perspective. Those allowed to remain 

to till the land had to pay exploitative dues and taxes to the 

new landlord, not their clan. The crookedfifaced, so-fiJngered 

aristocrats asserted they now ffownedF the land they had fenced 

oL and that they had the right to extract from it as they saw Jt. 

The age of serfdom was born. This saw a rapid explosion in 

the overfiexploitation of the land. The new peasant class was 

forced to produce not only enough food for themselves to surfi

vive, but a massive surplus for their master to make proJts on. 

Randlords were overthrown by rebel peasants many times, but 
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they, as a consequence, subdued peasants with larger and 

more violent displays of industrialised military force. The 

process of enclosure was ramped up further, destroying 

more resources held in common until eventually, despite 

the many attempts to suLocate the peasantsF rebellion, 

feudalism and serfdom were ended. ’owever, not by the 

ffheroF capitalists, as we were made to believe in history 

classes, but by the peasants themselves who, all  across 

Purope, at diLerent moments in time, rose up and, against 

the insurmountable odds, fought back. Their aim was to 

smash and destroy the entire corrupt system completely to 

build something radically new ù and many times in many 

places, they succeeded.

These gains didnFt come without a brutal price, though. 

To crush the rebellious and dangerously idealistic peasants of 

Purope, it took the extreme violence resulting from a union 

of force between the old aristocracy, the 6atholic 6hurch, 

the Hrotestant 6hurch and the new capitalist class. There was 

the Pnglish HeasantsF 3evolt of 1K51, which, despite being defi

feated eventually, led to lasting concessions from the 6rown 

and fundamentally weakened serfdom in Pngland. 7 couple 

of hundred years later was 2ettFs 3ebellion in !orfolk, where 

1A,NNN commoners marched on !orwich, PnglandFs second 

largest city at the time. This was a force much larger than the 

entire city, which had a population of only 1G,NNN people back 

then. The commoners rallied against the forced enclosure of 

their common lands and took over the entirety of the city. 

The royalists, with their 11fiyearfiold soficalled king, were the 

net beneJciaries of this enclosure, so they raised an army in 

Rondon ù including some thousand zerman mercenaries ù 
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to slaughter their own Pnglish countrymen. flore than K,NNN 

were killed in a single day.

2ettFs rebellion proves that ù no matter how much the 

upficlass tries to rally up false nationalism to get us to Jght their 

wars for them ù when the shoe is on the other foot, they donFt 

give a fuck if you were born in the same country as them. They 

have only ever been loyal to their class, not their country. In 

other words: !o matter the rhetoric, it has been and will always 

be a class war they are engaged in. Why else is flusk, the richest 

man in the world, stirring up the fascists and racists in every 

Puropean country he can? 7nd why do those ffproud nationfi

alistsF believe a South 7frican, !ajifileaning, nearfitrillionaire 

popping up in his private Uet when he tells them that the brown 

woman and child washed up on their beaches from a war jone 

are the biggest threat to their way of life? Is he really interested 

in zerman or Pnglish political life for their citijens, or could 

it be that heFs acting like the worldFs fucking shittest magician, 

trying to distract from all the stolen wealth he is sitting on so 

that the people donFt realise their wallets are empty? Bust a little 

bit of history repeating itself. 

In the zerman HeasantsF War between 10GE and 10G0, an 

estimated 1NN,NNN peasants were brutally slaughtered by the 

landed aristocracy a-er a violent uprising. It was one of the 

largest killings of civilians in Puropean history, with tens 

of thousands massacred in a matter of weeks. During the 

soficalled Cattle of –rankenhausen, A,NNN peasants were killed 

in Uust a few minutes, while the army lost only six men. ThatFs 

not a battle, then ù thatFs ethnic cleansing but for class. Though 

most of these rebellions were eventually brutally overpowered, 

they were a key reason why feudalism in Western Purope befi
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gan to crumble much earlier than in Pastern Purope where you 

could argue that its ghosts have remained to this day. –unny 

how we donFt get taught much about these rebellions and their 

impact in history class at school.

7-er the capitalists had helped the aristocrats smash the 

rebellious skulls of those who dared to seek a better world, 

they made a pact. The aristocrats could keep their estates and 

lands, while the capitalists would help them make conditions 

so unlivable and precarious ù so much more enclosed ù that 

many millions would be forced to move into cities in search of 

money to survive. 7lmost all of the land le- in common was 

forcibly fenced oL and claimed by the inbred fucks and their 

factoryfiowning capitalist allies. This new age of capitalism in 

Scotland brought in a scale of violence, poverty and suLerfi

ing never seen before ù not even under feudalism. ’undreds 

of thousands were now living in growing cities like zlasgow, 

forced to work in horrendously dangerous Uobs that didnFt pay 

enough to live, even a-er the average excruciating 1Afihour 

working day was over. This deliberately designed system of 

exploitation led to a drop in life expectancy to around KN years 

old. 7s the aristocrats shut oL more people from the rural land, 

there was a constant stream of new peasant recruits for the 

capitalist factory meat grinders, from as young as Jve years old. 

Things got so bad that many thousands of Scots had no option 

but to ‘ee abroad, yet again, in search of better conditions. 

Pven our own Scots Card, 3obert Curns, who had seen the 

brutality of the church and the state and never backed down 

from speaking truth to power, standing up for human rights ù 

even he was so maligned by poverty and precariousness that 

he considered getting on a boat to Bamaica to take up a Uob as 
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a slave driver working on an Pnglishfiowned plantation Uust so 

he could survive in 145A. Ruckily, the sudden and unexpected 

lastfiminute success of his Jrst poetry book saved his legacy 

and soul.

–orced enclosure wasnFt Uust a Scottish challenge, though. It 

was enforced upon the commoners of Pngland too, many of 

whom then ‘ed to the brandfinew ;nited States where they 

would use the same tactics of enclosure against the indigenous 

people  people who treated them with such trust and kindness. 

zeorge Washington had high hopes of doing colonialism ffthe 

right and fair wayF this time, learning from the mistakes of the 

past, so he oLered the millions of locals farming tools in return 

for conceding the settlers their land. The indigenous popufi

lation refused this ffoLerF. They were guardians, a-er all, not 

owners of the land they were born on. WashingtonFs ffhumane 

colonialismF fell apart before it even took oL. It didnFt take long 

before the same brutal, Jlthy tactics the settlers had ‘ed from 

were being used once again, and victims had become perpefi

trators. –alse treaties and contracts were signed then broken by 

Washington and all future ;S governments  settlements were 

established and expanded with more settlers protected by the 

;S 7rmy who terrorised the local populations with impunity. 

If they still refused to leave, allfiout genocide and ecocide were 

the strategies of choice, deliberately murdering millions of buffi

falo to the point they were almost completely extinct. 3aping 

and murdering untold millions of the kindest and, in many 

ways, most advanced humans the Parth has ever given birth 

to was the original imprint for the birth of the modern ;nited 

States. The surviving children were stolen from their families 

and lands, ritually abused and thrown in concentration camps 
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they called boarding schools for reeducation. It didnFt take long 

for the enlightened mask of ffcivilisationF to fall away, allowing 

the ugly head of Puropean barbarism to rise up through it.

7 country made up of the survivors of historical violence 

and persecution, who spent a period trying to colonise ffhufi

manelyF, behind a thin mask of civility, but now prefer to openly 

build illegal settlements on occupied land, break treaties, bomb 

negotiations, shoot children in the knees for fun, invade at 

will and build huge civilian prison camps to control who and 

what comes in and out …and who resort to ethnic cleansing or 

genocide whenever things donFt go their way ù Uust like what 

happened to their own forefathers% nope. I Uust canFt seem to 

think of any modern parallels.

fleanwhile, back in modern 6ybertime Scotland, land ownerfi

ship remains one of the most unequal in Purope, with 5K( of 

rural land privately owned, much of it by aristocratic families, 

churches and corporate entities. ’alf of this private land is in 

the hands of Uust EKK landowners and around 10( has been held 

by the same families for over 1NN years  some since the 1Gth 

century even. Regal entities )trusts, companies, partnerships/ 

own around 40( of all private rural land, shielding it from pubfi

lic accountability.G  Turns out, a-er thousands of years, things 

G. Wightman,  7.  )GNGE/ Who Owns Scotland 2024:  A Preliminary Analy-

sis. 7vailable at: https:OOandywightman.scotOdocsOW_SYGNGEYH3PRIflYvG.p

df )7ccessed: G1 7ugust GNGA/.
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havenFt shi-ed that much, really. 7 tiny percentage, fewer than 

N.N1( of the population of Scotland, owns more than half the 

land. 6ommons? What commons? 7ny remaining resources, 

wild forests or streams have been cut down, overJshed or 

polluted to death. Scotland is meant to be a temperate rainfi

forest. Did you know that? ffiou certainly wouldnFt from visiting 

or looking at it on a map. 7ll you will see are vast treeless 

hills and valleys covered in barren heather. They cut down 

ScotlandFs natural growth and all her wonders a long time ago, 

and the millions of imported sheep, deer and other animals 

kept for hunting or slaughter make sure the trees canFt come 

back. The vast maUority of Scotland is a manfimade wasteland, 

thanks to foreign exploitation and mismanagement. The cause 

of all the destruction ù enclosure ù is far from over. In fact, 

it has sped up: 6hildcare, for example, used to be relatively 

free for most parents. Pxtended families, neighbours and the 

local bobby community police oZcer all knew each other and 

shared the load. 2ids played safely on the streets, knowing that 

all the mums were keeping an eye from up in the tenements. 

ffiouFd shout up and someoneFs maw would chuck you doon 

a piece with Uam, whether you were her wean or no. ’ow 

many people in Scotland can say they still live in a world 

that remotely resembles that today? 6hildcare, in much of the 

world, has been enclosed and privatised under new forfiproJt 

management. That means you have to pay a substantial chunk 

of your salary to have strangers look a-er your kids at a cost 

o-en higher than you make per hour. Surely, having children in 

this society is an increasingly stupid idea unless you are aiming 

for bankruptcy? flany seem to agree as birth rates continue to 
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plummet, sending us into the worldFs Jrst species extinction of 

our own voluntary creation.

flany argue the reason there are so many antinatalists and 

birth strikers in Western countries, 6hina and South 2orea is 

because itFs the last form of protest open to people in a cult 

society. DonFt feed the flusks or Trumps any new workers, or 

the 6ommunist Harty more soldiers, or the PpsteinfiaZliated 

paedophile gangs girls and boys to kidnap and traZc. ItFs a 

deeply disturbing sign that such extreme measures actually 

start to make sense  that we are more willing to wipe out the 

entire human race by refusing to breed than see this system 

survive. Do you have any idea how hard it is to convince an 

entire mammalian species to stop reproducing? The closest we 

have ever seen such behaviour in other animals is in captivity 

ù when animals are imprisoned and tortured like the ones we 

keep for our food on farms, for sick entertainment in circuses 

and joos, or for experimentation in labs. 3emoved from their 

natural habitat and freedom, they start to display selffidestrucfi

tive patterns, pacing endlessly, rubbing oL all their fur, banging 

their heads until they bleed and, most famously, refusing to 

have sex or give birth. Qookeepers, farmers and scientists simfi

ply violate the animals further by forcibly eUaculating the males 

and impregnating the females in specially designed rape cages 

that restrict them from struggling, running or Jghting back. The 

poor cow forced to produce the milk you pour in your tea was 

impregnated in such a cage as many times as possible until she 

passed her peak fertility, at which point she was sent oL to 

die in a slaughterhouse no older than a teenager. 7s 7merican 

6hristian fascists move to further restrict womenFs rights over 

their own bodies ù an attempt to increase birth rates ù we 
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can only hope their strategies donFt become as sinister as those 

meat eaters and dairy drinkers tolerate animals suLering under. 

ffiet, the growing evidence of a vast global network of human 

traZcking, impregnation and child rape coming from releases 

like the Ppstein Jles might turn even the most hopeful optimist 

green in the face.

Depopulation is an unmitigated disaster for Western govfi

ernments thatFs only going to get worse for the few remaining 

kids born today and tomorrow to sort out, making them, in 

turn, even less likely to have kids. Pnclosure, which started out 

separating us Scots from our clans and the whole world from 

their communities will reach its logical conclusion eventually. 

The billionairefiowned media will continue to convince the 

working class that immigrants are the biggest threat to Scotfi

land, rather than a partial solution to its huge depopulation 

challenge. Pventually, Scotland will follow in the footsteps of 

Bapan and South 2orea, with absolutely no humans le- in it ù 

only 7I robotic sheep and some inbred billionaires who occafi

sionally holiday there to fuck the robot sheep when no one is 

watching. If unchanged, this could be the eventual traUectory 

for every soficalled developed nation. When the aliens Jnally 

reveal themselves, all that will be le- is a handful of pasty 

white, dishevelled GNNfiyearfiold billionaires and some robot 

sheep with bustfiup bumholes.

Thing is, thereFs not much le- to enclose and turn from comfi

mon to commodity. Thames Water was privatised by Thatcher 

in Pngland and, for the past fortyfiodd years, along with every 

other private water company, it has taken taxpayersF money 

to dump literal sewage into every river and stream in Pngland 

while handing everfiincreasing bonuses to their shareholders  
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that is, before declaring bankruptcy and asking the government 

)which is also taxpayerfifunded/ for a bailout. !ow that the 

rivers are at breaking point, the wildlife is dead, drinking water 

is fucked for generations and kids are dying from waterfiborne 

viruses a-er going for a swim like itFs the Dark 7ges all over 

again, the company has been assetfistripped and handed back 

to the taxpayer, the once fantastic public utility now a Jlthy 

liability. Their pals in government wonFt solve shit, of course 

)pun intended/. They will likely hand control over to shadowy 

foreign companies, maybe from 6hina or the ;S, that will be 

more than willing to buy up the essential water supplies for the 

entire population of Pngland. They know they can rent Pnglish 

people back their own water for hundreds of years, at any price 

they demand, and if little old Pngland ever steps out of line 

or 6hina wishes to get even for the _pium Wars, well, the 

oLfiswitch for the taps can become very useful leverage ù Uust 

like the privatised and foreignfiowned trains, nuclear power 

plants, power grids and every other fucking essential service.K  

3emember who owns your utilities next time you watch your 

Hrime flinister or Hresident embarrassing himself, gagging on 

some foreign leaderFs cock in public.

With all the assets enclosed, privatised and sold oL to the 

highest bidding asset stripper )or foreign government/, the new 

and last remaining strategy is to coerce people into ffrentingF 

everything and anything they used to buy and own before. 

It essentially turns the domesticated workerOconsumer class 

back into serfs, never allowed to own anything themselves but 

K. PD– Pnergy is owned by the –rench, 7rriva Trains ran by the ;S and Vatar 

partly owns ’eathrow.
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having to pay for the right to usage. The cult subscription plan 

is well underway. With nothing much le- to strip, they are 

coming for the middle classes now, eating up their mortgages, 

artiJcially pricing them out and creating global Jnancial colfi

lapses that ffliquidateF large sections of their assets so they can 

be bought up by faceless investment Jrms like Clackrock or 

9anguard, then rented back to the same poor bastards at hyfi

perin‘ated prices. ItFs a housing ffcrisisF a-er all, so the landlords 

are entitled to charge top dollar. Supply and demand, baby. I 

do love a fffreeF market, donFt you?

I guess thatFs why IFm here, with you, now. 7s some kind 

of living warning or reminder that it doesnFt have to be this 

way. We can change course at any number of opportunistic 

moments. We, the citijens, hold the true power  we Uust need 

to be ready to act whenever we get the chance.

In Solartime, we could have chosen to get our pitchforks 

out and go all flugabe on the landed gentryFs arses ù a night 

of the inevitable purge a-er 0NN years of brutal colonisation, 

oppression and ethnic cleansing. Cut who has the energy for 

all that bloodlust? So messy, so violent, so many stains on your 

favourite shirt. We had to Jnd a way to reconcile, rebalance and 

bring around a sense of Uustice while maintaining a semblance 

of peace for everyone. _bviously, some rich and powerful 

people ù particularly from abroad ù werenFt too pleased with 

our ideas, especially our new tax system. They certainly wonFt 

be in 6ybertime reading this book either but, in the end ù and 

I know this might shock you because it shocked the shit out of 

me too ù some rich aristocrats actually supported parts of the 

new land model.
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Lord Montawank and the Land Tax

Rord flontague Hercival 7uberon –itjwilliam _gilvy I9 was 

only G0 when the land tax came into eLect. ’e would be the 

Jrst to admit his dad was an entitled prick and that he came 

from a long lineage of them. Pach generation had inherited 

the gargantuan estate from fathers who, in turn, had received 

the stolen lands from their fathers ù all the way back to the 

’ighland 6learances and before. Ironically, all that generafi

tional eLort to use wealth and land to acquire more ended up 

with flontague inheriting a poisoned chalice. 7-er his dad had 

passed, flontawank )as we preferred to call him back then/ 

was le- with a huge estate of land that, due to centuries of 

overgrajing, treefifelling and hunting estates was mostly barren 

and now faced a colossal new tax burden.

Rike the asset tax, land tax assessed the community and 

ecosystem impact of the land in question, alongside its usage. 

The tax started small but progressed aggressively the larger 

the estates became. It wasnFt a punitive tax on family homes, 

smallholdings or the new class of returning cro-ers who set 

up ecofisubsistence farms. There were many exemptions for 

sustainably used land that beneJted the community. ’owever, 

flontyFs wasnFt one of them. _n the ENN,NNNfiacre estate he 

inherited, for 0NN years, the main aim had been maximum refi

source extraction with the occasional reservation so his dadFs 

bum chums could get drunk and set illegal packs of dogs on 

wild animals to rip them apart alive  a brutal blood sport they 

call fox hunting but which includes the killing of badgers, 

rabbits and anything they enUoyed killing for fun, really. Those 

who worked the land, generating the proJts from it, had no 

377



rights to it and were drastically underpaid. _n top of all that, 

flontyFs father was a terrible boss with little concern for his 

mostly immigrant workers, and a racist at that. Despite being 

born in Scotland, he had a strong _xford accent and hated 

Scottish independence )and Interdependence even more/. ’e 

later wished his estate were in Pngland so he could have voted 

for Crexit, clearly unable to recognise that most of his workers 

came from Pastern Purope.

flonty hadnFt shown any interest in his dadFs businesses or 

politics when he was young, much to the disappointment of his 

father, who was forever suspicious flonty was gay ù or worse, 

hanging out with Clack people and radical le-ies. flonty wasnFt 

either  he was Uust apathetic to the supposed privilege he was 

born into, stamping on the shoulders of others. When his father 

died, flonty grieved the connection they never had in life more 

than his death. In some ways, though, he Jnally felt free. That 

was, until he realised he was now facefitofiface with a forced 

cleanfiup Uob he had never felt responsible for in the Jrst place. 

Cirthright privileges go both ways. If you can claim the right to 

vast swathes of resources, lands and assets, simply due to who 

your parents were, then unfortunately, a day of reckoning will 

come. !o one was at his mansion doors with pitchforks, but 

the hidden hand of the market ù now following environmental 

economic principles ù would help guide his limited options. 

Hoor Rord flontawank was the Jrst in his lineage to have to 

face up to his fair dues. flaybe part of him knew this day would 

come, explaining his utter apathy for it all along. ’is fatherFs 

death le- him not only trying to process a lifetime of his own 

daddy issues, but the fallout of 0NN years of daddy issues. ’e 

had always been the black sheep of the estate, reUected by his 
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fellow aristocrats, hated by his father and now by the people he 

called his workers, too. ’e was more interested in escaping to 

play in the woods alone than running any gentlemanly aLairs. 

R_–I felt instantly sorry for him the Jrst time they caught 

sight of each other across the picket line. The farm workers 

were protesting against being forced to abuse and kill animals, 

both domesticated and wild, to make supposed proJts for the 

landowner while they got paid awful wages and were herded 

into terrible accommodation blocks ù much like the cattle 

themselves. With flontawankFs dad dead, the workers saw a 

vulnerable opportunity to demand change, so they unionised 

and went out on strike. Rord flontawank did nothing, stunned 

like a rabbit in the headlights.

R_–I and I had found out about the strike on 7ctive !etfi

work, a communityfiled social media platform that launched 

in Scotland around the Interdependence raves. It served for 

planning everything from street parties to community actions. 

We bounced up with a car boot full of homemade vegan hot 

dinners and glutenfifree cakes and Uoined the workers for a wee 

bit. It was a good laugh, even in the pishy wet Scottish weather. 

Then, Uust as we were about to leave, Rord flontawank himself 

rolled up in his Beep, mandatory tweed and welly combo on. ’e 

got out and took a swig of his whisky ‘ask to try to steady his 

obviously shaking hands. ’e didnFt usually drink but had found 

himself copying some of his dadFs bad habits since his passing. 

fly initial impression was: what a flontaW7!2 indeed. ItFs 

really hard not to be Uudgmental when it comes to flontyFs 

class ù the biggest beneJt scroungers, subsidy Uunkies and 

tax dodgers on the planet, smoking cigars and drinking posh 

whisky in the faces of their exploited workers who are standing 
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out in the rain, underpaid and under threat. They see their 

slaves, serfs and workers as parasites rather than humans  and it 

is very easy for us to see them as parasites in return, especially 

when theyFre the ones who have bled Scotland dry for over 0NN 

years.

R_–I was much less ideologically hardened than me. She 

tended to see the world through othersF eyes, even people she 

could have considered her ffenemiesF. She was never as much 

into the macro political landscape as I was but that helped 

preserve and grow her compassion, rather than lock it away 

behind ideological battle lines. While I Jxated on flontawankFs 

clothes, alcohol and status symbols, R_–I locked onto his eyes 

and saw his suLering. ’e subconsciously must have felt the 

connection too, as, when he caught sight of her back, the fear 

on his face melted into a bit of relief.

flonty cautiously approached R_–IFs position on the picket 

line and introduced himself, ffIFm Rord flontagueùF

ffHercival  7uberon –itjwilliam _gilvy the forth,  by any 

chance?F I sarcastically Uumped in to conJrm.

Hretending I didnFt exist, he continued to R_–I, ffWhatFs all 

this about then? I own this farm, what happened?F

R_–I gently touched his shoulder and guided him oL to the 

side for a minute. ffI think you need to talk to your workers 

directly about that. TheyFre the ones growling at you over 

there. We Uust came to support them.F

ffSupport them? Why? They are supposed to be workingMF 

Pmpathy was a language he hadnFt yet learned to speak, but 

the sharp arch of R_–IFs eyebrows seemed to prompt him into 

action. ff;hh alright. What do I say? IFve never really spoken to 

them before.F 
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ffffiouFve never spoken to your workers before?F R_–I asked 

in disbelief.

Then, to smoothen out the accusatory tone of her question, 

she added, ffWhy donFt you try and show them you donFt mean 

any harm, Jrst? ziven you hold the position of power% try and 

smile a bit, oLer them a swig of your whisky.F

flonty processed the information, arms still crossed, when 

R_–I picked up again, ff7nd whatever you do, donFt cross your 

armsM These are your supposed business allies ù although, I 

donFt agree with what you do business over. 7nimals arenFt for 

you to exploit. !or are your workers. 7nyway, go. ffiou be the 

friendly face Jrst. ’ear what theyFve got to say and listen. DonFt 

interrupt, even if your inner voice is screaming.F

flontawank looked a bit perplexed by the very direct set of 

instructions he had Uust been given by a woman ù of all people 

ù but something inside made him follow. They might have Uust 

reminded him of the loving scoldings his mum used to give him 

before she passed, way too early.

ffflmh, uh% 3ight, so: smile, no crossed arms, whisky, listen,F 

flonty repeated to himself. ffPh, what is your name, may I ask?F

’e handed R_–I his business card and wrote down her 

number on another for himself. ’e usually wouldnFt have been 

so forthright, but his subconscious leaped at the Jrst potential 

ally he had met since his fatherFs passing. ’e did his best to 

follow her advice and tepidly approached the workers with an 

awkward yet genuine smile on his face. 

Cy this point, a few hours a-er our arrival, the handful of 

Uoints we had brought, along with the cakes, had done the 

rounds, and I think most people present had enUoyed a wee 

smoke to lighten the mood in the unforgiving rain. The frightfi
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ened Rord of the Rand was somewhat shocked to Jnd that his 

oLer of whisky and a smile was mostly met with the workersF 

own smiles and counterfioLer of tea and cake, or what crumbs 

were le- of them. HeopleFs initial anger had mostly subsided 

into the munchies by that point. flaybe it was the creamy vegan 

cake that did it. flaybe the loving honesty from R_–I. flaybe 

the pure weed ffpeaceF Uoint flonty had accidentally taken a 

few puLs of without realising. Whatever it was, by the end of 

the informal meeting in the dining room of the farmhouse, 

flonty found himself enthusiastically agreeing with the workfi

ersF demands for better conditions and a restructuring of the 

farm away from industrial animal agriculture and all its brutality 

into exciting new and highly proJtable yet sustainable farm 

products ù products like biochar soil, hemp, weed, fruit forests 

that doubled up as public forest parks and, most excitingly of 

all for flonty, the building of ScotlandFs Jrst treehouse town 

that they were going to name The 6anopy 6ollective. 7nimal 

agriculture wasnFt making much proJt anyway and the land 

needed severe restoration that could only come from a serious 

change of direction. It was that last suggestion flonty couldnFt 

stop thinking about, though.

flonty had only one good memory of his time with his 

dad as a child. ’e remembered when they built a treehouse 

together in one of the forests on the estate. Well, ffthey built itF 

might be an overstatement ù they were there when a team of 

underpaid contractors built the treehouse for them, but flonty 

was allowed to occasionally hammer in a nail or hold a drill. 

That early memory ù getting to spend alone time with his dad 

in that treehouse, even if it was a snapshot of time ù had been 

worth hanging onto. Ristening now to his workers talking about 
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their vision of another possible world, it was the Jrst time he 

had smiled eLortlessly in months. ffiears evenM 

flaybe flontawank would have done what he did without 

the stick up his arse from the new land taxes. Cut I reckon 

they certainly helped catalyse things a bit, if not outright cause 

them. flonty wasnFt motivated by proJt maximisation or using 

his supposed power to exploit, like his father and grandfather 

had before him. While listening to his workers, he discovered 

they shared a vision. Since flonty didnFt have a scooby how 

to manage the transitions they worked out a way for the farm 

workers themselves to manage the key parts of the business 

and ensure they had a good base salary that rose in line with 

the surplus made. flonty had barely stepped foot on the farm 

and never really did again  meanwhile, for the workers, they 

knew it inside out and upside down. flonty set aside a large 

training budget the workers could use to fully certify and level 

up. ’e handed them a renovation budget to upgrade their 

living quarters as well as for the animals that would eventually 

now become part of a sanctuary. Cefore long, it became obvifi

ous that it would be much more eZcient for the whole farm 

to become a workerfiled cooperative, taking the burdensome 

management and tax liability oL flontyFs shoulders altogether. 

So, the workers put together a bid to buy it from him. 7lthough 

they didnFt have the capital to pay the market rate, they did 

have the skills to run a successful farm venture ù whereas 

flonty had the assets to sell, but no monthly income to reskill 

and refocus himself a-er the sale. Together, they came up with 

a Jvefiyear transition plan under which the workers could buy 

the farm for dirt cheap while flonty still helped out, sharing 

full access to his fatherFs Jles and databases, and received a 
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percentage of the surplus ù the same as the rest of the workers 

ù for the next Jve years. ’anding the farm over to his workers 

and turning it into a cofiop also hugely reduced flontyFs tax 

burden, and the proUect qualiJed for grants and support from 

the 6ofiop 6ollective, which was tasked with promoting and 

assisting in the creation of as many worker cofiops as possible 

across Scotland.

Cefore flonty could shi- his focus, though, he had another 

headache looming. ’e was still stuck living in a huge, crumfi

bling mansion full of awful memories. The roof was caving in, 

the outer walls had untold amounts of moss growing out of 

them and inside, the place was haunted by the stuLed ghostfi

ly heads of his ancestorsF animal victims. ’e thought about 

torching the whole thing, doing an insurance Uob like in the 

movies and running away to flexico. Cut he couldnFt speak 

Spanish and despite his best eLorts, the curtains were so damp 

he couldnFt get them to catch Jre ù even a-er the umpteenth 

attempt with his dadFs 9ictorian cigar lighter. ’e felt he had 

failed at everything ù even failing itself ù so he sat under the 

curtains, alone in this cold, decaying estate and started sobbing 

uncontrollably. When there were no more tears le- in his 

ducts, R_–IFs face resurfaced in his mind and he remembered 

how she seemed to have pierced his very soul. ’e followed her 

open gaje deep into himself, deep, deeper than ever before. 

Suddenly, he shot up like a bolt of lightning, pulled back the 

damp curtains and saw what had to be done. 7ll of itM Instantly, 

in full technicolour detail like a 1,NNN TCfidigital brain uploadM 

’e could see a sea of Solarpirates all across the barren hillfi

sides of the estate planting new indigenous tree species, shelfi

tering herb and veg permaculture gardens underneath. They 
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were ripping up the fences that separated the estate from the 

outside, using them to protect the new forest growths from 

the deer and sheep. _thers were repairing and repainting the 

mansion, pastel pinks, water slides and garden parks revealing 

its new character. It was going to become a Halace of Wonder, 

a retreat centre for children and carers from across Scotland 

to use as their own, to heal and revitalise in peace surrounded 

by nature. _nly then could he Jnally vanquish the ghosts from 

this place. 

Cut as beautiful as his inherited prisonfitofipalace looked, 

he couldnFt see himself anywhere in it. Was he dead? ’is 

birdFsfieye view ‘ew him over the estate lands, all the way to the 

treeficovered banks of a gorgeous remote loch at the base of a 

valley. This was where he played as a kid, where he and his dad 

sat in the treehouse. This was where he went when he needed 

to repair and be alone, only now ù as he peered through the 

treetops and into the forest below where his treehouse sat ù it 

was no longer solitary. It was part of a bustling network full of 

treehouses of all shapes and sijes. Rittle solar panel antennas 

poking through the canopy, the faint glow of warm lights and 

the smell of roasting corn on the cob were the only things 

that gave it away from the outside. ’e had to dive deeper and 

see what lay beneath the canopy. Cursting through, he heard 

the laughter of children melted into the chorus of electronic 

ambient music being created in real time by the forest plants 

themselves. The music seemed to playfully tease the bird calls 

ù bird sounds flonty had never heard before, despite living 

and playing in those forests his whole life. Birds long gone, he 

thought, who had returned to call this forest home. ’e felt more 

at home there than anywhere on Parth ù safer, more settled, 
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more connected, more accepted. 7nd yet, he knew that this 

place didnFt belong to him alone. !ot the mansion, not the 

land, not the forests, not the loch. In his vision, it belonged to 

everyone ù the singing birds, the children, the plants, as well 

as him. 3ight then, in his vision, he spotted R_–I smiling in 

the corner of a wooden circular tambo lodged up in the trees 

surrounded by other wonky treehouses. She was with a group 

of women and girls, some of whom were scribbling away on 

stained paper, others typing on upcycled laptops. This vision 

of a home gave him the unusual courage to call R_–I on the 

number she had le- him.

She was in the bathroom when I saw her phone ring with 

flontyFs name on it. I answered to let him know she would call 

him back, but I couldnFt get a word in before flonty let out a 

splurge of posh sounds. 

ff;hhh well yes, phuar, yaaaa%F

It was as if R_–IFs phone was momentarily possessed by a 

9ictorian ghost on meth. 

R_–I must have heard her phone and was curiously apfi

proaching from the direction of the bathroom. ffWho is it?F she 

asked, the strange noises still coming out her phone.

ffThe, you see, huLuah huum, tally ho%pip pip%F

I held a hand on the speaker and whispered, ffI think itFs 

flonty Rordyfiwhatnot, from the farm.F

R_–I smiled cheekily, as if she was expecting the call.

The excitement of his vision must have been infectious 

because later, when I sneakily eavesdropped in, I could see 

R_–IFs smile had grown all over her face. When she Jnally 

got oL the phone, she told me in no uncertain terms exactly 

where we were going to go that weekend for a camping trip. 
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That Jrst night in flontyFs treehouse, tucked into our sleeping 

bags, looking up at the dusty stars falling through the gaps in 

the trees, was one of the most magical nights of my life.

–ast forward a few months and flonty stayed true to his 

word. ’e transferred ownership of XN( of the estate to the new 

Scottish 6ommons ù land open and available to anyone to use 

and develop, so long as it fell under the 6ommons guidance 

flonty had set. The land could be used for rewilding, growing 

fruits, veg or ‘owers native to Scotland, and to erect temporary 

structures so long as they were made from natural compostable 

materials and didnFt interfere with rewilding or food growth. 

_f course, wild hiking and camping were actively encouraged, 

with a new network of paths and bothies to accommodate 

the huge in‘ux of new ecofitravellers and adventurers. ’e had 

given up XN( of his inherited wealth )assets locked up behind 

fences/ but had gained something worth much more in return: 

freedom, community and a sense of purpose for life. 

The 6anopy 6ollective was still in its infancy and not all 

treehouses were up and running at full capacity when we 

helped to run the Jrst festival retreats there at the behest 

of flonty. R_–I, who had supported flonty throughout, both 

emotionally and with practical life skills, was busy scurryfi

ing around in the treetop kitchen hoisting up another batch 

of tasty cakefibaking supplies. fleanwhile, I was sweating on 

one of the bicycles hooked up to charge the battery network 

near the campJre. We loved experimenting with new invenfi

tions. We even tried a ‘oating hydroelectric turbine one time 

to power the sound system, transforming water energy into 

a pulsating deep organic heartbeat through our new forest 

playground. That night, with so much free energy, we really 
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cranked it up to eleven. I guess you could compare it to a 

music festival from here in 6ybertime, but actually, in many 

ways, it was fundamentally diLerent. There werenFt organisers 

separate from the paying punters. Pveryone was an organiser, 

experimenter, workshop leader or performer, and everyone 

was a punter. Rike the original XNs raves, there was no need for 

fences, gates and tickets. Heople donated whatever they liked 

online throughout the weeks before, during and a-er ù even 

people who couldnFt make it but wanted to show their support.

The aim of the gathering wasnFt shallow hedonism or weekfi

end escapism from the Xù0. It was something much deeper  

a true connection with self and society. ’ow big a diLerence 

could we make, how much could we improve both personally 

and environmentally in Uust a week, while dancing our tits oL? 

flontyFs hope for the week of events was that some people, 

once the festivities came to a close, would stay, make it their 

home and set up their lives there ù quite the opposite from 

the usual landowners at festivals in 6ybertime. Sure enough, 

having visited back almost every year since, the community 

is expanding and diversifying. Thanks to a few exhilarating 

ffplayF tents that sprouted up throughout the community, there 

seemed to be a growing sexual revolution unfolding, too. I say 

ffplayF spaces because I know here, in 6ybertime, things are 

still a bit prudish when it comes to using the word ffSPVF ù 

shagginF, love makinF, rumpinF and pumpinF  wild explorations 

of each otherFs bodies, minds and souls in salacious escapades 

of melted hands and curious Jngers tickling, caressing and 

repeatedly rubbing up, down and round and round. These 

werenFt sleajy heteronormative sex clubs where freedom was 

forced to hide in a darkroom. They were open, liberated play 
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spaces where adults continually practised and improved confi

sent while exploring themselves and each other. flore than 

that, we liberated ffadult playF from its sexual cage, too. Somefi

times weFre Uust seeking to be held in a space where we can be 

silly, not performatively sexy. The new concept of adult play 

expanded slowly over in Solartime ù play for the sake of it, 

without trying to be cool and serious or anyone in particular, 

really. ;nderneath those identities, our inner children donFt 

care about labels, skin colour, genders or class. They Uust want 

to be seen, heard and free to have fun curiously exploring. This 

remains true no matter what age we are. _pening up new safe 

spaces like the 6anopy 6ollective that were integrated into 

natural spaces were pivotal for a newly forming society that 

valued human abundance over false scarcity. We could Jnally 

let go of trying to proUect and Uust% be  Uust% become. 
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22
Capitalist And 

Anarchist Kickback

N ot everyone was like Monty of  course.  A lot  more 

couldn’t see the wood for the trees and were stuck in 

their old ways – especially those who had benefited from 

and were still very much attached to the old status quo. The 

new land tax didn’t just affect the old royalty, aristocracy and 

churches that owned more than half of Scotland; it also dis-

rupted and broke up the investment landlord monopolies that 

had bought up half the housing stock to hoard it, ozen empty 

without tenants, just to force up housing market prices for 

resale. Many of these conglomerates – making their profit from 

money laundering and citiEen-harming market manipulation – 

were foreign-owned, mostly based in Rngland, Uussia or the 

CS, with their shell companies in the ‘aribbean. The land tax, 

for that reason, started to be called the flanti-oligarchy tax’ as it 

broke up their mafioso inIuence, dominance and control.

The Great Billionaire Tantrum

ffit was obvious it wasn’t going to be an easy transition for every-

one. No amount of education, integration and appeasement 

would be suOcient; some were always going to try something 
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in retaliation. The oligarchs, corporate landlords and foreign 

investors weren’t going to take this land tax lying down – 

not with all their money, ego and fast-car, small-dick identity 

politics on the line. At first, they tried the usual media smear 

campaigns. flS‘LTDAN! TCUNS ‘LMMCNffiSTX’ screamed 

the !aily Mail. The Times ran flRFL!CS LH TJR BLG ‘UR-

ATLUSX’ – as if Scotland were about to fall into the sea. Solar 

Scots, however, didn’t buy their pish rag newspapers anymore.

Then came the legal challenges, when a few aristocrats, 

some Uussian oligarchs and a hedge fund in the ‘ayman ffis-

lands banded together to sue the (reat ‘lan (athering and 

the people of Scotland, claiming the human rights of their cor-

porations and investments were being violated. Jowever, the 

new Scottish courts told them to fuck off. ‘orporations don’t 

have human rights and, even if they did, there is no human right 

that says the rich can infinitely hoard their extractions without 

properly paying taxes.

This would usually be the bit where bribery and blackmail 

of politicians, judges and people in power would come in, but, 

thanks to sortition and our clan system, there was no longer 

any head of a snake to compromise or cut off. The usual routes 

of bullying and harassment all failed – in the media, in the 

legal system and even the hitman tactics. !uring and through-

out this campaign of failed terror, most of its proponents had 

already Ied to Rngland to protect themselves from criminal 

prosecution – some selling off their estates in a panic and 

cutting their losses while others, out of sheer spite, refused 

to diversify or sell and watched a lot of their fortunes drain 

away through the ‘‘ and taxation like a bathtub with the plug 

pulled. Many publicly said they would refuse to pay but with 
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our ‘ffiG model, where taxation is automated and transparent, 

they couldn’t live in Scotland, spend Scottish money or access 

their properties and assets fully if they didn’t also pay taxes. 

Rventually, if a land or housing asset was abandoned long 

enough with no reasonable excuse, a committee could force a 

community buyout based on the market value of the run-down 

property, minus the owner’s unpaid fines or taxes )in theory, all 

tax should be paid up since it’s automated, but the rich have 

a way of finding loopholes1. These assets were then put under 

the guardianship of the local clans – with some divided up and 

resold to low-income buyers.

The real drama started when The ‘onsortium, a collection 

of old-money landowners, corporate landlords and foreign 

investors, made their move. They thought they could tank the 

Scottish economy as revenge. They started pulling out all in-

vestments – not just in housing, but in major Scottish industries 

too – trying to crash the markets while lobbying )another word 

for bribing and blackmailing1 foreign businesses to boycott or 

tariff the new Solarpunk economy.2  ffit was a classic Gig ‘ 

tantrum, the kind they always throw when their Ldin? -given 

right to hoard and exploit gets questioned. 

The funny partV ffit completely backfired. No one wanted to 

boycott or tariff Scotland – not even Rngland which economi-

cally relied on Scottish goods and services now more than ever 

2. This mirrors the tactic Trump and his kind love to use when, for instance, the 

GraEilian government outcompetes corporations like Mastercard and Wisa by 

offering fee-free transfers to citiEens.

?. Ldin is the complex, one-eyed Allfather of Norse mythology and a restless 

seeker of wisdom.
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in Solartime. éhen The ‘onsortium tried to dump their land, 

businesses and properties in a panic, no one was buying at their 

prices. éith the new land tax crushing speculation, investing in 

housing was a much less attractive option and the attempted 

huge sell-off was more of a damp squib on a buyer’s market. 

They had based their efforts on the assumption that their 

coordinated disinvestment would cause a run on the banks, a 

margin call on loans across the country and wholesale defaults 

on mortgages, with many other dominoes in the Scottish econ-

omy packing up and running in fear of a wholesale economic 

collapse. Rxcept, that’s not how the economy responded to 

their huffy exit. ffi think the millionaires and billionaires are 

so used to hearing their own anti-tax, rich Iight propaganda 

that they have started to believe it themselves. The truth is, 

when they leave for other countries, rather than collapsing 

the economy they have been exploiting, it Iourishes. Dike 

Bapanese knotweed, an invasive species, choosing to uproot 

itself and fuck off.

The (reat ‘lan (athering had anticipated this mega-rich 

mass sell-off so it set up a ‘ommons Guyback Hund, using 

some of the revenue from the land and asset tax. Rvery time 

a billionaire tried to fire-sale a property, business or estate, 

co-ops, local councils and community groups could apply 

to snap them up at bargain prices with subsidisation from 

the fund. The whole billionaire exodus plan had banked on 

fear and a false belief in their perceived worth, but people 

weren’t scared and the economy had already begun realigning 

to actual human value. Azer their departure, the cost of land 

and housing became affordable to the average citiEen again, 

new housing co-ops emerged overnight and small businesses 
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thrived without corporate landlords or monopoly predators 

price-gouging them.

The final stroke of genius was our reverse boycott. éhen 

foreign billionaires tried to get international companies to pull 

out of Scotland, we responded with a national boycott of their 

corporations and brands. Scottish businesses cut ties with ex-

ploitative multinationals and formed new trade partnerships 

with worker-led cooperatives worldwide. éhile their boycott 

fell on deaf ears internationally, Scotland’s reverse boycott had 

a huge ripple effect with many millions round the world joining 

it. Jow can Spotify invest in killer Affi drones if no one pays 

their shitty subscriptionV Jow can Nestl: steal the ground-

water from desperately poor communities if it has no bottom 

lineV Many say Solartime Scotland has become the world’s first 

post-capitalist trade hub. Markets existed way before capital-

ism and they exist azer it too – only aligned with actual human 

and planetary needs.

There’s one thing, though, we haven’t addressed yet0 the 

final bosses of the old world, a.k.a. the ffinternational Monetary 

Hund and the éorld Gank. Uemember, back in the early days 

azer the ?42P independence, the old SN8 guard, bless their 

suits and cautious ties, tried to play the game by the rules of the 

rigged house. They took out massive, soul-crushing loans to 

flstabilise the transition’, effectively shackling the new Scotland 

to the same debt-treadmill that, to this day in ‘ybertime, keeps 

half the planet in permanent servitude. 8ost-?423 ffinterdepen-

dence, the suits in éashington were licking their lips, waiting 

for us to default so they could come in to flrestructure’ our 

lives and sell off our remaining resources to their billionaire 

contractor pals for pennies.
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ée didn’t give them the satisfaction. ffinstead, we hit them 

with the !eclaration of Ldious !ebt. ffit’s a bit of international 

law that says if a government takes out a loan that doesn’t 

benefit the people, the people don’t owe a fucking penny back. 

The debt was owed not by us, the citiEens of Scotland, but 

by the old system of power that died when the 8arliament 

did. Taking a leaf out the book of Uafael ‘orrea in Rcuador 

back in ?443, who called their debt flillegitimate’ and forced the 

creditor predators to the table, we did the same and told them 

we weren’t paying back their billions of imaginary debt-pix-

els. ée gave them the address of our old parliament building 

in Rdinburgh and told them to direct their debt collection 

letters there. Jowever, we felt generous and offered them a 

one-time goodwill settlement of thirty cents on their dollar – 

the Rcuador Special – paid out in green energy credits )that 

barely cost us anything to produce any more1. ée told them 

they could take the %4ffl which, when added to the debt already 

paid, more than accounted for the initial amount loaned and 

walk away with their dignity – or they could try and come 

to collect the rest from the bottom of the North Sea where 

they could stay. éhen they realised we didn’t need their global 

credit score or their currencies to buy bread or trade with our 

neighbours and that we could feed, water and power ourselves 

and half of fucking Rurope, their leverage vanished. Their only 

option lez was a full-on invasion, but the only army the old sta-

tus quo could call upon was the Rnglish and even éestminster 

couldn’t invent a single suitable pretext for a costly war that 

their citiEens would accept to die for. Any full-scale offence 

from Rngland would be a complete own-goal, considering they 

knew we didn’t have to fight a conventional war in return. 
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ée could asymmetrically sabotage the oil, water and power 

supplies they rely on and their entire military advance would 

come to a grinding halt while half of Rngland’s cities would be 

plunged into darkness. Rngland had an unwilling population 

already who moved further and further north towards the bor-

der to join our new society. Scotland had no need for a large 

standing army as every man, woman and child – whether Rng-

lish or Scottish-born – was trained in specialist guerrilla tactics 

as part of the Scottish !efence Network. éith a network of 

secret bunkers we had been building across the country, any 

invasion would cost multiples more in both human life and 

wealth that it might conceivably generate – never mind the 

fact it would cast an already struggling Rnglish government as 

an outlandish pariah state in the eyes of the international com-

munity, invading sovereign territory on behalf of the fucking 

ffiMH. ffit’s not a good look. )ée will talk more in depth about 

our new Solarpunk defence strategy in a future book, so let’s 

not get too sidelined for now.1

Lne by one, the old oligarchs and their imperialist buddies 

ran out of moves. Lne of the last holdouts was Sir Ueginald 

Glythe-Harquharson ffiffiffi, an oil-backed property tycoon who 

had personally funded the failed legal challenge against the 

land tax. ‘onvinced he could outlast the new system, he re-

fused to sell his massive (lasgow property portfolio, instead 

sitting on thousands of empty Iats, hoping the market would 

magically return to flnormal’ once this craEy Solarpunk exper-

iment imploded on itself. Gut every month, the ‘ommunity 

‘ontribution and its tax bill kept being deducted from his and 

his company’s ‘ffiG account, while his properties lost value 

on the market. The end of the road came for Sir Ueginald, 
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the last of the billionaires in Scotland, when he couldn’t find 

a single buyer to oKoad his previous assets onto. Nobody 

wanted to inherit a dying empire – not even his children. 

So, one day, he cracked. Uumours say he had one too many 

whiskies at his Dondon nightclub and threw a tantrum in the 

middle of the dining hall, screaming, flffi éLN’T GR TAFR! 

DffiYR SLMR ‘LMMLN 8RASANTX’ before auctioning off his 

entire Scottish portfolio there and then. The winning bidder, 

unfortunately for him, happened to be the (lasgow Tenants’ 

‘ooperative, who were there undercover, disguised as Uussian 

oligarchs, anticipating a move just like this at any moment. 

They bought his entire property empire for 2 DLD per Iat and 

a round of shots for everyone at the club. They straight-away 

began converting them into affordable social housing and sent 

him a thank-you card every birthday, anniversary and ‘hrist-

mas. The cards usually read something like0 fl‘heers for the 

cheap gaffs ya roaster. Dove, The ‘itiEens of (lasgow.’

ffit took a while for the dust to settle but, touch wood, so 

far the new tax setup has worked out well for pretty much 

everyone still choosing to call Scotland their home and, since 

?423, there have been a lot more who do – bar a few spoilt 

millionaires and billionaires who never learnt to share their 

toys when they were young. Sooner or later, they were going 

to realise that Scotland wasn’t theirs to own. ffit never was in 

the first place.

The Anarchist Pirates of Knoydart

ée mentioned, but kind of skirted around, the elephant in the 

room when we first started talking about taxes. No matter how 
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fair and equitable we make a tax system, whether it’s spent on 

bombs or bairns – do we, as a society, have any right in the first 

place to collect taxes at allV 

Rvery society has, and in fact needs, its rebels. Lur So-

larpunk society is no different. ffit wasn’t just the old landed 

gentry and capitalist class that hated the idea of paying tax. 

There were some who, here in ‘ybertime would be placed on 

the far lez, were just as vehemently opposed to the new system 

– no matter how the taxes were collected or what they were 

spent on. ffit must have been one of these anarchist Solarpirates 

that wrote the graOti on the wall of the Uoyal ‘oncert Jall 

steps in (lasgow.

!LN’T GR HLLDR!X TJR ‘DANS AUR BCST 

TAF ‘LDDR‘TLUS ffiN YffiDTS. TJRUR ffiS NL 

SC‘J TJffiN( AS A GRNRWLDRNT AD(L-

UffiTJMX

ffi loved it so much ffi took a picture and printed it out to 

put on my wall back home – not because ffi agree with the 

sentiment or statement, but because it filled me with hope 

that even as we were building a new model that appeared to 

be benevolent, there were still young people brave and bold 

enough to hold their own opinions and challenge the status 

quo. The Solarpunk Society advisory group that informed the 

(reat ‘lan (athering had nothing to do with the umbrella 

youth movement we call Solarpirates. 8irates, by their very def-

inition, do not adhere to any self-anointed leader or ideology. 

They go their own way and follow their hearts, even when it 
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rubs up against the beliefs of other pirates. This particular crew 

of pirates critiqued our emerging Solarpunk society from an 

anarchist libertarian perspective, claiming that all money is evil 

and any form of taxation, even with proper representation, is 

still thez when made mandatory. They distrusted the ‘itiEen’s 

ffinvestment Gank – despite being equal members of its board 

– and they especially hated the algorithms used to automate 

the calculations, no matter whether they were adding money to 

their account )in form of the ‘itiEen’s !ividend, for example1 

or taking it out )for our new taxes1. The 8irates refused to 

join or even form their own clans, seeing them as yet another 

form of collectivised dictatorship and mob rule who would 

use greenwashed language like flguardianship’ to mask what 

was to become manipulation and control. ‘oming out of the 

‘yberpunk Gig ‘ ‘ult, their biggest fear was that we would end 

up running blindly into the doors of a new cult.

Many of these anarchist Solarpirates discussed and cri-

tiqued Solarpunk ideology in Ueddit forums, and eventually, 

a few of them decided to take matters into their own hands, 

heading up to the rugged wilds of Ynoydart – a peninsula 

cut off from the rest of civilisation – to set themselves up 

there. ffit didn’t take long for them to declare themselves a 

flmoney-free, independent sanctuary’. They very publicly stuck 

their middle fingers up at the (reat ‘lan (athering, refused 

to use their ‘ffiG account cards, lived entirely on barter, and 

looked azer the land they occupied through non-mandatory 

volunteering. They were the ultimate unfenced rebels and for 

a minute, when their breakaway colony made headlines online, 

everyone on the mainland held their breath. Some rushed to 

enthusiastically join them while others waited for an inevitable 
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crushing response from the (‘(. Rvery utopia has its moment 

where dreams are shattered and shared visions dismantled into 

a million lies and acts of state violence. éhether it was the (!U 

calling in Uussian tanks to crush their own (erman workers 

for daring to protest, or the violent dismantling of the Lccupy 

movement without any real concessions granted. State utopian 

promises are great until someone calls them out.

Sure enough, an emergency crack team of ‘ommunity 

(uardians formed at the behest of the (reat ‘lan (athering 

to head to Ynoydart straight away to meet the open chal-

lenge to the system head-on. A host of international journalists 

and camera crews had already gathered to capture the po-

tentially explosive moment live. The anxious 8irates gathered 

around the small harbour, shoulders tense and fists clenched 

around all sorts of tools as the ‘( boat docked. éhen they 

yanked large heavy boxes out of their boat, the 8irate’s feet 

were dancing with the rush of adrenaline pumping through 

their veins. Maybe the boxes were ammunition, body armour, 

smoke grenades, pepper spray or secret killer robot giraffes – 

who fucking knowsX éith the cameras pinned on them like 

sniper lasers, two ‘(s finally approached the gathering gang 

of armed 8irates and, like a scene out of 8ulp Hiction, they 

dropped one of the heavy crates in front of the crowd, cracked 

it open and stepped back. The crowd hovered like a herd of 

Eebras around the only watering hole, no one wanting to be 

the first to be bitten by a crocodile. 

flGAYR! GRANSX’ someone finally shouted out laughing. ffit 

was a crate of baked fucking beansX Not only that, but all 

sorts of wrapped gizs and useful tradeable items, each part 

of a carefully wrapped package with a small card on it. Rach 
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card had the name of a different ‘lan Uep from the (‘(. 7ou 

could tell they had taken a lot of time and effort to choose 

and package each of the many crates on the boat. Lther crates 

contained solar modules, batteries, water pumps and high-tech 

giEmos for off-grid living from some of the nerd clans. There 

was loads of hand-knitted stuff from the (ranny ‘lan along 

with some essential homemade granny shortbreads. As the 

big reveal spread around the crowd of 8irates, the ‘(s were 

invited into the pirate den for a cuppa around the fire. Multiple 

dynamic conversations kicked off as each ‘( got a tour of the 

place, locking into back-and-forth suggestions on helpful hints 

and tips – connecting dots and planning spin-off mini-projects 

they could build together during their stay. These crates with 

their goodies could also be fltraded up’ by the 8irates for better, 

more useful things helping to kickstart their experiments in 

bartering and no-money lifestyles – both of which are almost 

impossible without at least some help to get going. Together, 

they decided to set up Trust Trade Goxes at the edge of the 

glen and on the harbour for tourists and visitors – essen-

tially a peer-to-peer exchange where the 8irates could swap 

their hand-carved wood, foraged herbs and other things for 

essential gear. The ‘(s also made sure every single 8irate 

there took their phone number, email and address in case they 

ever encountered any issues – mental, emotional or practical 

– and needed support. ffit was important everyone could au-

tonomously reach out of their own accord since no one wanted 

to see new toxic hierarchies forming. Lther than some basic 

human concerns for the young people’s welfare and despite the 

Solarpirates’ critique, the (‘( did not see their rebellion as a 

threat. ffit was an inspiration. These were potentially the next 
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generation of Solarpunk ideas in beta. ého knows whether 

they will work or not, but thank fuck we still have young people 

brave and bold enough to find out. 

The thing about our new banking system, though, is that 

even though these Solarpirates had opted out completely on an 

ideological basis, they were still human beings born on Scottish 

soil. That meant, behind the scenes, their automatically-creat-

ed ‘ffiG accounts were ticking away in their name, bringing in 

their dividends and paying their contributions, settled in real 

time. The new system didn’t penalise them for rebelling; it just 

made sure they, along with every other citiEen, had enough to 

live the life that actualised them the most, even if that was a 

life rebelling against that very system. The Gig ‘ ‘ult treats us 

citiEens similarly, in that it doesn’t really care whether you are 

for or against the system, but instead of unconditional support, 

it enforces ruthless extraction. Lur Solarpunk model doesn’t 

tie personal politics to citiEenship. Lur ‘itiEen’s !ividend is 

our right, not a state-controlled privilege.

This means that, a couple of years into the experiment, 

when a few of those young 8irates decided they’d had enough 

of the midge-ridden summers and rainy winters and wanted 

to catch a bus to (lasgow, buy a new laptop and spend some 

time in a warm Iat with a nice coffee shop nearby – all things 

that required some currency – they didn’t return to a mountain 

of debt and a criminal record for tax evasion. ffinstead, they 

opened their ‘ffiG app for the first time in years and found a 

healthy buffer of DLD credits waiting for them. ffit always works 

out that the dividend will be more than any tax burden if you 

aren’t earning or spending much. That means, you can opt out 

of economic productivity any time, and – if and when you want 
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to opt back in – you will find a buffer of a few thousand DLD, 

enough for some food, transport and basic accommodation. 

The algorithm makes sure the money never pools stagnant in 

any account, meaning eventually, azer a certain threshold, if 

the money isn’t being spent, ‘ommunity ‘ontributions will be 

the exact same amount as the ‘itiEen’s !ividend payment.

Lur emerging Solarpunk society doesn’t need to win ideo-

logical arguments by economic or political force like the old 

Gig ‘ ‘ult of the éest or the so-called communists of the 

Rast. Those with differences of opinion and beliefs are the fuel 

of an abundant, evolving society – not the enemy. 8ockets of 

young people not being economically productive might lose 

us some tax money temporarily. ée might not be maximally 

squeeEing every coin out of their potential. Gut think of the 

benefits – not just for that person but for society too. Maybe 

they will discover things none of the rest of us could, too busy 

at work. ffimagine the next Rinstein isn’t forced to work in a 

patent oOce but instead can fully drop out of all expectations 

and responsibilities.%  ffimagine the explosion of scientific and 

creative ideas that could potentially fill up that empty space. 

Lbviously, not every drop-out is going to be an Rinstein, but 

it only takes the potential benefits from one to make the rest 

completely worth it. Society’s role therefore is not to shape 

youth ideology, but to be there with a warm blanket, a cuppa 

and a wallet with some coins in it. Deave the rest up to the 

goddesses.

%. ffironically, Rinstein loved his work at the Swiss 8atent LOce because he had 

hours of solitary time to develop his theories. ffi don’t think the same luck can 

be assigned to the millions forced to work in Mc!onald’s or  -Rleven stores 

today.O
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The anarchist Solarpirates that remain in Ynoydart still 

don’t pay any taxes and have, in many ways, successfully re-

moved themselves from the economic and monetary system, 

as they dared to dream of. ffit’s not a life for everyone – having 

to barter and sustain yourself in a subsistence way, close to 

nature with the many gizs she sometimes giveth and some-

times taketh away. As much as the Solarpirates continue to 

write slogans against the clans, they retain the protected right 

to protest, supported as citiEens by the ‘ffiG and the system as a 

whole. ée realised that true freedom isn’t just the right to say 

no; it’s the right to say no without it ruining the rest of your life. 

Dike any good parent will tell you, true love does not pull the 

rug on someone when they naturally rebel against you. True 

love fucking celebrates it. ého knows, one day those fringe 

ideas may be the very ones that save us all.P 

P. Bust for clarity, ffi want to state the obvious0 this level of celebration and tolerance 

does come with some exceptions. Hor example, there is no tolerance or cele-

bration of ideologies of intolerance. Abusing your rights to attempt to oppress 

the rights of others is a criminal offence. There are no éhite 8ower ‘amps for 

the chronically small-brained in Scotland.
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23
Can Taxes Tackle 

Depopulation?

F or every action there is a reaction. For every step for-

ward sometimes two steps back. That’s what it felt like 

for RAFI, a young Solarpirate living in Rothesay on the in-

creasingly lonely island of Bute. All of Scotland’s islands have 

been slowly but surely depopulating, both on your timeline and 

mine. In fact, Scotland has had a serious depopulation problem 

as a whole for a long time, but the effects of it could be felt 

more tangibly on islands like Bute and in the once bustling old 

Victorian towns like Rothesay. 

RAFI had been on a bit of a Solarpunk rollercoaster. He 

had started out as a complete cynic, then got caught up and 

converted to being a Solarpirate in the early fervour of the 

post-raves period back on the mainland, only to then end up 

back home on his island, a bit sad and alone. Island life is like 

a time capsule. It runs at a different speed than life on the 

mainland. Any developments elsewhere can take centuries to 

catch up. Until very recently, many Scottish islands barely even 

had Wi-Fi. Most of the ageing islanders don’t use messaging 

apps or even know what social media is. How in the name 

of fuck was RAFI going to explain to them what a Solarpirate 

was? Besides, the island had been plagued by gentrification for 
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decades, with the majority of homes bought up as ‘investments’ 

or second homes by mainly English people taking advantage of 

the relatively cheaper property prices – only for those houses 

to lay empty eleven months of the year, if not all twelve. Now 

the new land tax, for all its good intentions, had accidentally 

put the final nail in the metaphorical and sometimes literal 

coffin of the island’s population. It made it uneconomical to 

view housing as a speculative investment and killed the sec-

ond home market dead. It forced almost all of the remaining 

homeowners on the island to sell up or abandon ship, unless 

they actually lived there most of the year, which very few did. 

Although getting rid of second homes was all great in theory, 

in the immediate aflermath it lefl the island, half of its homes 

being old aristocratic estates, almost completely abandoned. 

Rothesay, a once bustling Victorian holiday destination was no 

longer a sick old town but a fully-zedged ghost of its former 

self. 

RAFI, buqqing from his Solarpunk experiences in the big 

city, was now hopelessly disappointed and frustrated back at 

home seeking connection, so he did what a lot of young men 

like him do in such situations. He sank back into old depressive 

habits, barely washing, living is sPualor with too many crusty 

used tissues on his bedside table. His Solarpirate friends were 

really concerned for him but they were spread out in what 

felt like a million miles away. He eventually stopped making 

the effort to message back and disappeared into playing the 

classic CO games he used to play before Interdependence, his 

favourite one being a city builder one. Inside that simulated 

universe, he hyper-focused on rigging up huge electrical grids 

for his megacities while he sat in a cold corner of his ancient 
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stone cottage, with no Wi-Fi and chronic anxiety his solar pan-

el system might cut out on a cloudy day and kill his computer 

before an autosave. 

(ne Tuesday aflernoon )or it could have been an evening, 

or Wednesday for all RAFI knew:, locked deep in his simulated 

city, he discovered a random system glitch – something he had 

activated as a joke, but which had, surprisingly, seemed to work 

somehow. His simulated megacity had been facing the same 

problem as his own wee islandY young people were moving 

away in droves, leaving only the immobile elderly behind, with 

no one coming to replace the workers. His city was bankrupt 

and suffering a slow, agonising death. He had tried everything 

– adding parks, police stations, schools, you name it – but the 

population just didn’t want to stay for some reason or another. 

(nce your town is half-abandoned, no amount of improve-

ment will help, as there is no one lefl to appreciate it. All these 

improvements do is add to the spiralling maintenance costs. 

RAFI was about to give up, delete and start afresh, when he 

noticed an option on the tax tab he hadn’t seen before. YOLO, 

let’s give it a go for a laugh, he thought. If he was going to 

terminate all his remaining citiqens, he might as well give them 

a wee tax bonus before he pulled the plug and charge them a 

negative housing tax rate.

Much to his astonishment, RAFI began to witness more and 

more simulated humans zocking to his city, filling up the aban-

doned homes and even starting to build new ones. They loved 

the tax cashback the city was suddenly paying them to live 

there, but surely this wasn’t sustainable for the city coffers. Det, 

as each house became occupied again by happy, healthy and 

fertile humans, an unexpected series of knock-on effects start-
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ed to unfold. Lemand for new shops and commerce spiked, 

industry and offices sprouted up rapidly and previously empty 

schools, hospitals and attractions on the brink of collapse were 

suddenly bursting with life. $ocal transport links filled with 

visitors as people zooded into RAFI’s city to soak up the new 

vibrancy and energy, many of whom chose to stay and take 

advantage of the negative tax rate for residents. The resident 

tax cashback he had implemented as a joke turned out to be 

an absolute blinder of a move, generating 51 for every 5! it paid 

out to residents.

RAFI felt himself explode like a rocket blasting through the 

atmosphere of his simulated megacity before landing back in 

his damp, still Rothesay cottage just as the computer screen 

turned black. The solar batteries had run dry and the simu-

lation was dead, but his eureka moment was so loud he was 

sure it had startled the ravens on the vastly overgrown jungle 

once known as his front lawn. He had to take his discovery 

to the island’s clan gathering; There weren’t many people lefl 

to convince, but those who were were all deeply old school 

and as stubborn as their goats. He already felt like an outsider, 

but arguing his case would for sure confirm that he was a fully 

zedged alien in their eyes. And I don’t mean one of those sexy 

Nordic onesG no, more like the vitamin L-deficient grey ones 

with scrawny bodies, big eyes and even bigger heads. If RAFI 

was going to get his point across, he needed some backup.

$uckily, he knew exactly who to contactY B$((MTIME, a 

small group of other ex-cynics online who had become radi-

calised Cirates just like him. He sent them an urgent message 

on their encrypted messaging appY
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BLOOMTIME   Pirates 

T!t hRa!tero yPiycPa Pe uiRbtkn TRar. lR.arvt giRdn 
T!t Pe.rkg Pe urePyr..o r gtrg pp uraatio .trbPkv 
ryPg PkaR a!t APia! RF f.ogtC uca I a!Pkb I,lt FRckg 
r uodreen

I,lt uttk ickkPkv r ePʼ rkg gPeyRltitg r v.Pay! Pk 
a!t arʼ’  eoeatʼn IF mt itltiet a!t dR.riPao Rk a!t 
FPeyr. viPgC mt yrk ecyb a!t .trbPkv .Rrg uryb PkaR 
a!t eoeatʼn Ia,e r aRar. xOLO dray! a!ra ʼrbte kR 
etketC uca Pa,e v.RmPkv vittk Rk ʼo eyittkn

I kttg aR dPay! a!Pe yRklPkyPkv.o aR ʼo y.rkC uca I 
.RRb .Pbt r urybwaRwa!twFcacit itick rkg ʼo Ft..Rm 
Pe.rkgtie eaP.. a!Pkb t.tyaiPyPao Pe r Frgn

I YEE- xO-­h -­‐EL  s

BiPkv r.. a!t tktivo oRc yrk ʼceatin

T!Pe Pe vRPkv aR kttg r ʼtvr -­‐‑cʼdearian

RAFI usually enjoyed the forced peace and Puiet of not 

having phone signal in his stony cottage, but now it was proving 

a bit of a pain in the arse. Most phone companies had stopped 

servicing their masts on the island since there were barely 

any customers lefl – which meant he had to make his way to 

Mount Stuart, a massive, zamboyant neo-7othic mansion on 

Bute that just so happened to be the first house in Scotland to 

have electricity and a telephone and now the last place on the 
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island you could get constant signal. It was Puite the suitable 

spot to send his S(S, but he couldn’t hang about waiting for a 

reply. The clan meeting was the next day and holding onto his 

bursting idea until the next one, probably held months down 

the line, wasn’t an option. It had to be tomorrow. RAFI rushed 

home to prepare his speech with the help of his local M$7 

on his CO. He held out little hope his message had even been 

received in the B$((MTIME chat, let alone that any of his 

fellow Cirates would be able to rush to his aid at such short 

notice.

The next morning, adrenaline shooting through his body, 

RAFI woke up bang on J am. It felt as if his brain had been 

generating the necessary electricity all night long for the day 

ahead. He carefully got dressed afler his first shower and shave 

in weeks, putting on his most presentable hand-me-down 

woollen jumper so as to attempt to blend in with the hu-

manoid locals. It was freeqing on the walk to the pub, yet he 

could feel the beads of sweat dripping down his spine into a 

leaky puddle forming at the top of his arse crack. Although 

he probably should have been practising his speech, his brain 

was pondering whether nervous sweat was in fact colder than 

normal sweat. When RAFI arrived at 7alatea, the pub hosting 

the gathering, he was early. He was always early for things, 

whether he wanted to be or not – and he hated it. It forced him 

to avoid eye contact or small talk like the plague for longer. He 

sat near the dartboard on a rickety stool with one of its three 

legs inexplicably shorter than the others, his eyes firing toward 

the door every time the bell chimed. Nothing. …ust another old 

farmer in a zat cap shaking off a damp umbrella. Surprisingly, 

he felt much more lonely now, surrounded by people, than 
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when he was actually alone in his cottage. His B$((MTIME 

S(S clearly hadn’t worked and there was no cavalry showing 

up to his rescue. He was stuck there, alone, so he sat daqed, 

ePually unable to escape or engage for an excruciating two 

hours, barely listening to anything else on the agenda. He 

wanted to speak up, but every time he even imagined doing 

so, his throat would swell up and his lefl leg would shake so 

violently it looked like it was possessed by the ghost of Elvis 

himself.

‘Right,’ grunted Hamish, a weathered crofler with calluses 

disguised as hands, tapping a pint glass with a fork. ‘Any other 

business before we round this up and get a proper dram in us?’

Against all his bodily intuition, RAFI stood up, his knees 

throbbing in protest.

‘I... umm0 I have an idea, maybe,’ he sPueaked.

A few heads turned out of pity for the trembling mess in front 

of them, or possibly out of frustration at the only thing stopping 

them from drowning their sorrows at the bottom of the usual 

glass.

‘For the island. To fix the... the voltage drop. Shit. I mean, to 

stop all the people leaving.’

He took a deep breath, clutching his papers like a chocolate 

shield on a sunny day, the ink smudging to fuck from his per-

spiration. When he finally managed to get his rattling eyeballs 

to read from his notes, he stammered,

‘If we let this continue, we are going to end up with a ghost 

island, costing millions to maintain the roads and infrastructure 

but with no one to use or pay for them. …ust look at all the 

abandoned regions in Spain, Italy and the like. We have to do 

something now, or else we might as well all take the last ferry 
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to the mainland tonight and leave this place for the birds and 

seals.’

His opener struck a chord, turning even more heads, now 

mostly out of fear – and curiosity. 

‘I’ve been running simulations. If we want people to move 

here, we can’t just ask them to. We have to make it a glitch 

they can’t ignore. I propose we offer a reverse tax rate, as in 

we offer to pay their taxes for them. We could pay them !%K 

of their national tax back for living here. Maybe another !%K if 

they work on the island. How about a further !%K for a period, 

so long as they invest in renovations, business or community 

building on the island?’

The room went silent. Not a thoughtful silence, but the kind 

of disturbed silence you get when someone suggests eating a 

baby at a christening.

‘Cay them?’ a booming, plum-thick voice cut through the air.

It was Mr Stirling-Vain, a man who lived in a mansion on 

a once massive estate behind high walls and spoke as if he 

personally owned the oxygen in the room.

‘Are you high, boy? (r just remarkably thick? We’ve got no 

money for the sea wall and you want to hand out cashbacks 

to every hippie who fancies a holiday? It’s fiscally illiterate. 

It’s ridiculous and, in fact, it’s well beyond the powers of this 

clan to change the tax system anyway. Sit down before you 

embarrass your family name further.’

RAFI was mortified. Although he knew this man was but a 

posh bully and had nothing of sustenance to argue, his words 

of defence just wouldn’t come out, stuck behind whatever was 

choking his throat. The blood drained from his face and he felt 

diqqy, leaving him looking even more alienesPue. He needed 
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a wee sit-doon. The ex-aristocrat, arrogant and pissed that he 

was forced to reuse most of his land since the new land tax, 

had weighed RAFI down. 

Cinned to the chair RAFI had slumped in, the words came 

out through a tiny-mouse voice filter once he finally opened 

his mouth to explain the 51-for-5! return.

‘I... the multiplier effect... in the game...,’ RAFI stammered.

‘In  a game?’  Stirling-Vain  laughed  a  wet  snort.  ‘7ood 

SterPuilinus,!  how preposterous. Someone get this child a 

Ribena and send him home. $et us adults get on with some real 

drinking.’

‘Actually,’ a sharp voice stabbed from the back of the pub, 

‘the only thing preposterous in here is your tweed jacket and 

that fake hair combover, ya snotty-nosed toff;’

RAFI didn’t need to turn around to recognise that scold. 

He did anyway. There, standing by the fruit machine, looking 

like the neon-clad goddess of vengeance herself, was SDRA, 

her face full of loving rage. Behind her, 2EENA and E$I were 

handing out homemade sandwiches to the hangry locals up the 

back. RAFI felt a surge of electricity jolt from his heart right 

to the tear ducts under his eyes. He stood up, shoulders back, 

wiped the waterworks away and winked at them. The cavalry 

had arrived afler all;

‘Who in the devil are you lot?’ Stirling-Vain blustered.

‘We’re an invasion of legal aliens; Dour worst nightmare, no 

doubt,’ E$I laughed.

RAFI found the grounding wire in his voice again. 

!. SterPuilinus is the Roman god of manure, in charge of the vital, if somewhat 

smelly, business of agricultural dung.
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‘We couldn’t afford independence either, remember? But 

we did it.  We definitely couldn’t afford our Interdepen-

dence, our Oitiqen’s Bank and especially not our Oitiqen’s 

Lividend and yet – we did it;’

(ne of the other locals, stirred by the new energy and 

their lack of a free sandwich, piped up, ‘That’s because we 

just invented oor own currency and made loadsae up to gie 

oot as a divadend but, no?’

‘Exactly;’ SDRA encouraged. ‘Why can’t you just do the 

same here on Bute? If you pay people’s taxes in $($, it 

will all just disappear back to the mainland and maybe $ord 

FarPuaad over there is right, you’ll end up broke. But what 

if you paid them in your own coin instead?’

Unbeknown to RAFI, who hadn’t checked in since his 

initial message, the S(S had sparked a massive group dis-

cussion and some deep research into the problem and 

potential solutions. The cavalry hadn’t just shown up, they 

had brought their best weapons too.

‘A local currency,’ E$I added, leaning against the bar. ‘Dou 

could call it the HAHA. Home-Area Health Asset. If the 

main currency of Scotland is the $($, you could make this 

place a right laugh to live in?’

‘And it disnae need to be a handout,’ 2EENA chimed in, 

pointing to a boarded-up shop window. ‘It’s an incentive. 

De move here, you get yer money monthly in HAHA. Dou 

spend that HAHA in local shops and on local trades, and 

the shops partially pay their staff in HAHA. That means the 

money stays on the island instead a leaking back tae some 

evil online corp or tae the mainland.’
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Hamish, the crofler, sPuinted. ‘But we cannae change the 

tax laws, lassie. We’re just a wee island clan. We’d have tae 

convince the entire 7reat Olan 7athering tae change ivrythin, 

just afler they set it up.’

‘So don’t change the laws then,’ RAFI grinned. ‘$et’s work 

with the power we have already. 2eep the taxes the same, but 

the clan itself, us, we issue a social dividend rebate back to the 

residents in HAHA. A cashback payment based on the amount 

of taxes you paid each month. That way there’s no laws broken.’

‘Dous are talkin’ aboot those digital nomad types, aren’t 

yous?’ another local finally chirped in. ‘We dinnae want to fill 

the island with 3,%%% daflies locked away in their wee wurlds, 

no addin’ anyhin’ to the island community or way of life. We’ve 

had enough o’ that pish wi’ all those English poshos an’ their 

second homes. Nae offence, Mr Stirlin;’

‘I’m not English; I was born and bred here on the estate,’ 

protested Mr Stirling-Vain.

‘Dee shure as fuck sound it;’ came the instant reply.

RAFI turned to the local concerned about digital nomads 

and said, ‘That’s why we need multiple incentives, not just 

one. I reckon we could connect up a new community grid by 

incentivising people to not only live here but work, build and 

raise families too.’

‘Whit aboot some volunteerin’ then? That way us auld yins 

wud get to meet and mingle wae aw the new youngins tae?’ 

one of the old-timers proposed. The room nodded slowly as a 

consensus idea started to form. Oonsensus except for one loud 

voice.

‘Des yes, very good. Dou can try and turn the island into a 

hippy commune if you wish, but the incentive is only worth 
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something if you are paying tax. Dou are only paying tax if you 

are generating and spending income, and you can only do that 

if there are real work and business opportunities on the island.’ 

Lespite sounding less scolding now, the ex-aristocrat was still 

sceptical.

RAFI paused to consider his point properly, not afraid to 

answer him this time, but with the respect the point deserved. 

‘The high streets have been full of empty shops for decades 

nowG the old factories and warehouses are all empty too. A 

new business paying ! $($ for its first year is better than no 

business paying anything at all, so let’s offer the spaces up for 

peppercorn rents for a while. So long as they renovate, have a 

social purpose and they accept our new HAHA currency. 7ive 

them similar tax cashbacks for hiring locals, training people 

and hosting community projects.’

2EENA, the eco-warrior, looked genuinely excited. ‘My 

Anhouke,3  the island could become a zourishing haven for 

third sectors, international N7(s, environmental charities and 

research bases wae incentives like that; Especially if everyone 

living here and getting some cashbacks are expected to do 

some volunteering too? Bute could be to charities what Ireland 

was to 7oogle and the likes;’ 

Around the room, more faces started to look ePually thrilled 

by the joint proposal. RAFI kept the energy up. ‘$ocal plumbers 

and sparkies would have plentiful work from the inzux of new 

people and local money. Struggling shopkeepers could finally 

employ some helpers and take a day off. Struggling postmen 

3. Anhouke is an ancient Oeltic goddess of fields, forests and wild boundaries 

whose sacred duty was protecting the balance of the land. 
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and postwomen, as well as doctors, could finally consider 

retirement as new replacement workers – skilled workers 

– would undoubtedly arrive from all around the country, 

possibly even the world;’

As the back-and-forth grew louder, M(SS suddenly an-

nounced they had something to share. M(SS was the final 

member of the gang, and had snuck in along with the rest 

but avoided the drama. They weren’t one for big entrances. 

They had been invisibly sat Puietly on a corner table with 

their head lost behind their laptop.

‘$isten to this;’ they said, their voice piercing to hush a 

guidy room.

They turned the laptop around so most could see it and 

explained the contents towards the back of the pub lounge. 

M(SS had meticulously taken notes of all the suggestions 

in the room, analysed the initial available data they could 

find online and rapidly crunched it all into a spreadsheet. 

Now, the numbers sat there for everyone to see.

‘Lata shows there are millions around the world who would 

do anything to live on a beautiful island like this, surrounded 

by nature, away from all the chaos, but just close enough to 

it at the same time. With the right incentives, the zoodgates 

could and would be opened. That is, if you want them to. Mr 

Stirling is right to think that such an incentive would cost a 

lot of money this clan currently does not have. As you can 

see on the spreadsheet, just to fill !,%%% of the roughly 3,1%% 

empty homes on the island, assuming the newcomers make an 

average of 1%k $($ and pay !3k in tax, that would mean giving 

each person a maximum cashback of 6k HAHA if they meet 
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all three criteria. Assuming we peg the two currencies to one 

another, that is a total investment of 6.8 million $($.’

The majority of the gathering gasped, possibly because they 

had rarely ever considered such a number beforeG or maybe the 

growing excitement made them more aware of the increasing 

need for a stiff drink.

‘If we include the business rebate, that figure could be dou-

bled. However, because you are paying it back in HAHA coins 

rather than $($, you don’t need to worry about starting capital. 

Dou can just do it to begin with.’

‘We can just do it?’ a random voice ping-ponged back.

‘WE OAN …UST L( IT;’ the entire gathering sang in chorus 

as if it was their pantomime catchphrase they had been waiting 

for. M(SS wasn’t done yet though.

‘Each of those !,%%% newly filled homes brings a substantial 

tax percentage increase to the island from the overall national 

tax income. !,%%% more residents means a much larger piece of 

revenue from overall taxes gathered by the OIB is redistributed 

back to the island clan. This alone practically pays for the 

cashback rebate.’

‘So the project could actually break even?’ a more curi-

ous-sounding Mr Stirling enPuired.

‘Much better than break even;’ M(SS exclaimed, unusual 

for their matter-of-fact tone.

‘Dou wouldn’t make much money in rent from all the new 

shops, businesses and N7(s setting up to begin with, but they 

all also generate a lot of revenue alongside the island popula-

tion, its workers, customers and, don’t forget, a possible uptick 

in tourists. All those transactions add to the tax income. The 

genius of it all is a lot of the transactions would be locked 
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into the island through the HAHA coin, meaning each HAHA 

coin would circulate many times over before making its way 

back to the initial clan fund it came from – but not before 

generating business, customers, tourism and jobs first, all of 

which generate new wealth, taxes and so on.’

Even more eyes lit up.

‘The HAHA coin, like most local coins, has a multiplier 

effect. Based on previous experiments, it should be at least 

!.4x, meaning a 6.8-million investment should generate 8.é 

million within its first year alone. By the end of the first 

couple of years, we should not only be looking at breaking 

even, but at a net surplus island-wide of several millions. 

Clus, new jobs, social businesses, charities and N7(s filled 

with volunteers able to gifl their time to missions they care 

about. Lon’t forget the !,%%% currently dilapidated homes 

getting renovated and looked afler with new residents living 

in them – all without the clan having to lifl a finger, really.’

The silence that followed was different this time. It was 

the silence of thirty-plus people reaching the peak of a 

mountain and for the first time, witnessing the horiqon over 

the ridge. 

Hamish looked at the screen, then at the pub owner, then 

finally back at RAFI.

‘Millions in surplus?’ he whispered. ‘And the hooses get 

fixed up for free?’

‘Better than free,’ SDRA grinned, overhearing from behind, 

with one arm around the shoulders of a tense-looking Mr 

Stirling-Vain. ‘Sounds like the newcomers will eventually pay 

us for the privilege of living here. We just have to make the 

beds, stick the kettle on and send out the welcome letters.’
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RAFI sat back, his arse crack sweat finally dried in. He 

looked at SDRA, who returned him a cheeky wink.

It goes without saying that the vote was unanimous. Even Mr 

Stirling-Vain, seeing the projected increase in his own property 

and business value and the potential for colleagues and part-

ners that didn’t hate his guts, raised a shaky, manicured hand 

in favour.

The Rothesay $augh didn’t just stay in a spreadsheet. Within 

!4 months of that clan meeting, the island was once again 

vibrant – not only for the fancy vegan and gluten-free bakeries 

popping up everywhere but for social projects like Home First. 

Several N7(s had banded together and moved into a huge 

old Victorian hotel where they opened offices and doors for 

new homes. They worked with the clan to bring folk who had 

once lived on the streets of 7lasgow and Caisley and had been 

in temporary accommodation since 3%!4 – people the old 

world had chewed up and spat out – and gave them more than 

just a permanent roof over their heads. They were invited to 

have a stake in a community they could help build and expand 

into. Under the social clause, these new islanders became the 

trainee gardeners of the new kelp forests, the builders of the 

mycelium insulation plants and the stewards of the restored 

ancient ruins. They earned real cash, both $($ and HAHA, 

that they then paid into the system – and for the first time 

in their lives, they were net contributors as well as net bene-

factors of a society that actually welcomed and wanted them 

there. 

(ne day, as RAFI sat in one of the newly opened cafPs, 

overhearing a formerly homeless veteran and a hipster coder 

from Berlin arguing over the best way to compost seaweed in 
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a community garden, he was Puestioning if this was all actually 

real or if he had fallen asleep playing his computer game. He 

didn’t have long to think about it as another boat full of tourists 

arrived, wanting a proper tour from a local and someone to 

arrange their currency transfer to HAHA. This was RAFI’s new 

favourite side mission.

Now, you may be sitting there in your Oybertime reality, 

clutching this book, thinking, Aye, that’s a lovely wee fairy tale, 

GINGERBEARD. Dead nice. Pity it’s all probably bullshit and 

literally impossible.

It’s neither bullshit nor is it impossible. There is absolutely 

nothing – not a single law, not a single physical barrier – 

stopping every dying village and region in the Highlands, every 

depopulating valley in Wales, or every ghost town in the Span-

ish, Italian or Swiss interior from doing exactly what RAFI and 

his Cirate mates did on the Isle of Bute over in Solartime. Dou 

don’t need an Act of Carliament. Dou don’t need the permission 

of some xenophobic or bureaucratic national government that 

can’t even pull its head out its own arse for two seconds to 

smell the roses. Dou don’t need to move mountains or wait for 

a tech billionaire to come save you. All you need is the collec-

tive will of the people already standing in the room with you. 

Stop asking for the right to exist or complaining about those 

supposedly standing in your way, and start fucking exercising 

your right, your power, your destiny to thrive – right here, right 

now. 

The old towns and villages of rural Scotland as well as those 

in the rest of Europe are like dying batteries. They have all the 

components but no electricity to run them. If we rebuild the 

circuit like RAFI did, the power will zow and, afler an initial 
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kickstart from something like the HAHA, it might even gather 

enough steam to self-generate for generations to come. If we 

create a system that rewards kindness and contribution while 

penalising selfishness, the cunts will naturally fuck off and the 

people waiting for your call will answer. If the Rothesay miracle 

can happen on a damp, forgotten rock in the Firth of Olyde, it 

can happen exactly where you are sitting right now. Trust the 

maths. Trust the people. And for fuck’s sake, trust that if you 

make the bed, stick the kettle on and open the door, there are 

millions of just the right kind of people desperate to take you 

up on the invitation.
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24
Participatory 

Budgeting in Action

T he People’s Budget wasn’t originally a Solarpunk idea, 

and neither were consensus-based decision-making 

models. Both had been used around the world, from Porto Ale-

gre in Brazil where the first city participatory budgeting (PB) 

process was created, to the National Consensus Assemblies in 

Iceland, the Þjóðfundur, that brought together 1,500 random 

citizens to reach a consensus on the core values of their new 

constitution following the 2008 financial crash. In Solartime, 

we were just the first ones brave (or dax) enough to implement 

both those ideas simultaneously and at a national level.

Participatory budgeting is a direct democracy approach to 

deciding how public ta9 money is spent. Instead of politicians 

controlling the budget behind closed doors, citizens propose, 

debate and vote on spending priorities, ensuring that funds 

actually go where people deem them most essential. As men-

tioned, PB has been used in Porto Alegre, Brazil, where since 

1q8q citizens have had direct control over portions of the 

city’s investment budget, deciding how municipal funds were 

allocated. This led to reduced ineGuality, improved infrastruc-

ture, better public services, less corruption and higher ta9 

compliance, as citizens could see the direct benefit of their 
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contribution. Porto Alegre shows that the more power and 

decision-making is handed back to the people paying the ta9es 

in the first place, the less need there is for Big Fovernment, 

overpaid bureaucrats and career politicians who just love to be 

the middlemen between you and your money.

–or us in Solartime, PB had to be combined with another 

essential element for it to be truly democratic. Simple majori-

ty-rule voting systems always produce losers whose wishes are 

ignored. The winners % as little as 25O of those who vote % take 

it all, while all others have no active role. The brutish simplicity 

of this system is susceptible to mob rule and manipulation 

through mob fear. ;nce you win % even with an overall tiny 

minority % you can get away with murderW sometimes literally. 

Consensus-based decision-making, on the other hand, doesn’t 

necessarily reGuire unanimity % which is almost impossible at 

scale anyway. Mhat it does reGuire is for people with shared 

fundamental aims to work together, refining proposals and 

reaching a collective compromise that everyone can accept. 

Host probably, this concept isn’t something new in your 

life. flow oxen do you and your family, ?atmates or colleagues 

make a decision by majority voteE Almost never, rightE Haybe 

as a last resort, but it’s not the natural decision-making model 

we use for most decisions most of the time % and yet it’s used 

for collective decisions all the fucking time.

:very parent knows the dilemmaé one kid wants ice cream at 

the beach and another wants a vegan burger at their favourite 

cafff on the other side of the city. Mhatever is decided, if 

tantrums are to be avoided, everyone’s needs and opinions 

must be considered. Haybe it’s a beach-and-ice-cream day 

today because it’s one of the four annual days of sunshine in 
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Scotland, but a promise is made by all that, on the ne9t rainy 

day oU, they’ll head to the burger spot. There’s no need for 

winner and loser votesW everyone is heard and included in the 

Saturday morning peace treaty that all parents are so keen to 

sign with their children. :9plain to me then why the fuck we 

run our politics and economy any diUerently. Haybe because a 

healthy family respects diUerences of opinion and recognises 

every member has the best of intentions for the rest, while 

politicians are incentivised to throw entire nations under the 

bus for a few shiny coinsE

Cybertime Scotland is treated as little more than a locality 

within the KL. It raises more in ta9 revenue than it receives 

back from the central government in Dondon % a situation 

that has e9isted for decades. The Scottish government has to 

balance its books every single year on the limited economic 

powers it is permitted to e9ercise under the devolved settle-

ment. The non-independent nation of Scotland has no ability 

to run a deficit. This means that any so-called Scottish debt that 

is talked about is actually the result of spending policies and 

borrowing made by Mestminster and their :nglish parties that 

many people in Scotland have voted against for generations. 

Revolution has been terrible for Scotland overall, but its forced 

guardrails did make us mighty good at balancing our annual 

budgets. 

Solartime Scotland, by contrast, is a fully independent and 

autonomous nation. Me no longer send our ta9es to :ngland 

in return for meagre pocket money. Instead, we’ve devolved 

as much budgeting power as the Scottish Fovernment has in 

Cybertime to the local clans, leaving the Freat Clan Fathering 

to decide only on a few universal, nationwide issues.
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In Cybertime, Mestern governments are too terrified of the 

ne9t election to tackle big issues like climate change, poverty 

or pandemics. They can’t even build a single modern railway 

line (‘IP, flS2) without it becoming a billion-pound shambles. 

7A wise person plants a tree knowing that they will never sit 

under its shade,’ so goes the saying. That’s why our model 

focuses on a 100-year strategic vision under the guidance of the 

Solarpunk Society Citizens’ Advisory Council. ;ur Freat Clan 

decisions aren’t tied to a single party’s ego, so they can actually 

commit to the big stuU suggested to them by the Societyé 

nationwide geothermal grids, tidal power stations and even our 

national bunker programmes for citizen defence. Citizens can 

agree to share the heat now because we know the ‘;I belongs 

to our grandkids, not some private anonymous arsehole. The 

real magic, though, is in making sure power is constantly ?ow-

ing downwards. Mhen we started, the Freat Clan Fathering 

managed about /0O of the ta9 budget, but since our goal is 

decentralised resilience, every year, more of that revenue is 

pushed downwards to the local level, all handled and overseen 

by the CIB and its citizen shareholders. The current aim is a 

50Y50 split between local and national budgets. Docal regions % 

whose boundaries are now defined by local biospheres, not by 

politicians who can gerrymander them at will % are in charge 

of the vast majority of local budgetary decisions. These local 

budgets are managed through the local clan gatherings and 

vastly e9pand on the power and reach of the old Brazilian 

models we mentioned. Let, the full economic power doesn’t 

pool there either. It ?ows through them into school boards in 

charge of their individual education budgets, town clans who 

can empower specific projects through their arts and culture 
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funds, local youth initiatives that are invited to help design 

green spaces for children in their local neighbourhoods and 

even street neighbours who can decide whether they need new 

benches, a community garden or to fi9 that pothole that’s been 

swallowing Peugeots since 2022.

This shix from a centralised power to a distributed people’s 

budget is what helps make the system even more incorruptibleé 

Lou can’t bribe ten thousand local assemblies. –or the first 

time in Scottish history, people aren’t just paying their ta9es 

but voting to increase them because % just like their Brazilian 

counterparts % they can see the results out their own front 

door.
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25
Summary: The Great 

Unclenching

I magine cybernetic Tom Sawyer and Goddess Greta Thun-

berg hooking up in a space elevator to the stars, leading to a 

load of cute wee Solarbabies that fight and win the revolution 

against the Palantir Terminators. Spinning yarns about super 

hot Solarpirates winning bloody revolutions would probably 

be a much better read than this. It would probably sell a lot 

more books, too. The stories from Solartime Scotland I have 

told you thus far have been meticulously explaining in far too 

much detail, at times, the possibly most dull, corrupt and re-

moved parts of a society: government, justice and taxes. What 

kind of mindfuckery am I attempting here? That titillating cy-

bernetic Solarpunk novel I could have written instead (sexy 

and low-hanging as it is) would have le– you with nothing but a 

soothing illusion N an opiate to smoke while the tanks rumble 

past outside. Cow that I am stuck in this seemingly forsaken 

flybertime with you, I am sure as fuck not going to waste one 

remaining second serenading you with solar-Oavoured farts 

from the fictional future. Cot when I know experientially, in my 

very bones, that another world is not only possible, but waiting 

for us tantalisingly close by N if only we are bold and smart 

enough to get ready for the next opportunity.
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We are pre-programmed to wait out the apocalypse. ffnly 

then is true transformation possible. ffnly then will we get 

o’ our arses and expect anything to actually change. That1s 

capitalist realism,B  the deep-rooted dogma of the Yig fl flult. 

Let, all the magic, uncountable beautiful manifestations, stories 

of redemption and Solarpunk wonders I have already told you 

about so far were born not from some horrendous violence 

and loss we remember as a revolution N our Solarpunk society 

was built from the incremental, surgical and deeply transfor-

mative changes we slowly made in how we govern, fuel and 

tax our society. Turns out, we didn1t need to burn the whole 

world down or murder billions of innocents in some Great 

Feap Aorward to build it. ;nyone who claims radical change is 

possible without a full-scale apocalypse is called a utopian or 

naive optimistM meanwhile, those who build illustrious careers 

peddling fantastical ways we could all make ourselves more 

miserable or extinct faster are somehow called gritty realists. In 

some ways, the techno doomsdayers are indeed gritty realists 

N not because they are any good at predicting the future, but 

because the best way to predict the future is to intention-

alise it. Through our collective obsession with Ylack Rirror, 

worst-case scenarios are exactly the self-fulfilling prophecies 

we are currently finding ourselves living in. 0ather than rebel 

in horror, we cynically turn and congratulate the doomsday 

prophets as if they were just objective observers. I, for one, 

am fucking sick of it. I1m bored of the constant stream of 

B. flapitalist realism, according to Rark Aisher, is the deliberately manufactured 

sense that capitalism is the only viable political and economic system, so much 

so that it is impossible to even begin to imagine a coherent alternative to it.
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apocalypse porn churning out of every media source. Whether 

they call themselves le–-wing or right-wing, I don1t give a 

fuck. It1s boring. flan we stop giving the monsters good ideas 

please? Whether you think Trump is gonna kill us all or Greta 

Thunberg is (Peter Thiel1s ;ntichrist apparently) N you are still 

a pessimistic, depressing worstcunt in my opinion, and I don1t 

want to have a pint with you if you keep intellectually wanking 

over the end of the world.

I had to start this story somewhere and so we began with 

the trunk of Solarpunk. Some might say the most mundane, 

uninteresting part of a tree. Yut if you look closer, you see that 

all the life energy that feeds the rest of the tree has to Oow 

through a healthy trunk. Without it, there can be no branches, 

no leaves, no fruits. If governance, taxes and justice make up 

the central trunk of the Solarpunk tree, then there must be 

so many branches yet to explore N everything from Solarpunk 

education to healthcare to urban planning and so many more. 

Aeeding the trunk itself, there is a deep root network under-

ground even wider and more complex than what1s above: a root 

system made up of Solarpunk spirituality, philosophy, ethics, 

art, music, culture, humour and a gorgeous variety of dreams. 

The fruits at the top of the tree are, of course, the actual living 

beings, the stories and experiences, loves and adventures all 

nurtured by what the tree feeds them. 

I1m BB+kq words into this book and there1s so much I still 

need and want to share with you about Solartime. Shit, what 

the fuck have I started? Raybe I should have just kept my 

mouth shut and written the cybernetic Tom Sawyer so– porno 

a–er all. Yut it1s too late for that now. So before we move on to 

the third section of this book, and I Euite possibly lose my mind 
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trying to keep a structure to all this, let1s take a breather and 

summarise some of the mad shit we have covered so far: 

Part Two was basically the how-to guide for dismantling 

a dying cult without accidentally building a new one or 

hurting millions in the process. 

ffnce the politicians went home for their naps a–er our 

independence, we realised we had no more than changed 

our Oag. What we needed was actual Interdependence. We 

started by killing the monster that kept us all  in cages: 

scarcity. We replaced the soul-crushing znglish pound with 

the FffF currency, a digital token that only goes up in value 

when the planet and the people are healthy. To manage it, 

we built the flitiDen1s Investment Yank (flIY) which wasn1t 

just another high-street bank with a snake-like smile but 

a transparent value vault owned by every single one of 

us. Income the– was a thing of the past. Instead, our flIY 

account automatically handles our flitiDen1s 8ividend (B‘k 

FffF per year to start) and settles our contributions to the 

community N all while being totally viewable by the citiDen 

flzffs so that no one can HYoris1 the budget.

With the economic basics covered, we turned our eyes to 

our stores of wealth: assets and land. Aor centuries, a handful of 

aristocrats and vulture corporations treated Scotland like their 

private playground. We helped to rebalance this with new land 

and asset taxes. 4oarding thousands of underused or exploited 

acres of land or hundreds of empty Oats became too expensive 

to profit from. The choice was simple: pay the tax to the 

commons, repurpose for a common good or give the land back. 

This led to a rebirth of the commons, where former estates 
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turned into treehouse villages like Ronty1s flanopy flollective 

and ancient forests began to grow and breathe again.

Yy the time the dust settled, we were a post-growth econ-

omy where small businesses thrived because they didn1t have 

to grow or die, and where the average Scot had more time 

for community cinema nights and spontaneous dance mobs 

because they were freed from working !+ hours a week to 

pay for billionaires1 bonuses. In Solartime, we have proved that 

it1s possible to have a boom without exploitation. Turns out, 

people are much more productive when they1re autonomous 

and happy. Aunny thatJ Who would have thunk it?

What we hadn1t planned for, and certainly weren1t fully 

prepared to handle, were the unintended conseEuences of all 

this Solarpunk creative chaos. These are the ephemeral shi–s 

that defy direct proof, correlation or clear lines of causation, 

yet undeniably share a strange, symbiotic relationship with the 

macro experiments we set in motion. So before diving into 

Part Three, let1s pause for some comic relief. 4ere is a Euick 

breakdown of some of the weirder shit we never expected to 

happen N but are damn happy it did.

If you ever find yourself dragged back into the flybertime 

reality of scarcity N maybe a–er an extended time in nature, 

up a mountain or in a cave (or from Solartime in my case) N 

the first thing that might hit you isn1t the smog or the boring 

glass architecture everywhere, it1s people1s faces. zveryone 

looks like they1re trying to pass a jaggy brick through their 

digestive tract. They1re physically tight and hardened-looking. 

Uaws locked, arseholes sealed shut, souls suspicious of a smile 

in case it1s trying to sell them something. In Solartime Scotland, 

I guess more of us just learned to... let go. ;s with most things, 
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it started in the gut. When we binned the processed cardboard 

and started fueling our engines with local, organic and vegan 

food, our bodies stopped fighting us to pay attention (which, 

despite what your doctor may tell you here, is the purpose of 

pain). ;ye, I1m saying it: we shit better over in Solartime. We1re 

regular as a Swiss train. ; nation that isn1t perpetually backed 

up, holding onto old shit, is a nation that doesn1t feel the need 

to start wars.

ffur societal obsession with mirrors and beauty standards 

died along with the worst elements of the marketing industry. 

Co one in Solartime Scotland is trying to look like a face-li–-

ed, photoshopped manneEuin anymore, because there1s no 

billionaire profiting from our manufactured self-loathing. The 

soul-sucking social apps are gone, and no distorted reOections 

are forced into our subconscious at every corner. We traded 

gym-bro vanity for outdoor, pragmatic Solarpirate fitness. Lou 

want legs like a fucking fllydesdale horse? Try volunteering 

to haul a cargo bike full of compost up a Scottish hill every 

morning to your old friend1s garden patch. I try not to laugh 

anymore when I see people here driving SV…s to an air-con-

ditioned gym just so they can pretend to aimlessly run or cycle 

on the spot, li–ing heavy shit, then putting it back down again 

on the same spot. Let those same people wouldn1t li– a finger to 

help their neighbour. Why not exercise with a purpose? Rost 

of our Solartime exercise happens on the back of actual bikes 

or running up real-life hills and stairs, li–ing shopping for the 

elderly, carrying weighted bags to eco-construction sites9 you 

get the point.

I don1t usually find myself o’ended at how others choose 

to dress. The weirder the more wonderful. The only exception 
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I have is people who choose to regularly wear business suits. 

;lmost every war, genocide, land the–, ecocide and fraud has 

been carried out not by a poor Ruslim mother in a burka, but 

by some cocaine-addicted prick in a suit. I fucking 4;Tz suitsJ 

When Scottish corporations evolved beyond the end of share-

holders, their culture changed too. Co more enforced dress 

code. Cow, during lunch break, the streets of zdinburgh1s busi-

ness or Glasgow1s financial district look like a riotous mashup 

of a B7/+s folk festival and a high-budget sci-fi rave. If you want 

to walk to the corner shop in telepathic leggings that turn bright 

purple when you1re feeling a bit horny, nobody gies a toss. 

Rost bullshit jobs evaporated the second the flitiDen1s 8iv-

idend hit people1s accounts. Cobody is scrubbing toilets for a 

hedge fund manager1s yacht anymore N no matter how much 

they are o’ering to pay. Instead, we have waste warriors turn-

ing sea junk into emergent public art or human snail whisperers 

negotiating with the gastropods in the permaculture patches 

so they only eat the weeds (not sure how e’ective they are, 

but they look like they enjoy their work at leastJ). The gen-

eral vibe of forced work transformed into liberated 8IL or, 

better even, 8IT: 8o It Together. If you1re moving into a new 

ga’, your mates don1t just help you carry a sofaM they might 

solar-bomb the place, kitting out your roof patch with spare 

biotech solar shingles, while you take a much-needed nap with 

the kids. Fater, you can invite the new neighbours in to have 

a pint of home-brewed kombucha, and share Wi-Ai codes and 

movieKmusic intranets.

The nightlife changed too. We swapped the numbing, for-

get-my-life drugs for psychedelics that opened the internal 

shutters wide. We all know that1s why they were illegal for so 
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long N because secretive governments are afraid of open eyes. 

What a beautiful and distinctly weird sight it is, watching so 

many open and awaken simultaneously. Some of my favourite 

events back in Solartime Glasgow have got to be the Roonlight 

Pause fllubs where you move in total silence under the stars up 

a hill somewhere. ffh, and the monthly pillow fights in George 

SEuare that can release more pent-up stress than a decade of 

flybertime therapy N especially when the local clan reps are 

all encouraged to take part. 5nowing they may get lynched by 

L++ angry pillows each month if people don1t like how they are 

representing them certainly helps keep power in check N with 

the mighty feather, rather than the sword.

zven handshakes are disappearing. Rost of us are cuddlers 

now. ; six-to-sixty-second heart-to-heart cuddle is a more 

standard greeting. It Ooods the brain with oxytocin and re-

minds you that the person standing in front of you is a fellow 

traveller. Aor those of us who prefer not to touch, it1s just 

as respectful and loving to clasp hands in a prayer position 

which signals you prefer to bow. Some meet halfway and touch 

third-eye-to-third-eye. ;nything, really, instead of the boring 

old business handshakeJ

We1re pooping better, sleeping more, hugging harder and 

occasionally have a consensual orgy in a rewilded glen a–er 

a psychedelic silence rave. It1s messy, it1s wacky and it1s weird 

as fuckM but it1s ours. Lour Solarpunk world might evolve dif-

ferently with its own set of completely uniEue Euirks. The 

unifying thread throughout it all, though, is our sense of shared 

freedom, guardianship, consent and a return to childlike play-

fulness. Who knew the key to a lot of this would lie in changing 

the monetary system and taxesJ?
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Your Turn Again!

T hat was one hell of a ride through Part Two. If your 

eyes aren’t crossed and your brain isn’t leaking out your 

ears, congratulations. But let’s pause the passive reading for 

a moment and instead move from background audience to 

forefront architect. I know the internal script too well myself. 

You’re nestled into your chair, comfortable in the story, and 

you’re already thinking, I’ll just skip this active bit and come 

back to it at the end, honest!

Don’t lie to yourself. We’re ozen frofien solid when asked 

to actually be creative. We call it a de‘ciency in -nonjlinear 

thinking’ to make it sound fancy but really, we’re Kust petri‘ed 

of sometimes being -wrong’. ;ids don’t have this problem. They 

loathe sitting still and listening to us drone on for too longS 

they’re bursting to get their hands dirty and their imaginations 

actively engaged. –omething happened to us adults between 

the imaginative playground and becoming the passive person 

reading this book. That -something’ was, no doubt, the indusj

trial factory farm line we call school q a system designed to 

stamp out playfulness, daydreaming and independent thought, 

replacing them with a blind Pavlov’sjDogjstyle obedience rej

xuired to function in a menial shit Kob. If your brain is rebelling 
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right now at the thought of doing some eGercises and wants to 

remain in the safety of passive consumption, ask yourself why. 

If you’re feeling uncomfortable, good. (o into that discomfort. 

If you’ve got kids nearby, pull them in q for this bit at least. 

Watch how fast they light up )compared to us adults: when you 

stop telling them what happened in the story and start asking 

them what could happen. This isn’t Kust my –olarpunk reality 

we are recounting here q it’s your worldjbuilding too. 

(o on, try a few you likeH

1. Follow the Money Trail

?ave a look at your banking app and write down your 

last ‘ve purchases. Which ones truly nourished you or 

your communityC Which ones fattened some corporate 

cultC Which ones did bothC ffould you have made diLerent 

choices that nourished without fattening the cultC
Would you make those same purchases knowing a ffitj

ifien’s Dividend covered your basics and you never had 

to worry about wage slavery, being sick and helpless, or 

homelessC

2. Your Clan’s Budget

Imagine your clan, street or local area gets a monthly pot 

of shared cash from taGes to spend collectively )particij

patoryjbudgeting style:. What’s the ‘rst thing you’d want 

to fundC What would you never let onto the budgetC ?ow 

do you think being empowered to spend your own budget 

would impact your feelings about paying taGC
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3. Up vs Doon Reality Check

Nist three times when the upjclass )bosses, landlords, 

politicians, billionaires: shazed your life. /ow list three 

acts of solidarity from doon )mates, neighbours, cojworkj

ers: who helped save your ass. Think about anyone you 

know who went from doon to up. ?ow did it change them 

and your relationshipC Does the upMdoon paradigm eGplain 

these interactions better than classic lezMrightC If so, howC

4. Invent Your Own Fair Tax

If you could scrap one eGisting taG and create a new 

one, what would it beC For example: Arsehole Tax on cor-

porations that pollute rivers, Vacant Mansion Levy, or a 

Lasagna Dividend for anyone who shares meals. Oake it 

funny.

5. Citizen’s Dividend Daydream

You wake up tomorrow with a guaranteed monthly payj

ment, enough for you and your loved ones to survive for 

life. ?ow would this change how you spend your timeC 

Write down your honest answer and consider why )aye, 

even if it’s -game myself to death’:. Would you change your 

Kob, study, create art or start a cojopC Vr eat beans and 

chips on the couch watching daytime Tfl till the end of 

your daysC Is your answer diLerent from your neighbours’ 

and friends’C If so, whyC If you’re with others, try the eGj

ercise together q write in private, then share your answers 

and compare them against your eGpectations.
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6. Spot the Hidden Shareholder

Pick one company from your bank statement or rej

ceipts you regularly give money to q a supermarket, energy 

provider, tech, drinks company, etc. ffonsider the Kourney 

your money goes on when you hand it over. Who really 

receives it )workers, community, shareholders you’ll never 

meet: and in what percentageC Take one eGample and 

research it online. Does the answer match your eGpecj

tationsC /ow, sketch the cojop version of that company. 

?ow is it diLerent q the products, the service, your inj

teraction with them, the workers and the environmentC 

Would it be cheaper or more eGpensive, healthier or more 

dangerous, better xuality or worseC

7. Write Your Pirate Code

The –olarpirates rewrote rules, eGperimented without 

waiting for permission, and made science and human adj

vancement punk again. Draz three cheeky rules for your 

own pirate crew. For example: Rule #1: Always make sure 

we dance at some point. Rule #2: Never be afraid to speak 

your truth to power. Rule #3: If you have something nice to 

say to someone, just say it – even if you don’t know them!

8. Meet Your Solar Twin

Imagine you could meet your –olartime self.  What 

xuestions would you ask themC ?ow would you both be 

diLerent from each otherC What would still be the sameC
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9. Reprogram the Cult

What’s one lie the Big ff ffult sold youC For example: 

work = worthiness, buying = happiness, my value = my 

looks. In one bold sentence, Rip it into its counterjstory. 

For example: A slow life is a rich life. Giving makes me 

happy. I am a masterpiece and a work-in-progress all at 

once. &epeat for any other lies you ‘nd buried inside. –tick 

them somewhere you’ll see them daily, like on the fridge or 

bathroom mirror. ?ow do these new stories change your 

perception of realityC

10. The Commons Around You

Nist three things in your life that currently aren’t, but 

could be, treated as a commons )shared ! cared for:. ffould 

be a park, a group chat, an openjsource app, a tool library 

or a washing machine. What’s one small step you could 

take this week to strengthen the commons around youC

&ight, well done? Time for a cuppa or a wee walk round your 

local parkC Take the dug oot, water the plants, smile and cuddle 

your partner, kids or Ratmates if you have any around. When 

you are refreshed and ready, let’s Kump into the ‘nal part of 

this book.
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PART THREE: THE 
NATURAL WORLD

Solarpunk Press



26
It’s The Environment, 

Stupid!

I t may feel a bit like it’s all sunshine and flowers over in 

Solartime but, despite how I might be selling it so far, it’s 

not. Well, not all the time. For this final part of the book, I 

want to take you on a journey through our evolving relationship 

with the natural world and how we attempted to reintegrate 

ourselves with her. Then yes, we will dive into the gnarly grey 

areas, the conflicts and contradictions where, even with the 

best intentions on all sides, decisions have had disastrous, 

unintended consequences. Our unfolding version of Solarpunk 

is human. It is beautifully flawed, cracked and challenging. It 

appears that suffering – or dukkha, as the Buddha calls it – 

might unfortunately be universal across all timelines. Does that 

mean we should succumb to nihilism? Should we give up and 

just grab as many temporary selfish pleasures as we can if even 

the best attempts inevitably lead to pain and suffering? No. 

Because the path is more important than any proposed goal 

and the finest cause in life is the struggle itself. Beyond the 

hedonistic circuit of consciousness lies something much more 

profound. The struggle to liberate all humankind, all beings. To 

live with a smile despite the failures and injustices, to hold out 
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an open arm to pull others up, to be the voice of the voiceless 

– this is what it feels like to be fully actualised.

Similarly, Solarpunk isn’t an end state. It can’t be. Solarpunk 

is the becoming – the unfolding growth through the suffocat-

ing cracks in the concrete all around us and the messy effort 

against unbelievable odds. It’s getting back up laughing even 

when you slip and fall right on your arse in front of everyone. 

For sure, we fell on our arses a few times and we will again. But 

we are still smiling.

In 1992, when James Carville coined the phrase ‘It’s the econ-

omy, stupid!’, it was an attempt to remind political campaigners 

to focus on the one thing voters supposedly cared about – their 

pockets. Yet, the Cult’s obsession with economic growth at any 

expense has led us to build a system where, from the moment 

we are born till the day we die, our main human role is to 

feed the machine that ironically we invented to feed us. We 

have become so accustomed to acting, thinking and behaving 

in ways deeply against our own self and community interests 

that we aren’t even aware we are like cows enthusiastically 

voting for the slaughterhouse. The suffering needed to force 

our bodies to work more than forty hours a week on a project 

we o;en care little about, or worse, actively hate, is immense. 

It’s so consistent that we begin to fail to notice it anymore. This 

is the source of all our chronic pains: the pain of masking our 

true selves under layers of culture, makeup and muscles. Fake 

smiles and plastic pouts hide a deep sense of disconnect and 

443



self-loathing. There’s so much closeted self-indulgent suffer-

ing that we have become blind to the most glaringly fucking 

obvious thing we should be laser-focused on if we are to sur-

vive at allM Forget the economy. It’s the environment, stupid!

Imagine, for a minute, you lived on a spaceship. Not a 

zusk or BeAos billion-dollar cock extension but an actual, 

mind-bogglingly intelligent ship – one that breathes, self-heals 

and regulates all conditions automatically, perfect for our com-

fort and survival for a billion-year journey, all as we hurtle 

through the deathly void of space at breakneck speed. You 

grow up on that ship, so it’s all you know. Over time, that 

ship shapes you and you start to shape it. You don’t really 

understand how most of it works but equally, you don’t need 

to. The ship asks no questions, needs no assistance and doesn’t 

demand anything in return. You take its provisions for granted 

until one day, you notice air filters being rented out for sub-

scription. Uir has always been abundantly fresh and free, no? 

Us you take a deep breath in, your lungs instantly spasm into 

uncontrollable coughing. You rush to your favourite stream for 

a drink of water but you are alarmed to spot the signs all around 

saying ‘ENSUFR to drink’. éight next to one such sign is a 

grotesque goblin creature, selling tiny plastic bottles of water 

at an exorbitant price. The logo says ‘NestlP Lure 6ife’ in bold 

white text, accented by three pink, ribbon-like figures holding 

hands underneath. Us you turn around bewildered, trees are 

felled as far as you can see, turned into pieces of paper you 

later realise are meant for you to wipe your arse with. U horrific 

smell is coming from a nearby army of Orcs, murdering and 

pillaging a forest village your friends have lived in thus far, for 

the sake of digging up the gold and dead dinosaurs underneath 
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them. Just as you burst into tears, a glossy magaAine lands in 

your lap, the bloated ship captain’s face on its shiny cover. You 

flip the pages and realise he’s bragging about the innovations 

he and his contractors have brought forward, ‘creating wealth’ 

as they openly steal key components of the ship. You hear 

someone suggest addressing the newly created malfunctions 

but they are bellowed at, ‘IzLOSSIB6R! Too expensive! Inef-

ficient! The robot men are going to build a new ship someday: 

one that is much better!’

What’s wrong with this ship? It’s looked auer fs mor yillions 

om ,earsK you think to yourself but don’t dare to speak. You 

too might disappear, just like the last guy who asked a few 

inconvenient questions. So, you say nothing and stand by, idle, 

until the overwhelming powerlessness paralyses you.

This Spaceship Rarth analogy isn’t new – in fact, it’s been 

used as a metaphor since the 0Qs – yet sweet fuck all has been 

done to stop the loot and violent pillaging. (uite the opposite: 

it has only increased. But there is no other space ship out there, 

no other planet in the known universe tolerant and willing to 

put up with our petty shit like our own mother planet does. It 

would literally be a million times easier to move to the bottom 

of the deepest sea than to establish a sustainable human colony 

on zars. It would be a million times easier again to simply 

stop fucking up the perfect paradise we U6éRUDY live in: this 

humanutopia with more than enough for all beings. We are 

here, in the garden of Rden, allowing a bunch of narcissistic, 

self-appointed gods to try and throw us out for no good reason. 

If we don’t start acting like a crew and continue to behave like 

reckless drunken passengers fighting over beach towels, we 

simply aren’t going to survive much more of the journey )and 
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I think the best bits are yet to comeÜ. The ship will survive, of 

course, but us humans will fade into a tiny blip on the cosmic 

timeline – nothing more than a thin toxic line in the rock 

sediment, a planetary memory of a nasty infection.

The reason we were convinced to let all this unfold in 

the first place is, in part, born from a deliberate categorical 

mistake of the supposed Ruropean Rnlightenment. éemember 

Descartes and his animal-abusing friends? U;er we had wiped 

out most of the indigenous peoples of Rurope – the witches 

and the shamans, along with their natural wisdom: people who 

acted as our bridges to this and the other worlds – we barri-

caded in our separation and supposed dominance of nature. 

We came up with the idea of there being an ‘environment’ in 

the first place, a thing supposedly distinct and separate from 

us humans. It’s completely idiotic and absurd when you take 

only five seconds to think about it. If humans were to stand 

outside of the environment, who and where the fuck would we 

be, exactly? U bunch of &bermensch pricks floating around an 

amorphous NietAschean black hole of wilful ignorance, intel-

lectually jacking off into the abyss like a game of SHz soggy 

biscuit?

Gumans are great at inventing neat little linguistic boxes we 

then lump unassociated strangers into without their consent. 

These boxes can be useful – when they help to describe our 

inner experience of reality to each other, for instance, or help 

us come up with shared conclusions. Enfortunately, we o;en 

forget we invented those boxes to begin with. We throw our-

selves into all-out wars and genocides to defend our precious 

little linguistic boxes. Concepts like ‘god’ or ‘king’ or ‘zU5U’ 

exist nowhere but in our own minds. In the ensuing violence, 
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we end up killing actual physical beings that those boxes were 

supposed to help us understand and represent. Ull oppres-

sive cultures root their ideologies deep within these category 

boxes. They are part of the mandatory cult brainwashing, for 

example the idea that a WOman or FRmale is a subcategory 

of zUN or zU6R. In Western culture, the feminine is always a 

lesser sub of the dominant masculine. You see it in the zuppets 

with ziss Liggy or the Smurfs with only one woman in the 

whole tribe. éather than making up roughly %1/ of our cartoon 

and game culture icon population, being a woman is treated as 

a niche subcategory of the so-called norm )the norm being a 

white man with a penisÜ. It seems that humans are not made 

in the image of 5od, but our gods are made in the image of us 

– or rather our dominant culture, reinforced by our separate 

little boxes. It’s quite ingenious time splicing, really. Ut some 

point, some guy invents shit, puts it in a conceptual box, then 

convinces as many people as possible that that box actually 

sits way back in time and somehow created us. It’s an attempt 

at justifying the cultural meta that benefits the box invented 

– not through sound philosophical argument or persuasion, 

but by trying to con people that that is just the way the orig-

inal creatorffis made it for us. This applies to all our socially 

constructed boxes including gender, race, class and religion. 

That’s why someone born to a Christian, Jewish or zuslim 

culture that promotes patriarchy, kings and sultans may have 

been indoctrinated to believe in a father god to be afraid of, 

demanding belief and worship above all else. Cult followers 

o;en use the Bible )or Torah or (uranÜ to explain their under-

standing of a god living )hierarchicallyÜ above them – as a man, 

usually the same skin colour as them, with a big god schlong 
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dangling out his cloud no doubt, occasionally firing bolts of 

lightning at heathens or commanding his faithful psychopaths 

to do it for him, all the while jealously sending his ‘beloved’ 

creatures to eternal hell for simply questioning the root of his 

authority. This perfectly mirrors the behaviour of a narcissistic 

patriarchal monarch, demanding loyalty and obedience above 

all else. zight it be that this is because they invented the big 

prick in the sky – or at the very least, that interpretation of 

him?!

zorality, for the monarchs, always has exceptions. éather 

than aiming to create a maxim universally applying to all, it 

mostly just applies to the average person, not them. From out-

side these cults, it seems clear their god is nothing more than 

a manifestation of their own snake-oil cultural and linguistic 

boxes: a projection of and justification for their self-appointed 

rulers. Before I ignite a crusade or jihad against me or this 

book, I should get straight to the pointM this exact method 

of constructing ideological boxes and retroactively claiming 

they are foundational facts about the universe – convincing 

people they are self-evident so they never dare question them 

– is how the Big C Cult has othered zother Nature. It has 

detached us from our surrounding environment and the very 

planet we stand on – a planet that most pre-capitalist cultures 

worshipped as a goddess and us as her children. This obscene 

separation has allowed the Big C Cult to exploit and extract 

wholesale from the environment, our own extended body, 

without much resistance from political, religious or cultur-

al leaders. U millennia-old loving relationship was degraded 

overnight from community into commodity. There was no Uge 

of Rnlightenment. It was the Uge of SeparationM mind from 
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body, matter from spirit, the subjective from the objective – 

an endless series of false dichotomies. Us holistic Germeti-

cism was forced out to make way for Scientific zaterialism, 

a mass gaslighting of the personal experience took hold, 

viewing anything distinct from the ‘average’ as anomalous, 

hysterical, unimportant or simply to be wiped out from our 

studies. 

That seeming contradiction may go a long way towards 

explaining why the older and more inelastic our brains be-

come, the more indoctrinated we are by these ideological 

boxes – which, in turn, make us more resistant to accepting 

the existence and rights of people who refuse to fit inside 

them. Trans and non-binary people’s existence is itself an 

act of resistance to these established boxes. You literally 

hear the anger in some people, screaming, ‘But there can 

only be two boxes! zale or female, which is it?’

Some subcultures have attempted, with varying degrees of 

success, to reappropriate their subjugating boxes – such as 

women reclaiming ‘slut’ or Ufrican Umericans reclaiming the 

N-word. But we are neither supposed to escape nor reclaim 

our boxes – the, are supposed to own fs. They are the invis-

ible fences meant to keep us as domesticated animals in our 

segregated fields. You can always spot a weak cult argument 

when it ignores nuance and tries to squeeAe you into a box 

that simply doesn’t fit, like the false equivalence of the state of 

Israel with the religion of Judaism, or anti-genocide activism 

with anti-semitic ideology. These attempts do great harm to 

the accused, but also to the integrity of the very boxes being 

weaponised. Untisemitism is very real and still a danger to 

many Jews around the world but, if the boy cries ‘anti-semitic’ 
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every two seconds, how will people distinguish the real cries 

from the fake ones when the beast actually attacks?

Just as the War on Drugs – led by the ES, of all countries, 

with its decades-long history of CIU-sponsored traVcking – 

only increased the amount of drug consumption worldwide, so 

too has the War on Terror fuelled terror campaigns across the 

globe.1  These campaigns weaponise boxes like ‘antisemitism’ 

to justify state-sponsored violence. This weaponisation will 

only ever spread the real and very present danger to Jewish 

people around the world, because state actors are trying to 

equate all Jewish people – including the survivors of Ruropean 

genocides and their descendants – with being pro-mass-mur-

der of Lalestinians.

If  you  are  confused  now,  that  is  the  point.  Ull  these 

weaponised boxes are inventions to keep us confused about 

the real argument and therefore divided. They are the primary 

tools of oppression, objectification and justification for the 

exploitation and domination of minorities, animals and the 

entire fucking planet. It’s about time we dismantled a few of 

them, don’t you think? These abstract ideological boxes that 

simply don’t match up with the human experience are abhor-

rently unnatural and unacceptable to most children, and it’s 

why the Kictorians invented modern mandatory schooling for 

all citiAens – not to upli; and enlighten the illiterate masses 

they were simultaneously exploiting, but as part of the process 

of domestication. The entire point was to rip us from our 

inherent ‘wild animal’ nature so we would not rebel – like a 

1. The ES has been the only country in the world that, along with Israel, blocked 

the EN from oVcially defining what ‘terrorism’ actually means.
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baby elephant, used to roaming free across thousands of miles, 

captured from the wild and tied by a rope to a central wooden 

stake so it can only walk in tiny concentric circles. U master 

violates its biological nature when it’s young, so that when it 

matures, it doesn’t even consider trying to break free. Why? It 

no longer knows its true strength: a strength it could easily use 

to crush the violent master.

In Solartime Scotland, our major environmental task has 

been healing this false divide, building corridors between the 

surviving pockets of fertility – neural streams between hu-

manity and nature that can eventually reconnect and swell 

into rivers of healing. That meant everything from massive 

rewilding, proper green tourism and closing the ‘poop loop’ 

)as we called itÜ. It still wasn’t enough though, because the 

process could only be complete when all false dualisms and the 

ideological boxes separating us humans from our very nature 

were brought down. This was the beginning of our human 

healing and spiritual evolution – our Solarpunk transition.

From Doom to Bloom 

SYéU is a true emblem of the new Solarpirate movementM loud, 

proud, kind and fiercely empathetic. But the enthusiasm she 

publicly projected wasn’t always a part of her life. Us a young 

teenager, she fell into a deep well of depression and self-harm. 

From the age of eleven, she felt a profound disconnect, a sense 

of not wanting to exist on a planet that screamed for her at-

tention with empty promises and hollow gratification. It was a 

world that told her to consume to fill the void. Yet the more she 

consumed – and the more she performed society’s rituals to 
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gain validation from her peers – the further she was from 

any of her needs being met. The more she was around other 

humans her own age, the more lonely, isolated and abnor-

mal she felt.  The intense pressure of these inarticulated 

feelings built up inside her. zaybe her peers felt the same, 

but if they did, they weren’t talking about it, so she might as 

well have been the only one. Teachers and parents certainly 

didn’t talk about it. Their only goal seemed to be to add 

more pressure, expectations and deadlines, all  enforced 

with the threat of punishment and eternal damnation – 

if  not in hell  a;er life,  then in hell  a;er school where 

the disobedient, inevitably, would all be binmen and toilet 

cleaners forever, or worse, unemployed! If she could not 

release the pressure with words or cuddles, then cutting her 

skin was the only release she had le;. Watching the blood 

carry her pain away with each drop, she was, for once, the 

one in control.

Rven in the privacy of her own room, SYéU felt the om-

nipresent gaAe of society piercing through walls and blankets, 

objectifying and sexualising her body. She had felt this gaAe 

since she could remember. Us soon as she could walk, with 

that pretty pink bow in her hair, she was complimented for her 

looks, while being scolded for being too messy or dirty when 

she was playing. Then came the strange stares from men when 

she would play naked in the sea as a child, and the day her 

mother suddenly told her she had to cover up, handing her 

a small pink bikini to wear over her flat chest while the boys 

she played with had no such instruction. No adult ever took 

the time to explain any of this to SYéU – how do you learn to 

feel alive in a body treated as an object? Us she grew into her 
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teens, every time someone complimented her ‘beautiful’ 

skin, she would add a mark to it in the secrecy of her room.

Us a child, her parents had given her baby dolls that 

burped and cried even when she ripped their heads off. She 

set her first baking set on fire and tore a lot of frilly tight 

dresses )which were shit for climbing treesÜ into shreds. 

She got grounded for it every time. SYéU vividly remem-

bered the moment she realised makeup had gone from 

being fun, fancy dress on halloween to serious, mandatory 

dress for school. Before, she was scorned for stealing her 

mum’s lipstick and colourful powders from the bathroom 

cabinet: now, she was criticised if she didn’t plaster that 

same stuff over her face any time she went out. 5rowing up, 

superheroes weren’t girls like her – only helpless damsels 

in distress – and the supposed superzRN were nowhere to 

be seen. Where were the good guys, dealing with the bad 

ones who were killing, raping and poisoning people and the 

planet? Should she sit back and play her pathetic gender 

role, waiting for the incompetent other to step up and save 

her? This whole roleplay game sucked! beep pla,in’ ,er 

stfpid wee gayeK Nft I’y ootK she thought to herself. cae 

.han.e a’y tellin’ an,oneK thofghq What im the, ki.k ye ootK 

stop yakin’ ya dinner? I’ll keep fifietK pla, along mor the 

nooK while a Hgfre sfythin ootq

SYéU wasn’t particularly bullied: she was just ignored 

and alienated due to her inherent inability to ‘behave’ as 

expected for a ‘beautiful’ young woman. She had a glint 

of rage in her eyes that told the others to not even try to 

approach her. SYéU didn’t necessarily feel like a boy in a 

girl’s body: more like a wild horse trapped in a tiny box. 
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 ids get angry when you refuse to join in and play their 

make-believe, but even the worst wrath of a child is nothing 

compared to the violent outbursts and bloodthirsty rage of an 

adult when you refuse to play their games. Udults are orders of 

magnitude more convinced that their make-believe is the only 

‘true’ game in town. They’ve forgotten we can change the rules 

of the game any time we want, and they truly despise those who 

do. zillions of parents, utterly hypnotised by the fantasy they 

grew up under, would prefer to reject their own child – a literal 

part of them – than abandon the imagined progress they have 

made in this game.

Why are queer people expected to grow up in the ‘closet’ 

but hetero kids aren’t? The truth is much deeper than that. 

(ueer and trans people, at least, soon realise they grew up in 

a closet. They have a diVcult, yet plausible, chance to come 

out of it as an adult – in certain societies and under certain 

circumstances. But, whether you were aware of it or not, we all 

grew up in a closet, no matter if we are gay, straight or trans. Ull 

us kids, not just the oVcially ‘queer’ ones, were validated and 

rewarded for masking our true needs – so much so we forgot 

what they were. We forgot who we were. Who we could be. In 

the process, many of us have forgotten we too, have a diVcult 

yet plausible opportunity to recognise and finally come out of 

the cult closet and into our true identity.3

Those least in direct contact with queer and trans people 

are usually the most offended by them, their suppressed inner 

child peeking through the gap in the closet, seeing a reflection 

of what they sacrificed in order to be loved. That pisses off 

the prison guard patrolling that closet doorM Jow dare the, 

wear those .lothes? Tfst grotesfifeq Dhe,’re .learl, SI-!or!
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deredF xlayNo,antK oNnoffiofs show!ojs yaking a disgfsting 

s.eneq Where wofld we Ne im we all strftted arofnd like this 

yaking a total voke om eCer,thing? Withoft fs fpstandingK 

law!aNiding yeyNers om so.iet,K eCer,thing wofld mall apartq 

AhaosF Lnar.h,F OEAb DJMU PR LcS DJYEW LWL– DJM 

bM– 8 mor their own goodK om .ofrseq zaybe this person isn’t 

offended at their clothes or their behaviour, but they’re angry 

at the fact of how much time they’ve invested into a game they 

thought was mandatory. They might have won some tokens – 

their bank balance, wedding ring, sports car, semi-detached 

house – but unlike the uncloseted queer, they have stopped 

listening to their inner child. The sacrifice they have made to 

succeed in this game has resulted in chronically unmet needs 

that they may be unaware of under the mask, suit and tie. 

Insecure men )and womenÜ with underdeveloped prefrontal 

cortexes all around the world continue to attack, lock up and 

even kill anyone who dares to step outside the four walls of the 

closet cell.

In search of other aliens like her, SYéU found herself float-

ing in the hedonistic, bass-heavy, uninhibited world of queer 

nightlife. Oppressed minorities are o;en forced to congregate 

around their shared oppression. Gaving a sexual orientation 

different from the norm means you can hang out in gay bars 

with others like you, just to not get harassed or attacked. But 

are they really like you? Being queer is just one aspect of our 

complex human identity. If you force a bunch of random, di-

verse humans into a hot, loud and drunken room based only on 

their sexual preferences, the unintended side effect might be 

a hyperfixation on that fragile, single strand of shared identity 

– in this case, sexual orientation. It wasn’t that SYéU wasn’t as 
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horny as the next young teen, but in trying to flee the unwanted 

gaAe outside, she unintentionally found herself inside an even 

more hypersexualised space – with even more eyes on her 

than before for the same one intention. Just because the stares 

now came from older women rather than older men, that didn’t 

make them any less unwanted. Yes, she had some hot dances 

and even hotter nights discovering different bodies and toys 

but ultimately, she was searching for depth and connection, not 

just a queer version of the non-stop teen-obsessed fuckathon. 

Us she retreated into the solitude of her home, she sank more 

and more of her time and life energy into the profoundly ad-

dictive world of internet forums that turn up the volume of the 

most offensive voices like a telenovela with a broken contrast 

knob. The medium leaves no space for human touch, smell or 

nuanced expression. Instead, there are memes.

éichard Dawkins used the term to describe how human 

culture mimics evolution. It’s ironic that the modern internet 

meme has become one of the dominant ways young people 

explore their culture. It’s a feedback loop, a NietAschean abyss. 

We create the meme, but the meme also creates us. Stripped 

of physical connection, it le; SYéU floating in a digital void – 

a void that does not tolerate nuance, empathy or attempts at 

understanding across the divide, as such attempts don’t gener-

ate the necessary clicks. It’s like having a madman screaming 

in the corner of your classroom. You try to focus on something 

else, but you can’t look away from the pool of blood and snot 

on his chin. Now, imagine you go to class the next day and 

there is not one madman but five, having a full-on fist fight and 

simultaneous orgy, up close and personal on your table, using 

your face as their communal spunk rag. That’s what modern 
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internet addiction is like. We’ve become so accustomed to 

the chronic and deeply infectious madness, we actually now 

crave the chaos. We are drama junkies unable to consume 

our sense data unless all  the dials are cranked up to 11. 

Rven I,  the pontificating narrator with all  my Solartime 

experiences, a few months here in Cybertime and I find 

my hand reaching for my phone multiple times a day – not 

because of a message but for a sneaky shot of chaos-infused 

dopamine. Uddiction isn’t formed purely from interaction 

with a substance or device itself. The poison can only take 

root in a body and mind already deficient in something, 

positioning itself as an unsuitable but readily available al-

ternative to some need deeply unsatisfied. That’s why the 

opposite of addiction is not abstinence: it’s connection.

SYéU had found a lifeline in four random profiles deep 

in the belly of one such forum. She wouldn’t have admitted 

it back then, but these online strands of human connec-

tion were possibly the only thing keeping her here on this 

planet. Despite being forced to interact in the same junkie 

sphere, SYéU had at least found kindred spirits with whom 

she could enjoy discussing philosophy, debating politics 

and sharing culture. Ull the while they shared a cathartic 

sense of humour that mocked everything, believed in noth-

ing and used cynicism as their collective guard against a 

world that relentlessly tried to chew them up. SooyDiye 

became their sanctuary of shared escapism. It was a place 

for dark, irreverent content that predicted the next apoca-

lypse their generation was being gi;ed by their fucked-up, 

trauma-dumping caregivers. The SooyDiye squad were 

éUFI,  RRNU, R6I, zOSS and, of course, SYéU.
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éUFI  was  the  bug-out  bag  prepper  of  the  group. 

Gis  favourite  apocalypse was total  grid collapse,  and he 

X-am-doom-scrolled content about solar flares and electrical 

cyberattacks, memorising the location of almost every electri-

cal transformer in Scotland. Gis favourite meme was a flaming 

Space7 satellite crashing into an OpenUI server farm while the 

world cheers. U text bubble next to it held the sun’s commentM 

‘You’re welcome’. éUFI was quiet and intense, the digital ghost 

lurking in the chat in the early hours with threads likeM ‘RzL 

2Q29 – Ure You éeady?’ Ge didn’t trust institutions, the cloud 

and especially not smart fridges. Enderneath his grim prepper 

energy and electrical grid know-how though, was a kid des-

perate to feel safe. Gis obsession with system failure was about 

feeling in control. If the world was going to end, at least he’d be 

ready with a flashlight, a transistor radio and a backup battery 

for his mesh network walkie-talkie.

 RRNU was the rawest and probably most angry of the 

group. Ger apocalypse of choice was ocean death. U former 

horsey girl turned climate-griefer, she fell down a rabbit hole 

of ocean acidification and microplastics before she finished 

high school. She had an extinct sea animals poster above her 

bed and a dead coral chunk she talked to as the therapist 

she never had. Ger favourite meme featured a cartoon of a 

dolphin in a haAmat suit holding a sign that read, ‘Thanks 

for all the plastic,  aren’. Below it, the text readM ‘The sea 

giveth, humanity TikToketh’. Ger actual TikTok was a blend 

of sad sea turtles, 5reta Thunberg remixes and USzé ocean 

wave music therapy that made her cry and rage at the same 

time. Enderneath the anger,  RRNU was overwhelmed, deeply 

idealistic and secretly terrified to swim in the sea.
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R6I was the wild one. Ger apocalypse was the animal upris-

ing. Ger family ran a meat business which turned her vegetarian 

by eleven, militant vegan by thirteen and fully feral by sixteen. 

She scrolled slaughterhouse footage like other people watch 

the news. Ger favourite meme was a chicken in a faux leather 

jacket and sunglasses, holding a zolotov cocktail, captionedM 

‘You came for our boys and girls. Now we come for yours.’ 

SooyDiye was the only place she could scream about indus-

trialised meat concentration camps. She wrote angry vegan 

poetry and kept a jar of her own tears labelled ‘for future spells’. 

She found herself cheering on human disasters – not because 

she wanted anyone to die, but because she believed it was the 

inevitable reckoning we probably deserved.

zOSS was the archivist, their biggest fear being cultural 

erasure. zOSS barely spoke but when they did, it was with 

surgical precision. zOSS collected the void, hoarding LDFs, 

downloading entire archives and backing them up on hard dri-

ves labelled things like ‘Rverything they don’t want us to know 

Kol [’. Favourite memeM a charred ESB drive, half-buried in the 

sand, next to a skeleton with a scorched signM ‘Lroto-basque 

verb structures prove reincarnation is real. Change my mind’. 

They feared a future where every culture was flattened by an 

algorithm, where thousands of years of human creativity would 

vanish because of a toxic brew of globalism and UI boiling 

everything down to a generic grey goo. zOSS wasn’t trying 

to save the world: they were trying to remember it, so that 

someone might be able to rebuild it one day with the right 

stories still intact.

Und then there was SYéU, her favourite apocalypse being 

population collapse and Gandmaid’s Tale-style techno-feu-

459



dalism. SYéU was the sharpest blade in the group. Ger style of 

rage was righteous and darkM deeply anti-patriarchal, anti-na-

talist, anti-colonialist, anti-everything. She called herself a 

‘walking fuck-you’. Favourite memeM a crying baby in a pram 

floating down a river of flames with fascist troops shooting at 

it. CaptionM ‘Should’ve pulled out’. SYéU’s descent into eco-ni-

hilism began at 1X when she discovered what an externality 

was. The word hit her like a kick to the fanny. It was everything 

the capitalist fucks didn’t want to account for – the pain, the 

pollution, the dead children and animals, the lost futures – all 

simply le; out of the cost-benefit analysis. No baby asks to be 

brought into the world, but they are expected to ‘make a living’ 

and fix climate change at the same time? The biggest fuck-you 

to a system trying to make women powerless is to deny that 

system a future generation of soldiers, wage slaves and rapists.

These five young adults were the children of the abyss, 

holding hands in the dark, half-joking but fully braced for the 

inevitable end to it all.

—SooyDiye # ]DoomTimeCoreW

May 3rd, 2018 15:37
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@vbh

SAvWf pA pn Awe KSwpA AwbA mpjwA wbde Wwbnjer Awe 
loatrk baWwpde

KEENA
PeA me jeA Awpy yAabpjwA

Rovkae pndpApnj vy Ao jo ovAypreʻ

pn uvstpWʻ

bnr AovWw SQcPʼ’

ELI
bhe

ptt sapnj Awe ybnpApyea 4oa heg uapnWeyy

RAFI
cAky re4pnpAeth b WvtA

-­‐‑vA pAky Awe 4payA one AwbA pynkA Aahpnj Ao yett me 
WahuAo oa Avan mh nepjwsovay pnAo uaoAepn uolrea 
brrpWAyʻ
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MnSS
cktt sapnj mh rbrky jabyy Wtpuueay bnr yome 4ea.
menAer neAAte Aeb,

1TonkA byf,…

ELI
webar 4otf bae aerpaeWApnj Wbay on Awe CJ neba 
:tbyjol WpAh WenAaeʼ’ Wwooye b rpGeaenA aovAe

Avanpn pA pnAo b jaeen Woaaproa pnyAebr

Awe rlba4 reeay 4aom   oyypt ubaf wbde btaebrh 
yAbaAer lbnreapn pnAbe -olWbrrenyF

KEENA 

?by yotr on rlba4 reeayF

-­‐oth 4vWfpnj ywpA sbtty

cy ToomHpme odeaʼ’

SYRA
xvWf pA,

PeAy -­‐‑PQQCF 

MnSS
?ekae aebtth ropnj Awpyʼ’ CeeA vu pn aebt tp4eʼ’ Toey 
pA wbde Ao se pn :tbyjolʼ’
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cktt sapnj b ywoAjvn bnr yome yobu IvyA pn Wbye

[SxipTy NtpVmVfupVtol MtcTduptd rMnSS @ui 
dTouyTc p@T p@dTuc mdty HttyGVyT pt 
hLnnMGIMEBD

ELI
teAy 4vWf baovnr bnr jaol yome :teyjbe teAAvWe, 
2iY saoF

MnSS
Tolntobrpnj   Txy on WomuoyApnj

Outobrpnj Awpy WondeaybApon bnr btt uaedpovy 
memey Ao Awe ToomHpme baWwpde, Mel -­‐‑PQQC.
HcCL baWwpde ouener

RAFI
See hovky bA Awe enr o4 Awe loatr

cktt sapnj Awe can -­‐‑av bnr Heytb -opty
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27
A Single Blade of 

Hope

Y ou could taste the rust in the moist air, hovering stag-

nant over the dank concrete car park. The pain of the 

sharp stabbing wind was only outdone by the weighty op-

pression of the falling sky; a depressed sky in a near state of 

collapse that sat above Glasgow almost year-round. That day, 

though, it felt ready to finally give in. 

Without their glasses, MOSS struggled to distinguish be-

tween the grey of the looming buildings encroaching all 

around, the patchwork puddles of broken tarmac surround-

ing ancient diesel rainbows and the heavy horizon – blending 

the man-made monstrosities below with the sluggish static 

above. The first one there, alone in the omnipresent grey 

goo, MOSS retreated to what they knew best and started to 

photograph the rusted retro cans of Tennent’s and stained fag 

packets with their classic typography, scattered all around the 

edges of the car park like the debris of a drunken plane crash. 

There were only two animals ELI couldn’t  abide: the 

midges, because of the full-scale war they waged on her 

flesh the first time she went camping near Loch Ness, and 

the chihuahua-sized bin-raiders that made her instinctively 

boak.
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‘Holy shit, check the size of that fat fucking rat arse! Ur-

rrghh. Bluuuugh!’

MOSS jumped a few inches off the ground as they heard her 

voice for the first time, throwing their poor phone straight into 

the doomy sky before it crash-landed in the middle of dog shit 

island – the only grassy patch in the whole car park. Lucky for 

them, the phone barely missed the surrounding shitmines. 

‘Jesus! ELI, is that you? You are even more… fleshy… than I 

imagined, in the flesh!’

‘Is your phone OK? Sorry to freak you out like that. I just 

shat it a bit when I saw that hairy butt with a tail attached. 

Apparently, you are never more than ten metres away from 

one of them in Glasgow. I wish they stayed ten miles away!’

ELI, calmer now the rat had bolted from its usually hu-

man-free squat, gave MOSS a hug like she would a long-lost 

sibling  separated  at  birth.  The  hug  was  damp from the 

rain cloud they found themselves in and from the copious 

amounts of nervous sweat that was accumulating and dispers-

ing around both their spinal shaRs. They didn’t care. Amazing 

how close we can feel we know each other through the inter-

net, having never actually touched or laid eyes on the person 

opposite. 

Cight on cue, like a fish out of water, someone laden in 

waterproofs and wellies wandered into the sodden car park. 

KEENA didn’t seem to notice or care how much she looked 

like a blatant serial killer. Maybe she kind of enjoyed the 

space it made for her when she walked down a busy street 

inhabited by too many other vile and overly entitled bodies.

‘What the fuck have we signed up for? Is this why the rev-

olution will not be televised? xhe Guevara would still be alive 
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eating Monster Munch on his mum’s couch if xuba had to put 

up with weather like this!’

‘OMG, I’m not gonna lie, I low-key imagined you would 

have actual gills in real life!’ ELI curveballed at KEENA, the 

ocean-obsessed.

‘That’s funny, I half-ePpected you to have dreadlocks like 

a Na’vi from Avatar connecting with every scabby pigeon and 

wanker squirrel you could find!’ KEENA launched back at her.

The two of them always had some competitive banter about 

who was the most obsessed with ‘nature’. In reality, it was just a 

mask for their loving admiration of one another – ELI getting 

her ocean-based updates from KEENA and KEENA wishing 

she was as fiery an animal rights activist as ELI. 

‘Qhhh! Shut it, you hypocritical hippies! You’d all be curled 

up in a ball under your bed if the power suddenly went out, 

BLEEEEEH, and you didn’t have your precious phones. Fuit 

movin’ around up there!’ a puffed-out and emboldened voice 

startled the gathering.

There was SYCA, eight feet high in the sky beaming down. 

Her legs wrapped around the back of a sweaty CADI who, 

despite his obvious ePhaustion, couldn’t help but challenge the 

gathering loose-lipped lassies.

Only thirty minutes earlier, he had been minding his own 

business, listening to a prepper podcast laid on top of some 

white static noise to help with his social anPiety on the train 

to Glasgow xentral Station. He was wearing comically large 

headphones as if to say to the world, ‘(on’t dare disturb my 

carefully constructed inner universe with your petulant normal 

human shite.’ Having survived the passage, he was relieved to 

head to the train ePit and the steady platform when he felt an 
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almighty THU( completely crash his party for one. He had 

heard about Glasgow’s reputation for violence but he never 

anticipated its arrival quite so suddenly. He was surprised by 

his own instincts, given how awkward he usually felt in his 

body, that his hands automatically grabbed the legs of the body 

that now wrapped itself around his struggling back. His panic 

liRed, but only slightly, when his headphones were ripped from 

his scalp and a screeching but familiar voice proclaimed his 

name to the whole fucking platform.

‘CADI CADI CADI!’

‘SYCA!? How did you know it was me? What if I was some 

other poor awkward goth geek you just assaulted?’

‘Your stench gave it away. You smell like melted wires and 

bad soldering.’

SYCA had spotted CADI on the same train as her ages ago, 

but like a disciplined cheetah, she waited for the perfect mo-

ment to cause maPimal chaos and pounce on her prey. She 

demanded he perpetuate the piggyback she had thrown on 

him until they reached the others. This was the most amount 

of physical ePercise CADI had ever )half-6 consented to and 

certainly the most amount of body contact with a female since 

he was still sucking from his mother’s tit.

The group’s online digital DoomTime space had brought 

them together in a shared sense of impending catastrophe, 

much like a celibate priest and a virgin nun spontaneously 

9Ving on a crashing plane. But now they stood facing each 

other, wet and translucent in a soggy Glasgow car park, ques-

tioning their life choices. At the same time they all felt it. It was 

like a family reunion – a reuniting of old souls locked inside 

the young bodies of some spotty, awkward Scottish teenagers; 
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the uniting of the Qower Cangers for self-identified pansies and 

pricks. They had arranged to meet up thirty minutes before 

the scheduled Solarpirate event began – partially because they 

were all bricking it being out ePposed in the open like this, 

but mainly so they could savour this moment together, free 

from influence and distraction from others more used to being 

present in public.

‘Who knew DoomTime could be so beautiful!?’ SYCA smiled 

looking round the circle.

‘BLOOMTIME muthafuckas!’ KEENA howled, finger guns 

aimed at the sky.

‘Should we group-hug or something? How do we do outdoor 

normal?’ MOSS enquired.

‘Mmm, sacrifice an innocent virgin to mark the moment I 

think,’ ELI, the vegan, jested.

‘Too far ELI. We all know there aren’t any innocent virgins 

in Glasgow!’ CADI ePclaimed.

Their childlike laughter cut through the thick suffocating 

atmosphere like a hot knife through a fresh quarter of cooncil 

hash. The love they felt for each other broke the awkwardness 

– the chronic loneliness they had come to accept – and, like a 

magnet, it started to attract some shadowy shapes through the 

metallic mist. Other Solarpirates began to emerge like dormant 

mushrooms aRer overdue rain; like futuristic punks from a 

hidden TAC(IS. A barefoot teenager in a gold cape wheeled 

a Tesco trolley filled with seedlings. A pensioner in full camo 

stood at the entrance and handed out vegan haggis wraps from 

a hotboP strapped to a mobility scooter that blasted jungle 

through a hacked defibrillator battery and megaphone. A pair 

of silent monks from Thailand, dressed in orange robes, unable 
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to speak a word of English )let alone Scottish!6 headed for a 

corner. They straight away started building their design for 

a vertical herb garden from scavenged scaffolding and bike 

chains. Dor reasons nobody could figure out, one woman led 

a goose around to survey progress, maybe awaiting the laying 

of a golden egg as some kind of omen. Someone with a solar 

A1-rigged rickshaw projected inspirational Scottish wildflow-

ers onto the multi-storey wall adjacent to the car park. Before 

long, the electropunk was rigging leaves from newly planted 

flowers to EEG readers that, through some kind of magic, 

transformed the flowers’ electrical signals into MI(I notes, 

playing invisible pianos and synths. Within hours, the garden 

was singing to them all with pleasure and praise. It was a fusion 

of analogue and digital, a merging of the human and plant 

spirit. When taking off the brakes of dualism, liRing the cover 

and channelling our collective energy in the same synergetic 

direction as ‘nature’ – even in a soggy Glasgow car park – 

miracles can begin to sprout.

No one seemed to be in charge, yet everyone found an 

emergent and dynamic role. Help flowed to where it was need-

ed and every idea, every ePperiment, had space. By Beelzebubffi  

there was discussion, debate, conflict even, but nothing these 

pirates couldn’t use as fuel for something beautiful to paint on 

their blank grey canvas.

KEENA’s first job was shovelling half-rotten seaweed into a 

raised bed. She bitched about the smell for a good half hour. 

ffi. Originally a Qhilistine god known as ‘Lord of the Heavenly (welling’, the name 

was later mocked by Israelites as ‘Lord of the Dlies’ before being absorbed into 

xhristian lore as a high-ranking prince of demons and a primary lieutenant to 

Satan. 
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Some old habits die hard, yet she didn’t stop digging once. 

Before long, it was as if her fingernails had always smelt like 

the sea.

CADI was offered an electrical toolboP. (espite claiming not 

to know much, an hour later he was guiding a growing gang in 

building a connected laptop-battery bank and joining it to a 

solar trellis and windmill made from cut-up trafflc cones and 

signs – complete with a biofeedback system displaying the 

health of the potatoes through some old red, amber and green 

fluorescent trafflc bulbs they ‘borrowed’ from a defunct street 

crossing.

SYCA and ELI helped design stencils for a mural on the adja-

cent wall. They naturally attracted a posse of younger kids who 

had never ePperienced such creative freedom to just paint, 

make and do whatever the fuck they wanted to a public space. 

Their materials were some half-empty spray cans, limestone 

rocks, mud, chalk and really anything they could find that made 

a splash. Soon, they discovered that some of the materials 

were indeed conductive. That meant they could be rigged up 

to the same magical synths and instruments the plants were 

serenading everyone with. Before long, their mural wall wasn’t 

just a static, passive image but a living, breathing, playable, 

singing, sentient creature. (id the mural come to life thanks 

to their input or did the input just help them see it was alive all 

along?

MOSS, crouched behind an upturned crate, documented 

every rusty-wrapped act of resistance like a war correspondent 

deep undercover in a community garden. On their vast array of 

SS( hard drives, they had obsessively recorded the knowledge, 

wisdom and culture the late-stage Big x xult had been slowly 
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eradicating. It was their effort to preserve it for future humans 

or other sentient beings to discover – to prove we weren’t all 

just thick, violent, self-obsessed machine minds. If only MOSS 

could capture this particular moment: all five BLOOMTIMECS 

oXine and in person, hands covered in dirt yet happier than 

they knew possible. Dor the first time ever, they questioned the 

inevitability of our human self-destruction. 

Then, the idea came to them: a picture can speak a thou-

sand words. A surge of alien ePtraversion took over their body 

as they raced around the car-park-turned-garden, frantically 

talking to every soul on the lookout for the ePtremely un-

likely possibility someone had a Qolaroid camera with them. 

ARer a hundred predictable rejections, they finally approached 

the old punk with the coolboP of vegan haggis wraps who 

had barely said anything anyone could make sense of all day. 

No more words were needed. He dove deep into the pile of 

wondrous junk that filled the black hole under his mobility 

scooter and, with the sincerity of someone fulfilling an ancient 

prophecy, unveiled in the palms of his clasped hands a Qo-

laroid OneStep S7-08, synchronistically loaded with one final 

Qolaroid picture. 

‘I’ve been saving it for today it seems,’ the old man suddenly 

spoke coherently with a smirk.

‘No way! You literally couldn’t make this up!’ MOSS laughed.

MOSS and the old man started deliberating on how to 

best use their one and only shot. They hadn’t have bothered. 

The unfolding cosmic lasagna chaos called life sometimes just 

aligns itself in a way far superior than you could ever manufac-

ture: A small toddler had caught the attention of most in the 

garden, as they scrawled wild glyphs from a seemingly ancient 
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alien civilisation on a wall in thick chalk beside KEENA’s jel-

lyfish stencil and ELI’s ‘fist of loving resistance’, hand-drawn 

in chalk, soil and period blood for a depth of colour. The wall 

had become a real bloom of contradictions – layers of rage, 

mystery and rebirth. With everyone looking the same way, 

distracted by the alien disguising as a toddler, MOSS, without 

a second thought, stood still, inhaled deeply and held their 

breath. With a certainty you only ever ePperience in perfect 

peak flow, MOSS pressed assuredly down on the satisfyingly 

analogue button. The warm click, shzzzzzzzz, buhhhhhhh, 

shzzzzzzzz filled the air with curious nostalgia. Not for their 

past – most present were far too young to remember Qolaroids 

the first time round. No, a deeper nostalgia for all humanity, 

for all our shared forgotten pasts, for all the memories, feelings 

and ephemeral moments of true connection we have shared 

before they evaporated outward to the ePpanding cosmos. 

‘Hawww jungle massiiiiiiive!  You caught  it,  you really 

caught it, didn’t you? Let’s see, quick!’ the old half-deaf man 

screamed with ePcitement. He’d carried that camera around 

with him everywhere with just one shot in it for almost forty 

years.

Younger folk have become so accustomed to framed, fil-

tered and fake photos fabricated for fucked-up algorithms 

that the announcement of a clandestine, unprepared, ana-

logue photo being taken without warning – without a chance 

to fiP hair, reapply make-up or plaster on fake smiles – was 

quite startling. They all rushed to watch the process live as 

the old M8s machine swished and swirled and finally spat out 

the end product: a white and grey Qolaroid slowly coming into 

focus like a newborn’s vision.
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There it was. Their whole group, mid-laugh, covered in 

paint and soil and tech. CADI holding a soldering iron like a hot 

sword. KEENA rolling her eyes but not hiding her smile. SYCA 

scowling comically mid-rant with glitter on her cheeks and 

teeth. ELI with a worm on her ePtended finger, encouraging 

the hieroglyph toddler to keep painting. MOSS behind the lens, 

yet reflected faintly in a shard of glass glistening, as even the 

sun could not hold back its curiosity, bursting through the grey 

weighted blanket for a peek at the unePpected action. Only 

then, MOSS noticed something written perfectly on the wall 

in the background of the shot:

THECE IS NO THEM, NO OTHEC – ONLY 

WE.

Dor a brief second, the gaggle of gathering faces around the 

Qolaroid went silent and a few tears gently gathered on cheeks. 

It was such a warm reminder of the taste of love and possibil-

ity in the air, and the first time many present – not just the 

BLOOMTIME five – had socialised outdoors in years. As the 

plants were watered and their roots allowed to ePpand, so too 

were the human roots that had similarly been restricted by ar-

tificial boPes for far too long. This photo captured it all and yet, 

it was ephemeral, mortal and would only ever be viewed once. 

MOSS wrote the date on the front and turned the Qolaroid 

over in their hands. One by one, everyone imprinted their dirty 

thumbprint on the back. Then, MOSS pulled a transparent 

zip-lock bag from his pouch and dropped the photo in. To 

their leR was a small hole, maybe two feet deep. Before some 
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tomato plant could fill it, MOSS placed the bag between two 

almost-airtight, cracked slate roof tiles and buried it at the 

bottom of the hole.

This photo was evidence. Evidence that everything they, 

the former DoomTimers, had believed – every grim prophecy, 

every iron wall, every dead-end apocalypse – was a fucking 

lie. Because if this moment could ePist, if a group of broken, 

black-holed, half-feral doomers could find themselves laugh-

ing in the ruins of a dogshit Glasgow car park, then it was just 

smoke and mirrors – this prison of fear they’d been trapped 

in: The world is dying. Humanity is trash. Nothing changes for 

the better. Hope is for idiots. Kindness is weakness. Emotions 

are chemical imbalances. Dreedom is a scam. You are alone, 

waiting to die.

The five young Scots had carried those beliefs in their 

cracking anger, twisting every attempt at vulnerability or soR-

ness into a cynical joke. But the truth, as they were discovering, 

was: they’d been tricked. Idealism was never just fantasy. 1i-

olent doom and cynicism about positive change wasn’t ‘gritty 

realism’. The world is not dying. Like a loving mother full of 

compassion for her prodigal child she has been quietly calling 

them home, and for the first time in their lives, all five finally 

felt at home. Life doesn’t want to end just because the Big x 

xult says so. It wants to erupt, to reclaim, to flood back through 

every crack we can ePpose in the concrete with our dirty 

hands. It doesn’t want us humans to end, either. We were never 

meant to survive this life alone, nor were we meant to live in 

cages of debt, shame and isolation. We descend from billions 

of ancestors who survived thanks to laughing until their ribs 

almost broke, dancing until their knees wanted to surrender, 
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tenderly stroking, gently kissing and ecstatically making love 

before they finally returned to stardust. We humans are not 

problems to be solved. We are songs to be sung, jungles to grow, 

future myths and legends to be lived. And if this – this moment 

we are all ePperiencing – is truly the end of civilisation, it 

won’t be with a violent bang or a whispering whimper. Like 

the phoeniP rising, it’ll be with a seed cracking, waiting for 

these very flames of change to open and unfold one huge, 

solar-powered middle finger with a smile.

It was very early days aRer our Interdependence, but what 

was taking root in that car park in Glasgow was starting to 

sprout all across Scotland. That day, in the silence of the mo-

ment, the last embers of DoomTime and all its frustration and 

anger hissed out. These were no longer just the lost kids of a 

dying empire. These were the new guardians and gardeners 

of a world full of new roots searching for connections long 

lost in the smouldering ashes of the old xult. If it happened in 

Solartime Scotland, it could happen anywhere – even where 

you are reading this now.

I’m writing this chapter a few years aRer those early honey-

moon days. I first met SYCA, and later CADI, over in Cothesay. 

Through them, I was introduced to the rest of the gang who all 

recounted their own version of the story I just told you. ARer 

the guerilla-garden awakening, they eventually each returned 

to their corners of Scotland with their new Solarpirate motiva-

tions and connections. (espite being spread like seeds across 
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the country, they come to each other’s aid when called upon 

and cause maPimum chaos wherever they go.

ARer helping to reinvigorate his own island, CADI soon 

became a wee bit famous across Scotland’s community gar-

dens and eco-tech co-ops as the ‘battery whisperer’, creating 

resilient microgrids powered by salvaged junk and backyard 

wind turbines. 

KEENA threw herself heart-first into the waves, facing her 

secret fears. She started rewilding Scotland’s coastal kelp 

forests, helping to build underwater parks where dolphins, 

otters and the occasional nudist kayaker could roam free. She 

never lost her raging grief for the ocean genocide, but instead 

of letting it drown her, she has begun to use it as fuel.

ELI turned full witch. Not the cartoon version, the real one 

– the ancient green rebel. She became a mushroom farmer and 

mycelium builder, healing degraded lands with spore-based, 

plastic-eating magic. She was pretty influential in some of the 

remedial actions we covered aRer the ePtent of England’s en-

vironmental sabotage became apparent.

MOSS never stopped archiving but now, it wasn’t for the end 

of the world. They built the first Memory Orchard in (umfries, 

a living library where every fruit tree carried an interactive 

plaque of its species and a folk song, a story or a lost dialect 

word. Just like me and LODI, they also volunteered for the 

Solarpunk Society and, as you might remember, analysed the 

SWB data that we retrieved on our North Sea mission.

And SYCA – bold, fiery SYCA, the girl who once thought 

her only act of rebellion was not birthing anyone new into a 

broken world – grew into a woman who decided to mother a 

future for us all. Not with children )not yet, maybe not ever6 but 
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by defending, debating and building the fragile new ecosystems 

that allowed all other children – animal, plant and human alike 

– to have a fighting chance. When I first met her, she was the 

sharpest, loudest and most brilliant young voice in the move-

ment. Now, you know why. Her trauma and struggle helped her 

navigate the tumultuous times aRer our Interdependence and 

come out the other end as a love warrior, a true Solarpirate and, 

like her friends, someone no longer in any doubt what planet 

she calls home.
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28
Growing the Circle

‘I do not know what I may appear to the world; 

but to myself I seem to have been only like a boy 

playing on the seashore, diverting myself in now 

and then finding a smoother pebble or a prettier 

shell than ordinary, whilst the great ocean of 

truth lay all undiscovered before me.’

— Isaac Newton

W ith amazing minds and hearts like SYRA and her pals 

piling in, we got shit done fast in those early days. Not 

to blow too much smoke up our collective Solarpunk arses, 

but we solved a fair amount fairly quickly. There was a ton of 

low-hanging fruit, mind you, once the big butt of the old bull 

was off our chest. We didn’t miraculously solve climate change 

overnight, but does it surprise you if I said we solved hunger 

and homelessness all while tackling a huge major environmen-

tal mess at the same time?

Both our timelines have enough food for everyone to eat 

twice over and then some, yet in Cybertime millions still starve 
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– aye, even in Scotland. Weans wae maws who are forced to 

choose between heatin’ and eatin’, while roughly half of global 

food produce never touches a mouth, ending up in landfills or 

as feed for farm animals on death row. Don’t forget the en-

tire fucking rainforests getting chopped down for monoculture 

soya right now – only 7% of which is for humans, by the way. 

Megalith meat corporations forever chew up and destroy 77% 

of farmland to deliver only 18% of human calories consumed, 

since 93% of that soya is fed to poor cows destined to have their 

throats cut so we can eat a fried cancerous burger. This surely 

is the definition of fucking madness.

What did we do against this gargantuan wastefulness, at least 

in our wee corner of the world? I can say so much: we didn’t 

need blockchain, billionaires or a Silicon Valley spyware app. 

We just needed to find ways to stop incentivising selfish dick 

behaviour. Make housing, heating and eating a non-negotiable. 

These are our basic human rights. No one chooses to be born 

a…er all; this world and the people before them did. The least 

we can do is make sure every kid born has stable ground to 

try to walk on. It’s ironic that those who dare call themselves 

‘pro-life’ don’t seem to give a fuck about the actual lives of the 

foetuses turned babies as soon as they are born. It’s almost as 

if they are more concerned with controlling women’s bodies 

than the fate of babies and childrenx 

It’s not impossible to imagine a country that eJtends its em-

pathy to all living beings, especially humans surviving without 

something as basic as a roof over their heads or food in their 

bellies. Fust like our sisters and brothers in Uinland – who 

ironically are implementing an idea from the HS, of all places – 

we, in Solartime Scotland, simply put (ousing Uirst )and then, 
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of course, food security alongside it!. Uinland has practical-

ly eradicated homelessness overnight and guess how they 

did it? They made suitable homes for people without homes 

a.k.a. the homeless. Wow2 (ow ingenious, right? The best 

part, of course, is that, on the whole, it works. In Cybertime 

Scotland, you can maybe join the list for a council home, but 

more o…en than not, only on the condition that you get off 

drink and drugs )self-medication to manage homelessness 

in many cases!, have a bank account )impossible without 

an address! and fill in all mandatory bureaucracy )requires 

basic reading and writing skills and a computer with in-

ternet access!. Uinland simply removed these very obvious 

and deliberate Catch-OOs and asserted that, for any of that 

work to begin, each person has to have a safe and grounded 

home first. Yes, there might be some initial chaos and many 

will need eJtra support, but a simple home and a hot meal 

has to be the entry point to tackling the myriad of compleJ 

problems and challenges homeless people face today.

(ow come Uinland achieves this almost effortlessly? Is 

it because they are mega rich and can afford what must 

cost billions to accomplish? Actually, when adding up the 

immense savings on emergency services, prisons and social 

services, Uinland saves taJ money overall – compared to 

allowing homelessness to continue. Kn average, the H£ 

taJpayer forks out about 03Gk annually per homeless per-

son when it’s all added up, with 01Ok alone coming from the 

so-called justice system. 5uess how much Uinland’s and our 

Solarpunk (ome Uirst project costs per person? Between 

09-01Ek. That’s a saving of roughly EG% per person – and 

good environmental economics karma.
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If it’s such a no-brainer and every Big C Cult government 

in the world is aware of these stats, how come they still allow 

millions to be homeless? It can’t be an accident that there are 

record numbers of empty homes and homeless people at the 

same time. During CKVID, here in Cybertime, the H£ govern-

ment ended homelessness practically overnight. It was only a 

temporary fiJ though as long as the homeless were a health 

threat to rich people. Knce they weren’t, the government threw 

them all back out on the streets.

What about hunger? Vast amounts of uneaten food land in 

the bin every day, while millions of bellies go hungry. This is 

getting to the literal gut of the problem, the true cancer and 

sickness of the late-stage Big C Cult – for every cult needs their 

sacrificial lambs to keep the gods )or demons! on their side. 

Back before our timelines split, I remember I’d go bin-raiding 

with DRIUT and other friends. Dumpster diving, others call it. 

The big supermarket skips were bursting every night: eJotic 

fruit still fresh, so… warm bread, dented soup cans – all edible 

and in-date. It was a feast for hundreds deemed, for whatever 

reason, no longer useful. We’d collect and distribute to pals and 

neighbours, throwing potlucks and donating cooked meals to 

the homeless. Lven as a vegan, I’d sometimes eat bin-rescued 

meat. The bigger tragedy was to cause all that unnecessary 

animal suffering just to then waste the poor animal’s death. A 

rescued meal from the bin – even if it’s made from meat – 

means I have to contribute less money to the eJtraction system 

of farming, at least for that one meal. I’d argue this is the best 

diet, causing the least harm to the planet in such a system, 

while still eating better than a king. Some call it freeganism: 

target unnecessary waste, upcycle and eat anything you can, 

489



while remaining strictly vegan when using your hard cash or 

purchasing power at a till. That way you create less and less 

demand for unsustainable eJtraction and less profits for the 

fuckhead Tesco or Walmart owners. 

Then, supermarkets all across the H£ started pouring blue 

dye, bleach and fuck knows what chemicals over the perfectly 

good food in their bins. ‘éiability’ they claimed, in case some-

one sued them if they got sick. So, out of concern for safety, 

they deliberately made the food 1GG% unsafe to eatx aye, nae 

bother. It was stinkingly obvious they were concerned about 

protecting one thing – their scarcity-induced profits. Ualse 

scarcity, when kids are hungry and homeless, is a continual 

violation of basic human dignity – bin half your produce to 

keep prices high while customers grow poorer in a deliberate-

ly caused ‘cost of living crisis’. Lven that Nazi-loving bastard 

(enry Uord knew that hungry workers don’t buy cars.1 

This isn’t a problem of one or two quirky CLKs. These bad 

apples are industriously churned out by a zombie machine 

we originally built to feed us. Now, it demands us to feed it. 

Infinite growth will eat the whole cosmic ship unless we jam a 

big fucking banana up its eJhaust, drain the oil, reprogramme 

the logic board, smother it in photosynthetic bio-matter – and 

maybe give it some cuddles for good measure. Change the 

mission, the metrics and the definition of success, then we 

will see manufactured problems becoming solutions to other 

problems. It seems so obvious when you write it down: Uood 

1. Uamous for mass-producing cars his workers could afford, (enry was also 

a huge anti-semite and Nazi sympathiser, awarded the 5rand Cross of the 

5erman Lagle by (itler himself for his contribution to the Nazi state.
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waste can be a solution to solve human hunger2 Uilling empty 

homes and building new social housing solves homelessness2

So before we tackled any new food production, over in 

Solartime, we first closed the loop between waste and hunger. 

SeJy veg stalls gave ‘ugly’ food pride of place, selling huge 

quantities of farmer produce that was usually binned because 

it wasn’t pretty enough to be sold in supermarkets. We nicked 

Urance’s supermarket-waste ban and went one better: partner 

with community kitchens and projects or get an additional 

waste taJ slapped onto your food business. Working-class food 

deserts disappeared as the most proactive food retailers saw 

their profits rise. Lthical businesses grew; planetary leeches 

like Coca-ColaO  and NestlZ faded away like sorry roadside 

Wimpys. There was an eJplosion in pay-what-you-can cafZs 

and canteens, li…ed from Brazil’s Pero (unger flrogramme. 

They were hip, vegan, volunteer-led hubs with tunes as good as 

the grub – not run-down Victorian poor houses or Cybertime 

food banks. Anyone was welcome any time; no need for paper-

work, food stamps or any other displays of shame. Wednesday 

4at whites and co-working sessions were paired with adult 

literacy classes and free creches; Uriday night sober ravers 

were high on kombucha and kale kebabs. The great thing about 

eJ-hobos and hipsters is they’re basically indiscernible in fash-

ion, so nobody knew or cared who was whom. ‘Community’ 

O. Coke is as toJic in its corporate dealings as it is for your body. Their dirtiest 

legacy includes accusations of depleting and polluting water supplies )notably 

in India!, collusion with right-wing paramilitaries and juntas in éatin America 

)linked to violence against union leaders! and a long record of union-busting 

and labour eJploitation. Coca-Cola is rotting the planet faster than your fucking 

teeth2 
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stopped being a dirty class slur. Dead council halls came alive 

again. Fust like Red Vienna’s social housing has proven over the 

test of time – when spaces are vibrant, intersectional and di-

verse, crime vanishes, inner city issues dissipate and collective 

unity and pride grows.3  In our inner-city eJ-slums and council 

estates, seed libraries and grow-eJchanges started to replace 

high-street betting shops. Tanning salons became hydro hubs; 

not eJclusively for weed either, but loads of edible veg too. 

Lven in the suburbs, things started to evolve drastically. Lvery 

back garden, street patch and courtyard became a new node 

in a nationally digitalised permaculture network. Neighbours 

and whole communities started sharing water, seeds and soil – 

timing resources, mimicking how an ancient forest functions: 

no one had a glut of one thing and a famine of another. A lot 

of the data sharing and management happened automatically 

through community apps built with our Mé5s.

Similar things are beginning to sprout even here in Cyber-

time. In Berlin, for eJample, the open-source app Gieß den 

Kiez lets citizens water and even ‘adopt’ trees in their neigh-

bourhood. It shows key data such as species, age, last watering 

and rainfall, turning much-needed hydration assistance into 

a civic ecosystem and community task rather than a munic-

ipally neglected chore. No one gets paid to water the trees 

in their area and no Stalinist collectivisation is needed either; 

3. Red Vienna )1919–1936! built +G,GGG  beautiful, affordable apartments, funded 

by taJes on the wealthy. (ousing was universal and class-miJed so it avoided 

the stigma of ‘schemes’. Because the stock was never sold off, nearly +G% of 

Viennese still live in municipal or non-profit housing today, making it the most 

affordable major Luropean capital with no housing crisis )see (elmut 5ruber’s 

Red Vienna!.
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no one imposes anything. Gieß den Kiez is just the result of 

an intelligent and emergent initiative that gives local volun-

teers the tools to shape their community. This is what trust 

and abundance does: you know your neighbours, share kits, 

swap surpluses and donate produce to city projects feeding 

anonymous folks you don’t know. I love witnessing the first tiny 

connecting tissues of our two timelines starting to intertwine 

like a DNA strand. We need to connect so many more, but 

the process has already started. This work is the thing keeping 

hope alive inside of me.

Back in Solartime, we took advantage of non-invasive apps 

in other ways too. New land-share maps opened up opportuni-

ties like underused parks, verges, old rail lines and abandoned 

buildings for applied commons usage. If it wasn’t moving or 

already growing, you could plant or rebuild it. Maybe you never 

ate the apple you planted yourself. Uine – a hiker or bird will. 

And you’ll get to eat someone else’s cherries today. Maybe your 

children will eat the apples from trees fertilised by the babies 

of the birds that eat your apples today. Kur eJchanges stopped 

being transactional: no RKI spreadsheets were needed before 

we li…ed a finger. We trust that kindness, when given freely, 

comes back tenfold anyways. Ironically, the solution to feeling 

like you have nothing is to 5IVL more. Abundance pulled us 

back to our human roots: 5IUT, 5HARD and 5RKW more than 

you take. So fucking simple, yet in the fog of it all, we somehow 

forgot. Kh aye – we were in a cult2

The £ogui people of Colombia, an indigenous tribe living 

in the mountainous and coastal areas of the Sierra Nevada 

de Santa Marta, lovingly call us white Luropeans their ‘little 

brothers and sisters’. Despite the white man almost wiping 
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them off the face of the Larth and destroying their homes, they 

still hold this loving and forgiving view toward us. This is a 

sign they truly are our elders. We Westerners naively charge 

head-first without looking where we are going; while they were 

forced to retreat to the mountaintops to keep the sacred fire 

going. éooking out from their vantage point across the world, 

with their wisdom and compassion, they see the change that 

is coming for us. Yet they don’t see apocalypse, fire and brim-

stone hell for their oppressors. Instead, they see their younger 

siblings having to grow up. 

If we truly are the little siblings, maybe coming out of our 

terrible twos, Solarpunk’s early years felt like entering our 

puberty – full of growth surges, spots and reckless freedom. 

Cybertime economists would call much of this Solarpunk evo-

lution ‘degrowth’ but strangely enough, much of our economy 

actually blossomed – at least for the companies that could 

keep up. Sustainable trust-based models surged while brittle 

models profiting from niche eJploitation, hoarding and false 

scarcity withered. Kverall, there was still growth in 5Dfl. If 

this sounds like a contradiction, look at bees: The ‘beeconomy’ 

has aligned the happiness, health and success of bees with 

plants, 4owers and therefore the entire planet. It takes some 

getting our heads around, but human growth is possible as 

well as alignment with nature. We just need to listen to the 

beeconomists more than the Cult’s priests. Fason (ickel and 

other radical economists rightfully point out that green growth 

alone is simply not a solution to climate change under the Big 

C Cult since the underlying virus is still present. If Lurope, 

under a cult model that demands growth at all costs, decided 

to build another three terra watts of green energy capacity to 
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tackle climate change, that new capacity will never ever be 

used to replace fossil fuels. It will only ever be added on top 

of it. The new energy capacity will simply be spent creating 

new shit on top of everything we already have. Solar panels 

and the rest, therefore, may inadvertently make things worse: 

instead of living sustainably, we have eJpanded our production 

and consumption of unnecessary shit, leaving us even more 

bloated and vulnerable to climate disaster.

The current Cult is essentially a cancerous zombie goldfish. 

Lven if you add the finest sustainable organic food to its bowl, 

the fish will devour it alongside the old food and rapidly swell 

up, consuming everything it can in a single-minded pursuit of 

infinite growth until the glass shatters and it suffocates on the 

wet shards. 5reen growth is not a solution to climate change 

under the Cult. It is only eJacerbating the problem.

In Solartime, we first tackled the underlying cult economic 

motivations by dismantling the debt trap, eliminating vulture 

shareholders and building a new model aimed at peak hap-

piness rather than production or profit. Taking steps towards 

solving hunger and homelessness while vastly reducing waste 

was a relatively straightforward task. Kther problems were 

trickier – the higher-hanging yet juicier fruit. The irony is that, 

as our circle of eJperience and knowledge eJpands, so does 

the circumference of darkness surrounding and touching it. 

Things didn’t always get easier the more problems we solved. 

Instead, as we peered deeper into that darkness, we simply 

became more aware of the things we didn’t know yet. New-

ton and other scientists were acutely aware of this challenge 

facing anyone trying to build a complete system in an infinite 

universe. Lvery solution we came up with birthed new prob-
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lems of their own. Lvery answer widened the horizon of the 

unanswered. The law of unintended consequences is a bitch 

– especially if you’re an ineJperienced adolescent, over-eJ-

cited and uncontrollably sprinting in all directions at once. 

Inevitably, you are going to trip and hurt yourself sometimes.

Our Darkest Days

Lverything has both a yin and a yang energy. The key is to 

try and find a balance between them, but that wasn’t always 

easy, especially in the eJplosive early days. Kn one side of 

our evolving Solartime Scotland, there are the wild ones – 

the misfits, hackers, dreamers and rage revolutionaries with 

nothing to lose. I was one of those wild ones for sure, a 

technophiliac, philomath and neophile. Kn day five at the flar-

liament raves, I was helping to set up sound systems, curating 

sound journeys that connect a simple speaker cone’s vibrating 

air molecules with a new world – a world without the fear 

of apocalypses, weaponised famines, industrialised suffering, 

wars, patriarchies, colonies... I began to convince myself that 

the key to the entrance to that new world might be hidden in 

the sound frequencies themselves. Maybe you wince reading 

that – alarm bells going off about woo-woo miJed with utopian 

optimism, creating a dangerousTstampede to slap a new model 

on top of the old, no matter who gets trampled in the process.

Don’t worry, you are not alone. flrobably half of Scotland 

shares the same worry – that once again, some promised end 

will somehow justify whatever means necessary to get there. 

Lven a…er our Interdependence, many remain sceptical and 

worried about the utter speed of change. Many folk with longer 
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memories than me remember other historical grand promises 

that slowly curdled into despotism – a prophesied utopia just 

over the hill, easily within reach, as soon as we eradicate the 

people stood in the way. Kne person’s utopia can very quickly 

become another’s hell. You support the ‘freedom fighters’ to-

day, only to find out they are the new stormtroopers oppressing 

you tomorrow, stealing your children and killing your granny.

These folk with a more cautious approach are the other side 

of the coin, the yang to our evangelical yin. These are not sim-

ply conservatives, standing in the way of progress. They are the 

gardeners, archivists, ancient healers and stubborn keepers of 

community fires – not against change per se; they’ve just lived 

enough lives to know not all that is old is evil. If we recklessly 

tear up a supposedly obsolete system, we might accidentally 

rip out something irreplaceable. Not every beautiful dream is 

capable of dealing with the inevitable mud and rain. When a 

storm comes, the true colours of that dream are put through 

the litmus test – like the ‘enlightened’ Luropeans proclaiming 

dignity and human rights while violently removing the hu-

manity of millions at the end of a gun barrel; or the so-called 

socialists of 5ermany’s 5DR, building a workers’ republic yet 

calling in foreign Russian tanks to crush the bodies of those 

very workers. It’s when a system is challenged that its mask 

comes off and its true identity is revealed. This is what we are 

seeing happening today in Cybertime: not the end of the Big C 

Cult yet, but the disillusion of its thin mask of civility.

If you see smoke and shout ‘UIRL2’ in a crowded theatre, 

the proceeding rush to the eJit might crush and kill folk. 

5ood intentions alone aren’t enough to end all our suffering; in 

fact, if we don’t balance our hearts’ intentions with our heads’ 
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wisdom, we may cause more harm than good. Thing is, all 

this small-c conservatism – despite how it may seem – isn’t 

anti-Solarpunk at all; it’s just the other side of it. Balance these 

energies or eat shit, is the gauntlet thrown down in front of us. 

Were we aware of that at the beginning of our spotty pubescent 

journey? Were we fuck2 Sometimes, we rushed to plant seeds 

and woke up to find we’d grown monsters.
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29
The Wild Within Us

R ewilding is an awesome word but when it comes to a 

national policy and framework – what does it actually 

mean? The goal was never to turn Scotland into some safari 

park or curated ‘nature experience’ for tourists and kids on 

a school trip. Nor did rewilding mean building a nationwide 

botanical prison with exotic displays, Latin labels and signs on 

perfectly mowed grass saying ‘Don’t Touch’. What we meant by 

rewilding was true reintegration: folk, foxes and fungi back in 

the same messy yet interconnected system.

How the hell could we even begin such an ambition aPer 

thousands of years of enclosure? We decided to start with the 

corridors. Simple idea – maybe even too simple: stitch every 

last remaining scrap of green together. Barks to riverbanks. 

firownIelds to birch woods. jnstead of shoving ‘nature’ in a 

box marked ‘weekend visit’, we encouraged it to creep back 

through the cracks and breathe again as one -oinedflup orfl

ganism – one where all plants and animals could explore and 

coexist. The point wasn’t to keep humans out. jt was to gently 

erase the line that said we weren’t part of it.

jt worked pretty well, at Irst. Wild Cowers burst out of railfl

way verges like they’d been waiting on the goflsignal. Species 
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of bees and birds long gone started to reappear. qountry foxes 

and deer followed the greenways through town szuares – not 

searching for halffleaten sausage rolls and piAAa boxes but befl

cause the greenways started to resemble their home too. RFGj 

even found a hedgehog family snuggling in the solar battery 

shed he built behind the Eovan grow coflop. KLj near broke 

down greetin’ when a colony of bees turned her compost loo 

chimney into their massive hive. ‘jt’s like they picked me, man,’ 

she sobbed. 

;KKNF -ust snorted, ‘How did you convince them your shit 

smells like roses?’

Gor a while, it was magic. The cities were learning to breathe 

again and the countryside was no longer the scene of some 

Watership Down genocide. fiut somehow, we still fucked it. 

We went too far too fast without considering all elements of 

a biosphere. With hindsight, we spent too much time focused 

on the cute ones: rabbits, deer, beavers even – you know, the 

fairytale storybook crewff the ones your granny stitched onto 

tea towels. We leP the extinct predators out of the plan. Golk 

were too entranced trying to Ilm red szuirrels doing parkour 

across grassed rooPops when the imbalance crept in. jndigefl

nous tree saplings were constantly stripped bare no matter 

how many we planted. Wetlands were trampled into mud soup, 

killing offi ground nesting bird species. Whole nature nurseries 

munched for a buffiet breakfast by moles, voles, rabbits and 

deer, who had no natural predators to give them any sense of 

caution or restraint. The issue is that an exploding population 

of herbivores without suOcient predation will sooner or later 

lead to the decimation of all vegetation, crops and trees. This, 

in turn, can lead to mass famine and population collapse. jf 
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your goal is the reforestation and restoration of the temperate 

rainforests, good luck getting anything offi the ground with a 

million munchied herbivores roaming around freely. F vegan 

animal rightsflbased approach does not give us an easy solution 

to this problem. What do we do when the individual needs and 

rights of those newly populated animals are at odds with the 

ecosystem we and they depend upon to live?

The old aristocratic hunting estates were largely going exfl

tinct in Scotland aPer our land tax changes, oPen transformed 

into various forms of community rewilding pro-ects. So, to 

manage the new green corridors and the exploding animal 

populations eating all the plants and trees, we hired many 

of the old estate groundskeepers: humans with experience of 

handling riCes. Not hunters of course. Mh no, we dressed them 

up as ‘ecosystem technicians’, trained and accountable – or so 

the naive Solarpunk Society suggested in their early recomfl

mendations. These new biosphere employees gathered data on 

apps and clipboards, used biodegradable ammunition and folfl

lowed a strict ban on proIting from, or having any conCicts of 

interest regarding, the necessary kills. fiut still: we had somefl

how ended up back at humans with guns calling the shots on 

who should live and who should die. We convinced ourselves 

it was better this way – that it would minimise unnecessary 

suffiering, keeping it ‘humane’ and transparent, showing the 

world that we Solarpunks could ‘manage’ ecosystems better 

than the old aristocrats ever had. Truth is, it was mostly hubris.

Humans roaming around with guns trying to control the 

natural breath we were simultaneously trying to liberate was 

always going to lead to tragedy eventually. jt still breaks my 

heart, though, that that tragedy had to happen to qorey Ycfl
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Niven. Twelve years old, playing in the forests behind his new 

family home, it was a classic case of wrong place, wrong angle, 

wrong clothes even. He blended into the gorse and moss -ust 

like a stag. jt was a particularly problematic area with far too 

many deer. ;ill zuotas had been agreed upon by the local clan. 

Mne technician’s itchy Inger – maybe from too much coffiee 

or not enough – on a mission to meet his daily zuota and get 

home early, Ired a single reactive shot and that was that. No 

more qorey. He was born a city kid who had moved out to a 

new ecoflcommunity with his single mum to start over aPer her 

troublesome breakup. qorey was obsessed with goats, always 

showing offi the wee billy he trained to follow him and sit on 

command like a dog. We all watched the live scenes of his pet 

goat crying and searching for qorey in those woods. jt didn’t 

matter how rare an incident it was or how many safety reports 

came out aPer. Fn innocent kid was now dead, all in the name 

of trying to rebalance a system we had invited. The ensuing 

public debate ripped the country in two and the Solarpunk 

Society, which hosted and held space for the debates, really 

felt the pressure – pushing it to the breaking point as extreme 

emotions Cared up and Ighting broke out.

Mne side – the side j agreed with at the time – said this 

proves we need the real predators back. Wolves, lynx and bears 

not in Aoos or safaris, but back out there in their natural habitatff 

the way it was meant to be without human micromanagement. 

Let the wild handle its own balance without our arrogance and 

guns in the way.

The other side dug in harder, especially some of the new 

homesteaders now living in the reintegrated natural spaces 

where humans and wildlife roamed free. These are the folks 
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who had Inally escaped the cities, built their Karthships, plantfl

ed their gardens and got their chickens, but were still struggling 

to Igure out how to make it all work sustainably and safely. jt 

was bad enough with foxes threatening their chickens. They 

sure as fuck didn’t want a big bad wolf sniOng round, eating 

their young children. Telegram groups Illed with dead lamb 

rumours from abroad where predators had been reintroduced 

and a shaky drone clip that might’ve been a lynx, possibly a 

stray dog or simply a bin bag. jt didn’t matter. Gear travels 

faster than facts. The arguments Iltered up through the local 

clans and hit the Ereat qlan Eathering like a storm. jt nearfl

ly broke our consensus models altogether. jn the end, aPer 

months of national debates, petitions and midnight sessions, 

a Inal consensus was made by the EqE and a third attempt 

at a public referendum Inally passed. jt was one of the most 

controversial ones so far. jt was a plan for trial reintroductions 

in speciIc areas at Irst, strictly monitored by scientists with 

each biosphere responsible for their own adoption strategy 

and timeline. jt was the hardest decision our new society ever 

faced to date. Ye and LMGj had stood up at our local meetings, 

trying to cool the panic, saying things like: ‘Look, predators 

aren’t the problem. Bredators are the repair.’

‘Real wildlife has teeth, aye, but that’s the point. Uou can’t 

declaw a truly wild forest.’

‘Those predators would have no reason to see us as enemies 

or potential food, especially given that we are reintroducing 

them into an environment swimming in prey, much easier and 

tastier than us.’

The scientists on the whole backed us up with evidence 

from places like Uellowstone National Bark. Reintroduced 
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wolves stuck to eating deer rather than tourists, and lynx 

patrolled the isolated hills rather than hen houses, much 

more scared of the humans than the humans were of them. 

Yore importantly, there, a small amount of predators had 

a huge effiect on the herbivores. Deer in particular started 

hiding in established forests rather than out in the open. 

This allowed vegetation to regrow on barren valleys and 

hillsides much faster.  Fs the programme rolled out nafl

tionwide, early reports said livestock losses were tiny and 

human casualties were Aero. Mn paper, it was all working as 

predicted and the storm pretty much came to pass.

(ntil Bickles disappeared. Mur wee rescue cat – three 

legs and deaf in one ear – had survived starvation, eviction 

vans, pandemics and probing from forflproIt vets. He was 

the toughest bastard j ever knew. Then, one night, he was 

gone. jn my slumber, j thought j heard a short scream out 

back, then silence. j searched for hours. j couldn’t sleep 

properly for nights aPer, imagining every sound would be 

him hopping back in the window. To this day, j don’t exactly 

know the fate of Bickles. jt could’ve been anything really: 

a car, a fall, some feral dog. Yaybe he found someone with 

better cat food )although that’s unlikely because LMGj used 

to cook for him…. Yy gut fear told me it was one of the new 

lynx and, for the Irst time, j felt what the homesteaders 

were feeling and maybe the deer, too – that gutflsick panic 

that something toothier than you might be waiting -ust 

beyond the fence. j imagined we had young kids playing in 

the garden that evening tooV

The cognitive dissonance of it all fucked me up. Yy head 

said, ‘Trust the scientiIc evidence, it’s working,’ while my gut 
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said, ‘The rumours, those qqTé videos, they might all be true. 

Some bastard ate Bickles.’

Gor a while, j even -oined those threads j used to mock, 

scrolling the dubiously blurry photos like a ghost hunter in 

an abandoned mansion, endlessly ruminating on the fear. The 

irony wasn’t lost on me. j’d campaigned for years to let the wild 

back in and maybe it had -ust taken my favourite cat pal back 

with it. Logic, in this scenario, doesn’t matter. The fear was real 

and overwhelming, and fear is the one thing that doesn’t need 

evidence.

So here we are, in today’s Solartime Scotland. Futonomous 

ecosystems across the country are trying various methods. 

Some regions went all in with small packs of wolves roaming 

Elen Fffiric – not loads, but enough that the deer pay attenfl

tion. The rivers themselves already looked diffierent, thanks 

to new tree root systems redirecting them – roots holding 

banks steady, soil staying put. Mther bioflregions built intefl

gration fences, patrols and buffier Aones. Some bright sparks 

even pitched Wolf National Barks with visiting hours – a hufl

manflwild hybrid incentivising harmony through education and 

tourism, so locals could make money through rewilding rather 

than play victim to it. The wilderness educators, too, got busy 

across Scotland with Gorest Schools teaching kids to track 

pawprints instead of BokJmon. Some rescued cubs were raised 

in forests alongside our own kids’ outdoor classrooms – young 

human and wolf rewilded together, raising a new generation 

who saw each other as kin and peers.

fiut no solution Its everywhere. Fnd no experiment is Inal. 

There are still longflstanding, deep, raw wounds for the anifl

mals, the forests and us humans – beginning to scab over in 
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some places, still bleeding in others. We don’t get to draw a 

map of nature and scrub out the parts of the ecosystem we call 

monsters. jf we call the wild home again, we’ve got to live with 

its teeth, too.

Forests and Fields of Compromise

jf only the complications ended there, we would be living in 

a paradise. See, once we started rewilding in earnest – not 

-ust chucking wildCower seeds at roundabouts, but tearing 

up and replanting Trump golf courses, brackenfldeserts and 

monocropped wastelands – we ran into a thorny existential 

zuestion: What land should be repurposed for food and what 

land was to be for freedom? qould there ever really be land 

enough for both?

We had this  dream that  we could create  a patchwork 

of smallflscale, familyflrun organic farms across the counfl

try that would provide enough food for everyone. Karthship 

homes nestled between forest glades or people living up in 

the trees themselves. Good forests integrated with innerflcity 

schemes. Gree community chickens wandering about, named 

aPer philosophers and poets. Kvery community baking its own 

local bread in huge communal ovens, radish gin distilleries 

springing up and wild mushrooms propagated and harvested 

omnipresently. jdeas that were all romantic as fuck.

We knew the wellfldocumented problems of the cult we 

were escaping with its industrialised farming. jt kills everything 

it touches, removing the nutrients from the soil, eradicating in 

years what takes centuries to recover, poisoning the food supfl

ply and handing over control to (S megaflcorporations – like 
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Yonsanto with their patented seeds farmers are legally banned 

from saving. The biggest pain in the tits with our alternatives, 

though – as gorgeous as small subsistence organic farms are, 

lowflimpact and chemicalflfree – was that they’re really fucking 

lowflyield in comparison. Kven with permaculture wiAardry 

and Solarpunk tech pumping up longflterm production, in the 

shortflterm at least, they couldn’t create the calories per acre 

that those awful mechanised megaflfarms could. This problem 

was magniIed further since we also intended to rewild half of 

Scotland at the same time. Uou want fihutan’s organic purism 

and the Netherlands’ food output, all while living in a rewilded 

haven for all beings? Uou’ll break the laws of physics – or at 

least the ones governing our tech as we know it today. jt turns 

out that, when you rapidly shrink industrialflscale farming and 

give back land to the wolves, boars and blooming grasslands, 

you end up in a tight spot – unless you’re ready to either starve, 

reduce the population massively or rely on imports that put 

you right back in the coloniserflconsumer trap.

jt didn’t take long for the ideological backlash to break out in 

the Solarpunk Society debates. Mn one side were the purists, 

saying, ‘jf the soil’s dead, the food’s dead. qhemical fertilisfl

ers are carcinogenic and masses of food with no nutritional 

value is useless. jndustrial agriculture is a war crime against 

small farmers and the land, -ust with a good BR team.’ Mn the 

other were the pragmatists, countering, ‘Try telling people in 

cities they can’t have affiordable bread or broccoli till the comfl

post matures in ten years time. We need to be selfflsuOcient 

and feed every mouth. This is not the time for Yaoist land 

reforms.’ The debates raged for weeks and months and the 

thing is: they’re all right to some degree. jt’s a classic case of 
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we can’t have our vegan, glutenflfree cake, made with locally 

sourced organic ingredients and eat it. We are as advanced 

as we are because we have a huge population globally, with 

billions of human minds working on billions of problemsff we 

have that huge population because it is fed and sustained by 

the very agricultural technologies we now seek to dismantle – 

the industrialisation of farming or the green revolution – and 

that population has become codependent on those oilflfuelled 

technologies to live. jt’s a hard case to argue for the restriction 

or reduction of the human population for the sake of some 

microorganisms in the soilff yet, without those microorganisms 

and mineralflrich soils, the crops will all fail with no chance to 

regenerate in time and we will eventually starve.

jn Solartime, for all the best intentions, we haven’t managed 

to eradicate industrial agriculture yet. We are simply too adfl

dicted and dependent on it still and many global challenges 

forced us to prioritise shortflterm food security over longflterm 

sustainability. However, we have tried our best to szuare the 

circle and cut it back hard, with many new rezuirements for 

rotations and soil restorations. Land that was on the verge of 

collapse, or never proItable to begin with, was handed over 

to newfluse cooperatives that focused on rewilding, Karthship 

villages and things like permaculture homestead communities 

trying to feed themselves. This highfltech, localised community 

production has been incredibly successful at growing food on 

lands that industrial agriculture never could. Ft the same time, 

we learned from the Netherlands and their landfleOcient poly 

tunnels, azuaponic stacks and hydroponic highrises. Water is 

one resource not in short supply in Scotland aPer all. We were 

inspired by qhicago and their repurposed car factories and 
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abandoned warehousesflturnedflurbanflfarms, so our agriculfl

ture took root in old breweries, bingo halls and reclaimed 

goliath Tesco Kxtras. We turned as many city streets into edible 

arteries, raised beds along old rail tracks and stations, and 

set up strawberry runners cascading down disused scaffiolding. 

Tenement back courts opened up and community funds were 

distributed for tenants to learn how to create their own comfl

munity gardens. Local workerflowned cafJs grow their own 

cucumbers and courgettes, and during harvest season, you get 

them in your salad fresh from the patch. Schools, inspired by 

1apanese pro-ects, started to grow and cook their own school 

dinners, too, where kids were taught to pick, clean and indefl

pendently en-oy food themselves. We didn’t mandate schools 

to eat more vegetables and less processed meat. When we 

handed autonomy over to the kids themselves, not many of 

them were in favour of having to slit a lamb’s throat over 

picking tomatoes from their garden or going to the market to 

buy some chickpeas and tofu. We redirected massive subsidies 

from the meat and dairy industries to support seed banks, nut 

groves and vertical orchards instead. jnspired by quba’s ‘use 

it or lose it’ policy during the Special Beriod following the 

(S oil blockade, we created landflaccess maps and commons 

protocols. Landlords who let good fertile land go to waste were 

taxed heavily, encouraging a Courishing of food forests and 

foraging commons.

Yany of these partial solutions are energyflhungry for sure, 

which opens up a whole new side of the challenge: How do we 

source suOcient sustainable, decentralised electricity? Luckifl

ly, Scotland is a renewable energy giant, especially over in Sofl

lartime – not -ust solar, but mega wind, wave and hydro power, 
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zuite literally on tap. Those ;noydart anarchist Solarpirates 

j told you about? They live in a cutfloffi peninsula that’s enfl

tirely powered by a communityflbuilt and communityflowned 

hydro dam. The solar panels are admittedly still a bit shite in 

Scotland’s infamous grey skies, but as the tech progresses, we 

are now getting enough -uiceff all of that thanks to exponential 

improvements in solar cells and battery storage tech, using 

things like sodium and water rather than lithium. 

There was a huge investment in cityflsiAed geothermal enerfl

gy pro-ects and megaflwatts from composting or burning waste. 

We actually sent a team of Scottish scientists out to the FmaAon 

to study this thing called biochar. Locals there have been doing 

it for thousands of years, we found out. ‘Terra preta’, or black 

earth, is not slashflandflburn, but slashflandflchar: lowfloxygen 

Ires with bones, shells, scraps and even broken pots mixed 

in. What the ancients, who terraformed the FmaAon basin, 

made was living soil that stayed fertile not for a few seasons, 

but for centuries. The FmaAon -ungle isn’t the wild paradise 

untouched by humans we once thought – it is a bloody great 

big garden, shaped by people much wiser than us who knew 

how to create advanced technologies in sync with the land. 

When we wiped them all out with our germs and warfare, it 

wasn’t -ust the humans we lost but potentially tens of thousands 

of years of incredible regenerative technologies that we are 

only beginning to rediscover now. So, most of the things we 

have tried for our Solarpunk pro-ect aren’t our inventions at 

all. We started small with our own waste – bracken, seaweed 

and organic throwaways – cooking it all down anaerobically 

until we unlocked the recipes for our own black gold. New exfl

perimental crops planted on top thrive, the soils hold far more 
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moisture and carbon, and artiIcial fertiliser use has dropped 

to near Aero.

Still, by the time j leP, even with all that innovation, we 

hadn’t reached full food sovereignty yetff not even close. Fnd 

that is a bitter pill to swallow, especially with the amount of 

extra citiAen effiort it took to build such a diverse system. We 

still import bananas, rice, coffiee, citrus – and aye, avocados. 

Erowing them in Scotland would rezuire more energy than a 

fucking Klon space launch. We had to stop beating ourselves up 

about that, at least for now. qlimate impact isn’t purely about 

distance travelled but about method too. F sunflgrown mango 

from a wellflpaid Yalian farmer is better for the Karth than any 

pathetic Scottish mango attempting to grow in Gebruary under 

a mile of plastic and LKD lights.

fiut, if j’m honest with you, none of that resolved the central 

dilemma: how much land should feed us, and how much land 

should be free for the wild? We pegged our bloody currency to 

this zuestion, remember – the health of humans and nature 

combined? jt’s early days and many people still eat like it’s 

9%%%, demanding popcorn and cheeseburgers )though mostly 

vegan nowadays…. Good habits run deep and take generations 

to change if you’re not using coercion and violence. So, we’re 

still in the process of balancing and experimenting. While some 

communities did indeed go full regenerative and hyperlocal 

– propping up lowerflyield organic food with imported food 

bought from ethical and sustainable trading partners abroad 

)direct from source, not Western middlemen or evil corps… – 

we couldn’t simply abandon all the old and assume we could 

live damageflfree offi the Karth without, at the same time, letting 

go of some existential fundamentals and modern comforts. 
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Mffisetting productive but unsustainable farming policies while 

experimental methods slowly expand into the gap seemed the 

most prudent approach when it was citiAens’ lives and deaths 

we were talking about.

This might be the biggest shocker of all, but there are many 

experiments happening right now using genetically modiIed 

crops in some bioflregions of Solar Scotland. Eenetically Yodfl

iIed )EY… crops give many ecoflwarriors the instant ick but 

we have to, once again, look at technology with a pragmatic 

eye, rather than an idealistic one – especially now we are 

free from the toxic grip of the fiig q qult. js the problem 

inherently with the EY crops themselves or the colonialist 

proIt motive driving the companies researching it? There is 

not a single vegetable you eat on your plate that has not been 

drastically modiIed from its wild ancestor. Selective breeding 

and modiIcation have been the very history of farming for 

thousands of years. jf you are against all genetic modiIcation, 

you would be hardflpressed to Ind anything leP to eat in the 

modern world. Yodifying food crops to meet human needs 

and adapt to rapidly changing climates simply can’t be offi the 

cards completely because of some faux taboo. The same tech 

used in qybertime to sub-ugate Ffrican farmers to the whims 

of Yonsanto can also be used to adapt plants to harsher or 

rapidly changing conditions. jt can help us grow vitaminflrich 

fruit and produce nutrientfldense crops. jn Solartime, there 

are even experiments investigating whether slime molds can 

be modiIed to provide the perfect balance of nutrients for a 

human diet, since they could be easily replicated all around the 

planet and used in times of emergency to feed millions. Tech 

like this is not a holy grail on its own, but it’s worth investigating 
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since it  might buy us some wiggle room to balance our 

desire to rewild while feeding ourselves at the same time.

Fll of this redevelopment, innovation and upheaval costs 

a fuck ton of money and societalflwide effiorts,  but the 

rewards are worth every penny if it means we can reach 

planetary homeostasis even 94 zuicker – and before any 

one of those qybertimeflcreated apocalypses get to us Irst. 

j  still  haven’t answered the zuestion, though: Do we 

hand over vast swathes of land to grow organic food on 

a small scale, or do we continue to use much less land 

that produces high yields of pesticideflridden food for the 

many today, but potentially starves the children of tomorfl

row? Which strategy is the bigger risk and killer for us 

and biodiversity overall? Mver in Solartime, so many of the 

assumptions we took for granted -ust didn’t add up: jf the 

organic community method has a biodiversity rating of say, 

0/J9//, while modern chemical farming has a rating of only 

9/J9//, then the organic method wipes the Coor with the 

other. fiut if you need ten times more land to create the 

same amount of organic food compared to chemicallyflasfl

sisted industrial monocrops, then overall, organic farming 

has a much worse effiect on biodiversity. jt will leave you 

with fuck all land to hand back for rewilding. The same 

goes for our hybrid spaces pro-ects. Yanaged garden town 

landscapes are inInitely better than concrete qyberpunk 

towerblock prison cities. What if your garden town takes 

ten times more space to house everyone, though? Ues it’s 

much prettier, but housing density is tiny in proportion. Uou 

would have to chop down forests, or prevent them from 

being replanted, to make way for more garden towns.
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j have no smart answer for this dilemma. Fs j speak, we 

are still a hot mess of worksflinflprogress and j assume no 

silver bullets have been discovered since j’ve been gone from 

Solartime. There is one thing, though, that could potentially 

alleviate the tension: We are making leaps and bounds, asfl

sisting farmers to transition – yet still, vast amounts of fertile 

farmland are exploited for animal agriculture. That’s because, 

despite everything, many millions of humans continue wanting 

to consume animal products. Yany subsidiary industries rely 

on animal inputs, too. So, wouldn’t the solution be to force 

everyone to go vegan tomorrow? The amount of land needed 

to farm would be cut in half overnight and most of the tension 

we face would disappear. Right?

514



30
The Vegan Debacle

H ave you ever been locked in a debate with a vegan? It 

is the worst kind of debate to get trapped in as a meat 

eater, especially when you only raised the question out of 

curiosity. Soon you realise the conversation has taken a sharp 

turn for the worst, openly assessing whether your average daily 

lunch choices reveal your genocidal tendencies and eco-fascist 

subconscious.

You were trying to be polite. Now, you have to justify to 

some smarmy wee prick why you’re not the reincarnation of 

Hitler’s le! testicle, just because you like a bacon butty on 

a Sunday morningW Tell, and a Fhursday sometimes. Muck it, 

Bonday to Tednesday is open territory, too. Fhey are just so 

tasty, rightW? xloody vegans ePpect you to eat rabbit droppings 

and piss-soaked hay burgers while you uncomfortably sweat 

into a vegan fauP leather jock strap. ffiiiiiiiiiiss o–W You have 

your choices but leave me with mine, thanks.

You feel good laughing about it with your other meat-eating 

friends. You see the irritating vegan vividly in your mind’s eye fi 

a squalid hairy creature crouched on their hind legs with fake 

playboy bunny ears, eating face zrst from a bowl of mouldy wet 

lettuce and indistinguishable mush. Bight be oatmeal, might 
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be sick. Fhe laughter gives way to diRRy spells and holding 

down the boak rising. You sit down for a rest a!er all the eP-

citement. flight at that moment of calm, for a brief millisecond, 

some dark recess of your mind Qashes an image projected onto 

your inner eyelid. It is the fried, froRen ePpression on the face 

of that piglet, spit-roasted and served at the ePotic xx‘ place 

you went to on holiday with the missus that time. You ordered 

some of the meat to impress her, but it took you ages to actually 

put your knife in. Then you znally did, a!er your zrst incision 

and taste, you said it was the most tender meat you’d ever 

eaten. Impulsively, you blurted out, A[lmost as pink and tender 

as your …]C,’ as if you’d forgotten you weren’t with the rugby 

lads. She le! you soon a!er you got back from that holiday.

Suddenly, you are spiked with emotion thinking about that 

piglet’s face projected onto your inner eye. Strong, contra-

dictory fi maybe even triggering fi feelings. You are aware 

that being Atriggered’ is, in itself, a strong trigger for you. Fhis 

triggers you even more. Muck, stop thinking about the dead 

piglet already so we can move onW

KHIKELN GLDS. You start to imagine how big the mountain 

of deep-fried legs, breasts and wings would be if you piled 

them all up, every single one you had ever eaten in your life. 

Garge enough for the grease to form waterfalls? Dreasyfalls? 

Tould it be big enough to have its own gravy-ty zeld? Ooes it 

need one of those blinky red lights on top for planes at night? 

Your mind starts to contort and twist. Bore. Lven BffiflLWWW 

Lach pair of chicken legs and wings magically reattaches to 

its breast, which somehow reanimates in some kind of reverse 

slaughter, all the blood and guts recoagulating up the arsehole 

you shoved all that stuJng into at Khristmas. You see them 
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getting younger and younger, back to tiny chicks fi cute little 

yellow Qu– balls. Fhen eggs, then back into their mothers, and 

so on ad inznitum. Suddenly, you are choking, surrounded 

by an endless sea of ripped-out feathers and Qu–. You can’t 

see the end to the amount of birds and shit that zll up the 

horiRon. Lntire zelds around you are instantly submerged in 

falling iron-clad roofs, massive barns covered in wire and fence 

with a huge AMree flange’ banner slapped on the outside. Kaged 

in, unable to breathe and claustrophobic as fuck, you try to es-

cape past the millions of other birds through the only available 

doorway. xut it’s impossible. Fhe endless heavy Qow of what 

must be billions of animals pouring into the chamber from the 

opposite direction stops you dead in your tracks. Fhis building 

is designed for a one-way trip only.

:ust then you spot your childhood sausage dog stuck in the 

stampede of forced entry animals. Mor some reason, he is the 

same siRe as the baby piglet and he also smells like fried bacon. 

If only I could do something. If only I could save him, wee 

Charlie, from this mechanical killing machine! This ginormous 

GAStro chamber! IF ONLY I COULD SAVE THEM ALL! your 

heart znally screams out.

You jolt awake from the fever dream, forehead and neck 

dripping in salty cold sweat. Shit, that edible was strongW That 

did they sell me? You vaguely remember the woman in the 

Dlasgow high shop rambling on about a bunch of warnings, 

yah da yah da] you switched o–. Fhis is the last time you visit 

Scotland on some hedonistic drug holidayW Gooking down at 

the bedside Qoor, nePt to your sweaty socks and mildly soiled 

boPers, you notice the wrapper from the o–ending brownie.

517



You pick it up and read the warning on the back. In red letters, 

it says1 

Solarpunk xrownie1 Your body, your choice. 

Fheir body, not your choice. No sentience or 

consciousness was deliberately or unnecessarily 

harmed in the making of this brownie. fflease 

enjoy your trip responsibly.

Should We Turn The World Vegan?

I’m taking a cathartic piss with that last one a wee bit. I ad-

mittedly wrote it while stoned, sitting on a beach in Fhailand, 

eating a vegan brownie and watching a bunch of tourists de-

vour plates of Qesh at a nearby xx‘ restaurant while playing 

with the street dogs under their table. Oon’t worry. I can’t be 

arsed to write a book convincing you to go vegan if you aren’t 

already. Fhere are tons of books, documentaries and social 

media content out there covering that ePact topic.9  If you got 

this far in the book without throwing it in the zre or feeding it 

to your dog, I believe you must be a trusting, instinctive and 

intuitive person who tries to know themselves better while 

making choices with at least some consideration and compas-

9. Fhe documentary that turned me vegan 9V years ago is called Earthlings. 

Cowspiracy is another great one. ffir try reading This is Vegan Propaganda (And 

Other Lies the Meat Industry Tells You) by Ld Tinters. If you choose to eat meat, 

I challenge you to watch or read any of them so that, at the very least, you are 

making an informed decision.
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sion. Thatever your eating, wearing and consuming habits may 

be, you have come to this point in the book with me and I’m 

not gonna judge you, nor bore you, with a Ago vegan’ lecture fi 

even though, admittedly, I am a self-identifying ginger-beard-

ed hippy vegan da!ie prick. Fhere is a strong movement or 

percentage of our emerging Solarpunk society, though, that 

would argue any Solarpunk movement, by deznition, has to 

eventually go vegan, or at least try. You can see their point. 

Never mind the heart-melting cruelty of killing literally three 

to siP billion animals L2LflY SINDGL O[Y unnecessarily. It’s 

just a fact we’d also need a lot less land for food production 

globally if we stopped eating meat tomorrow, given that most 

crops are actually grown to feed livestock.; 

[nd while these facts are uncontestable on a global scale, 

within smaller countries like Scotland, global truths can some-

times break down. Fhe Larth isn’t covered smooth and equal 

like chocolate ganache covers a tart. It’s more of a marble 

cake with big rocky chocolate chunks, wet clumps of icing and 

bits of uncooked batter in the middle. Lither stripped of its 

fertility by centuries of over-logging and graRing, or else too 

rocky and mountainous, Scotland resembles that messy marble 

cake. Fhat means, to go fully vegan at the beginning of our 

Solarpunk ePperiments would have meant a massive reduction 

in food production overall, and a massive upheaval of centuries 

of industries and infrastructure set up around animal farming 

;. Never will I get over just how brutal that word is when you think about it1 

Alivestock’ fi as if we’re recognising their sentience and life, but still label 

them as inanimate pieces of stock devoid of volition of their own. Slavery and 

speciesism are written so liberally into the language we use that it will for sure 

horrify future generations.
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of some kind or another. ffince again, our romantic idealism 

came up against a reality that was a bit of an unforgiving cunt 

fi at least in the short term. It became abundantly obvious we 

couldn’t go fully vegan and food-sovereign at the same time( 

nor could we take everyone in Scotland with us. If we pushed 

too hard on animal ethics fi on top of everything else that was 

changing rapidly fi it could have been a push too far, given how 

personally attacked many people feel when you point this stu– 

out.

[ few years had passed and me and GffiMI hadn’t really caught 

up with many of the xGffiffiBFIBL Solarpirates. It caught me 

by surprise when we went to )yet another3 community hall 

Solarpunk Society debate with the curious title AShould Te 

Furn the Torld 2egan?’, only to see an LGI up on stage with 

a red-and-black hairdo and freshly shaved undercut, wearing 

a ripped tank top, lumberjack-shirt vibe. She was lookin’ epicW

flemember, at our clan gatherings, everything always hap-

pens in circles. It is baked into the very architecture. Fhere 

are no opponents because there can be no sides to a circle. 

Dood news is, when we break down the old dualistic binary 

structures, it allows us to hold space for a much more nuanced 

and compleP debate. xy Hades,U  did we need more space 

for nuance fi particularly at that debate. Fhe sun was hanging 

low, tickling the stained glass of a converted roundhall that 

U. Hades is the Dreek god of the dead and the ruler of the ònderworld.
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used to be an old church, now infused with fresh community 

spirit. Fhe debate was really well attended for such a rural 

place. OoRens sat cross-legged on Qoor mats and beanbags or 

sprawled out on rugs. Fhere was plenty of supported seating, 

too, for those who needed it. [ steady Qow of steam from kettle 

brews and soup urns fogged the stained-glass windows, giving 

the whole room a zne mysterious glow. Git by the seeming god 

rays zltered through the coloured glass and incense smoke, 

LGI’s sharp wit cut through the chitter-chatter of the hundred 

micro discussions looping around the room.

AIf we truly want to honour this land, we have to stop spilling 

so much blood onto it. Te can’t keep pretending the old ways 

work in a new world. Mactory farms can never be sustainable. 

Fhey are hellish camps and gas chambers for their victims. 

Fhis ethical meat dream many here defend fi it’s a fantasy built 

on domination and speciesism, built on the assumption that 

someone else’s life is less important than our taste buds and 

appetites.’

Te were o– to a strong startW It was honestly one of the 

most captivating debates me and GffiMI have ever witnessed. 

Te kept our mouths shut and chewed on our bursting opinions. 

Sometimes, it’s more rewarding to just listen. Klickbait debates 

in Kybertime tend to be deliberately obnoPious, interrupting 

and loud. Gike a pair of da! neds, those involved try to run 

as far away from each other as possible while simultaneously 

shouting, AKome on thenW’ It took me some time to rediscover 

my interest in public debates over in Solartime. That changed 

things for me wasn’t that Solarpunk debates were more zery 

but that what usually started o– feeling like a clash ended up 

like a fucking love poem.
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LGI stood at one side of the circle, grounded and composed 

as ever. Her hair was electrocuted high and fraRRled, carrying 

the faint, earthy scent of mushrooms and moss. Having cap-

tured the crowd’s attention, she continued with a whisper,

ATe act like we own this land fi but we don’t. It made us. It 

holds us and feeds us. Te’re just guests in an ancient network 

older than any language. Fhe largest and probably oldest living 

being on Larth is mycelia. It connects everything, so when we 

kill an animal, we don’t just end one life fi we send a painful 

shockwave through the whole living system.’

Lyes taken o– her notes, she continued more informally, 

AGook, I’m no here tae guilt-trip anyone. I just want tae say 

we’ve got a choice. Lverythin’ we buy at the counter, every 

time we eat, we get tae say1 I dinnae need tae kill tae live 

anymore.’

Bany in the circle nodded. Some wept. Some hu–ed. Fhen 

a voice cut through the incense. He was broad-shouldered, 

wearing a homemade hide jacket and a feathery bonnet hat 

that looked like a kid’s art project. He introduced himself as 

fluairidh BacGeZid )pronounced Aflooray’3, born in Skye fi a 

cro!er’s son now living in a hand-built bothy overlooking Dlen 

Llg where some wolves had recently been reintroduced. He 

stood up slowly, chewing on a stalk like it was chewing gum,

AI respect whit ye are saying, LGI. [h do. xut I need to say 

it as I see it. I don’t see ma place in the forest as a threat. I 

see myself as part ae it. Same as the wolves. Same as the boar. 

Then I cull a deer, my intention isnae conquest. It’s a trade-a–, 

a respectful gi!. I tend the land. I leave gi!s. I plant trees. I 

clear bracken and, a few times a month, I take a life that would 

huv died starving in the snow, or birthed too many fur the hills 
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tae hold. If I didnae dae that, we’d need fences. [nd if we start 

fencing a– the wild again, we’re no better than the bastards that 

boPed it all up in the zrst place.’

He paused for a breath.

AI’ve no argument with yer ethics, LGI. You speak fae the 

heart fi and I feel that. xut your solution disnae scale. No here 

in Scotland anyway. Te’ve hills and bogs and peat-soaked soil. 

Bost of this land’s no made for crops, but you want everyone 

tae go vegan? Fhen we’ll import half oor food, cash crops fae 

countries still bearing the scars of the xritish Lmpire. How 

can that look like justice? Te would just be o–shoring oor 

collective guilt.’

LGI folded her arms, leaning slightly into the circle, speaking 

in her more oJcial accent,

AYou think factory farming’s scalable? It’s collapsing under its 

own weight and taking us, the soil and everything in between 

with it. [vian Qu, antibiotic resistance, increasing pandemics( 

all on the rise thanks to it. Te’re one dodgy chicken wing away 

from the nePt global health meltdown and I don’t think I can 

survive another Kffi2IO. Industrial meat doesn’t just kill the 

animals. It is killing us tooW You want to talk about o–shoring 

guilt? Falk to the soybean farmers from the deforested [maRon 

jungle feeding your cows in winter. Falk to the sows who never 

see sunlight or hug their babies, or the poor teenage cows 

repeatedly impregnated, milked, then murdered when their 

body no longer produces enough to make a prozt for their 

supposed owner.’

fluairidh’s jaw clenched but he didn’t interrupt. LGI kept 

going, only quieter, now she had space to be. She still wasn’t 

used to not being interrupted by a man. She was conditioned 
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to say things very loudly and aggressively fast if she was to get a 

word in edgeways. Fhe quiet induced by the space and respect 

given from all present began to bring out a new peaceful calm 

in her, even when heated.

AFhis isnae about you shooting one deer, fluairidh. It’s about 

building a society that doesnae need tae kill at all. If we can 

thrive without bloodshed, why wouldn’t we choose that?’

AFhat’s no whit I’m arguin,’ he answered so!ly, scratching 

at the bark of an old birch sta– worn anPiously smooth over 

time. AYou think I like killing? You think I take pleasure in 

spillin’ blood? I wept the zrst time I gutted a salmon wae my 

grandfather. I wept harder when I had tae help bury his hands, 

the ones that taught me how. Fhis isnae aboot ma personal 

taste. I’m talkin’ aboot oor sovereignty as a tiny corner of a tiny 

island. Te need to prioritise resilience aer ideology. Fhat is 

how we connect with the land that births us.’

LGI raised an eyebrow. AYou think dependence on death 

makes you strong and resilient?’

AI think forgetting how tae survive makes us vulnerable,’ he 

said. AThat happens if the crops fail, or worse, are poisoned? If 

the sea levels drown half the Dlobal South and the trade routes 

fall apart? If your soya and coconut milk vanishes overnight and 

there’s nae one le! who remembers how tae milk, trap, zsh, 

forage, gut, preserve? Naeone who knows how to coaP food 

frae these lands that refuse tae grow fuck all but heather and 

wind half the time?’

AYou’re describing a doomsday that hasn’t happened,’ LGI 

shot back.

AI’m describing the one that already has,’ fluairidh said. AYou 

know what Kaithness looked like before we paved it with 
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sheep? [ temperate rainforest. ffiak, birch, wild boar, golden 

eagles fi they carved that to nothing for mutton and subsidies.’

ALPactlyW’ Lli retorted. A[nimal agricultureW’ 

Axut now you want to continue the carving only for tofu 

and quinoa? I’m not saying we keep the old ePtortion of the 

land. I’m saying we should be able to remember what it means 

tae tend, not just ePtract from the land. Te can huv wild pigs 

that aerate the soil, deer to clear the thickets, birds nesting 

in old coppice... and aye, sometimes we can take fae it too. 

Tae gratitude. Tae grief. Tith reverence. Never more than the 

system can a–ord, mind. Never without giving more back.’

LGI was rattled, visibly shaken.

A[nd how the HLGG is that scalable either?W’ She noticed her 

anger wasn’t helping her argument much. She took a breath 

and intentionally tried to help her voice drop a register.  

AffiE, I get it. xut you’re still talking about ecosystems. Thole 

species populations. Fhe forest as one living system. xut what 

about the individual? Fhat wild pig has a personality. Fhat cow 

has a child. Fhat zsh wants to live. Te keep telling ourselves 

we’re being ethical while we pin them down and slit the knife 

in their throat.’

A[nd you’re telling me,’ fluairidh said, leaning forward now, 

Athat your dream doesn’t include murder too? Fhat no forest’s 

ever been raRed for your crop zelds? Fhat your mobile phone 

doesn’t hum with cobalt scraped frae a Kongolese graveyard? 

Te canna build a world free from harm or murder if we want 

billions ae us tae survive.’

ANo,’ she admitted. Axut we can build one where harm is 

never dismissed, never normalised. Never treated as just the 

collateral cost of doing business.’
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[ silence settled. Fhe rest of the attendees, enthralled, dared 

not interject for fear of breaking the Qow. fluairidh looked at 

LGI fi properly now, not just as an opponent in the circle, but 

as a reQection. He slowly edged closer to her round the circle.

AI’m scared we’ll forget who we are or how we got here,’ he 

said, quietly. AFhat, if we erase every hard skill that kept us alive 

in the Highlands through centuries of winter and war, we’ll be 

helpless if it ever comes round again. I don’t want tae be the 

last one who knows how to snare a rabbit.’

LGI didn’t answer straight away. She was shivering slightly, 

maybe from the post-adrenaline comedown or simply from the 

cold in the room. Someone near her noticed and, without a 

second thought, placed a thick woollen jumper over her shoul-

ders. She smiled in gratitude, but felt the irony of accepting a 

jumper made from an animal for her warmth. 

ABaybe you willnae be the last one,’ she said. ABaybe you 

can teach me a thing or two. Tithoot havin’ tae actually kill 

anythin’. :ust a skill share, just in case. Gearn from each other’s 

ways rather than zght from our di–erent castles. Baybe, if we 

spend more time together...’

Fhere was a pause while LGI and the whole room waited for 

fluairidh’s glance in response.

AI’d love to keep learning about you too,’ fluairidh said in his 

head, and accidentally out loud as well.

You could have cut the sePual tension with a broken plastic 

knife, abandoned in a roadside food van’s overQowing bin. 

Te could all sense it fi the moment the room clicked. Fhese 

were the moments of release a!er the heat of our Solarpunk 

debates( a recognition we are zghting for similar causes, only 

from di–erent angles, even when we disagreed as profoundly as 
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these cases of life and death. Fhe testosterone and adrenaline 

started to wear o– us all and gave way to rushes of dopamine 

and oPytocin. [!er the debate, outside in the community gar-

den space, as we all tucked into a vegan bu–et prepped by 

LGI and friends, fluairidh took a long sip from his Qask of 

birch sap and whisky. He leaned back on a log and gave LGI a 

long sideways look, holding the Qask outreached in her general 

direction, inviting her to sit and roll on the log with him.

AYou know,’ he said, Ait’s not just the land that’s stubbornly 

hard to remediate and heal( it’s us mad humans too.’

LGI smirked. AYou’re telling me? I’ve spent the last three 

years trying to get oat milk into the school breakfast pro-

gramme. Had a mother call it woke poison and accuse me of 

trying to give her son tits. Ironic given how much estrogen is in 

cow’s milkW’

Fhe fragile seal keeping fluairidh’s mouth closed suddenly 

burst, spraying some passers-by like an alcoholic’s blessing.

A[ye, ma neighbour still ’hinks lentils cause male pattern 

baldness. I told him his combover has nuthin’ tae dae wae the 

Mriday night daal curry we shared.’

Axut seriously,’ LGI said in a so!er tone, leaning in, Awe keep 

thinking if we just ePplain it well enough fi the climate stats, 

the animal su–ering, the biodiversity loss fi people will wake 

up. xut they don’t. Fhat strategy doesn’t work, no matter how 

many scientists and ePperts line up for a shot at it. Human 

behaviour, annoyingly, isn’t wired for objective truth. It’s wired 

by fear. Baybe we just want tae feel safe, comfortable and 

connected zrst?’

fluairidh agreed. ATe change when the new thing feels fa-

miliar enough to give it a go without discomfort. Bost people 
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don’t want tae be a pioneer. Te want to zt in and live the easy 

life at the same time. ffir, I suppose, we change when the old 

ways just get too bloody ePpensive or socially embarrassing.’

LGI nodded slowly. AI suppose that’s the logic behind the 

new taPes. Dradual bumps towards more sustainable and eth-

ical behaviour for us all.’

fluairidh grimaced. AFaPes go doon like a stinkin’ boilt turnip 

at a steakhouse though, don’t they?’

A[ye maybe for some at zrst, but it can eventually work, I 

think. Fhe land and asset reforms in particular didn’t end the 

cruelty overnight, but maybe it’s good these huge shi!s are 

gradual. I mind talking to people on my street aboot it. Some of 

them genuinely claimed they didn’t know they were eating the 

Qesh of pigs from these torture farms. Fhey didn’t even know 

it’s a class-one carcinogen till the new mandatory health and 

well-being labelling told them.’

AStill,’ fluairidh said, rubbing his beard, Athat might have been 

too far and fast with the Roos. Shuttin’ em down on ethical 

grounds, replacing them with wildlife sanctuaries and [fl in-

tegration and aw that. flemember those angry dads started 

rioting outside Ldinburgh 4oo the nePt day? Eids crying about 

no seein’ the tigers? Goads of old folk from up where I’m fae 

complained it was robbing children of their wonder.’

AI know,’ LGI sighed. AI thought being kinder to all beings 

would feel better. xut when you take something away, even 

something cruel, if it’s woven into a childhood memory, folk 

don’t let go easily of bad habits. I think they are reopening them 

as animal sanctuaries now anyway.’

fluairidh looked at her sideways. AOo you think it’s all going 

too fast sometimes?’
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LGI shook her head. AI think we don’t spend enough time 

listening zrst. ffeople can handle hard truths. Fhey don’t just 

need carrots and sticks like stubborn mules. Fhey do need to 

feel held and involved in the process. Not constantly corrected 

or made tae feel embarrassed.’

fluairidh paused. ASo what’d you think we do nePt?’

ATe keep going, I reckon. Dently maybe. Bare inclusively, 

like tonightW’ She smiled. A[nd maybe I can try stop assuming 

that every carnivore is automatically a fuckin’ bastard, and 

every vegan’s a pure saint.’

fluairidh raised his Qask in mock salute. A[nd vice versa. I’ll 

toast wae yee tae that.’

[ few weeks a!er the community hall clan gathering, LGI 

told us she had visited fluairidh in Skye at his forest farm 

and fucking loved it. Fhey even saw whales out on the water. 

[!er a few gins, she let slip that fluairidh had also stayed over 

at LGI’s treehouse in the forest where she works and studies 

the mycelia. ffibviously, they took some mushies there and 

met the forest spirits on their trip together. [pparently, the 

fern-headed musical sprites inspired them to kiss under the 

willow tree. 

Te’ve all made out high as fuck under the stars in a forest 

some time and, if you haven’t, you fucking should at the nePt 

available opportunity. xeyond all the politics, those are the 

Qow moments we live for and will remember right before we 

die. Not the badges of division, likes on socials, status sym-

bols] just those moments of pure simplistic Qow and deep 

connection.

xy the time I le! Solartime, some bio-regions were trialling 

near-vegan land and produce policies, subsidising urban food 
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forests and giving taP benezts to cruelty-free shops and public 

spaces. ffithers adopted landscape-integrated food systems, 

guided by permaculture and indigenous practices, with animal 

populations managed in the new wild corridors without pens 

or slaughterhouses. Beat available in shops, as a result, did 

get more ePpensive. Fhe higher price of meat did see a rise 

in black-market animal produce, unfortunately, which led to 

some health scares and a lot of backyard brutality at zrst fi 

council houses stacked high with cages full of poor animal 

victims. Fhe sheer brutality of these illegal meat farms, though, 

when they were uncovered, was enough to put most people o– 

it altogether.

Fhere was a sharp rise in the amount of people living in 

smallholdings and homes with a bit of land to grow their own 

veggies and look a!er some animals. ffroduce, including eggs 

from household gardens and small holdings, wasn’t included in 

the new taPes obviously. Fhis meant some people do keep and 

kill their own chickens or goats. Bost found it far more com-

fortable, though, to eat a widening range of much cheaper and 

readily available plant-based meat alternatives and incredible 

protein sources from the market to supplement home-grown 

veggies rather than slitting the throats of animals you raised 

from babies and grew to love.

Fhe promised lab-grown meat revolution, unfortunately, 

has stalled despite hopes. Lven over in Solartime, it’s still 

dependent on fetal calf serum )an essential ingredient in the 

process made from the blood of cow fetuses3 since scientists 

haven’t been able to chemically synthesise it yet. Thile tech 

has a way of surprising us all out of the blue and radically 

change the rules of the game, it doesn’t make a good strategy to 
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hold out for such techno salvation. It takes away all our agency 

and responsibility as guardians and stewards to plan for the 

worst while hoping for the best. Solarpunk has to live in the 

present, not some imagined future.

Ooes all this make us naive dreamers? Lnthusiastically YLSW 

Te are striving for a world with no tensions, contradictions 

or opposing forces stood in the way of our dreams. In other 

words1 a world of inznite possibility, growth and resources. 

xy ffachamama,0  we’ve landed back at imaginary inznites. Te 

have come full circle, complaining about the late-stage xig K 

Kult and its altar of Ainznite DOff growth’, now building a vision 

so detached from reality, so idealistic, that it would require the 

same blind faith in inznite magic to work it all out. Fhe totem 

of inznite growth simply passed hands, it might seem on the 

surface, from the practical to the possible fi a Gearean cosmic 

giggle doing what the cosmic gigglers do best1 causing chaos 

for those trying to create new orders.

I guess there is a key di–erence, though, between the two 

inznite driving forces. Fhe capitalist cult worships the altar of 

Ainznite DOff growth’ at the ePpense of all other beings, all for 

supposed Aprozt’ for the few at the ePpense of the many. ffiur 

Solartime ePperiments believe in inznite potential, synergy 

and a world that benezts all beings together. Te believe it’s 

worth believing that all tensions, inequalities and conQicts are, 

at least in theory, resolvable.

It’s worth believing in and trying to resolve them fi even 

if one of the gods could somehow tell us directly that we’d 

never be able to work it all out in an eon( that the universe is 

0. ffachamama is mother Larth herself, the mother goddess.
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somehow built in a way that makes it fundamentally impossible 

to resolve all tensions and conQicts( that such a utopia is forever 

unachievable. xut even then, it’s still worth believing and striv-

ing for our Solarpunk inznity, honestly and earnestly aiming 

to solve every problem and injustice we come in contact with. 

Baybe we can’t zP everything, but we can 9%%P zP a lot fi and 

who knows which ones we can and which we can’t zP? 

Fhis reminds me of the old allegory of a man on a beach 

at sunrise one morning a!er a strong stormy night, throwing 

one starzsh a!er another back into the sea, despite the fact 

the entire beach is covered in thousands of them. [ confused 

passer-by stops to ask,

AThat are you doing, old man? Fhere are far too many for 

you to rescue before they die on the beach. It’s an impossible 

taskW That di–erence are you making in the grand scheme of 

things?’

Fhe old man held one starzsh clinging onto dear life and 

responded, 

AI can’t save them all, but I can save this one. Fo this one, it 

makes a shit-load of a di–erence.’

Fhree to siP billion animals killed every single day is an 

undeniable and insurmountable genocide we cannot end in a 

handful of years in one tiny country. Yet, we are throwing our 

own starzshes back in, one by one, no matter how huge the job 

ahead may seem at times. I can’t deny that we might still be in 

a phase of over-idealism, trying to work out system limitations 

with too much ePcitement or ePhilaration fi but learning and 

evolution is happening.

Fo smash a brick with only your hand, you must train your 

mind to look beyond it. ffiur Solar ePperiments are like a novice 
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Shaolin monk training their mind to strike through that brick fi 

the old crumbling brick of the late-stage xig K Kult. Fhe mis-

sion seems almost impossible. Fhere are a lot of painful, failed 

attempts and mistakes that made us desperate to give up and 

climb back into the consumerist nest. Lventually though, with 

enough patience and silence, thanks to our 9%%-year vision 

worked on by the Solarpunk Society, our minds started seeing 

what lay beyond the brick and, with a swi! unized motion, our 

hand followed right through it. Fhere is still a bunch of bricks 

unsmashed fi and we keep znding more of the fuckers, too fi 

but at least we have started to make a dent. Bore importantly, 

we now know it’s possible at least some of the time.

Te may never reach our ideal balance of all considera-

tions. Not in our lifetimes( maybe not in anyone’s lifetime. xut 

without those strong visions, seeing through the other side of 

the blockage, what’s gonna motivate us to get o– our arses 

and try anything in the zrst place? Te might as well have the 

sePiest vision possible. Muck Agritty realism’ and all its binary 

dualisms. I want my inner world fi my vision of what is possible, 

my ffiverton fi window looking out to the most ePotic, erotic, 

delicious, diverse, inviting and welcoming world imaginable 

with more than enough space for us all to get cosy and live 

happily in peace.

If enough of us share enough parts of that vision in common, 

we might just be able to make some of it a reality fi a 2enn 

diagram of collective actions. How would we even start if no 

one is talking about it in the zrst place? You don’t need to agree 

with my vision but for fuck’s sake, start thinking and talking 

about your own. I’ll meet you for a hot co–ee and a choccy 

biscuit where the lines overlap.
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By presence here in Kybertime can’t be random chaos. I 

am choosing to believe it’s because the more we fi people 

like you and me fi communicate about my Solartime and this 

Kybertime, the more likely they are to pull together, sync up, 

resonate and entrain towards an even greater light that lays 

mysteriously and magnetically beyond them both. Fogether, 

we can build Solarpunk ;.% out of the dying remnants of 

this crumbling cult fi and maybe avoid some of the countless 

mistakes we made over in Solartime. I am sure you might be 

reaching the end of this book, znding yourself disagreeing with 

some of the ideas and disbelieving some of my stories. Fhat 

doesn’t matter. I am not here to convince you it’s my way or the 

highway. Fhis has always been about you waking up fi not from 

a faint dream to an even worse reality you did not choose )like 

in the BatriP3, but to wake up to your beautiful vivid dream( 

a dream that has been brewing and growing within you since 

you were born, waiting to burst out and ePpand in all directions 

faster than the speed of light. Tithin the Kosmic Fime Gasagna, 

reality is overrated. It’s our vision that creates our destiny.
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31
Ever Question 

Whose Life You Are 
In?

H ow the fuck did I end up here, on this timeline, talking to 

you through a fucking book? That’s a question I still ask 

myself multiple times a day. I have kind of ignored it since the 

introduction to the book but truthfully, I am still not 100% sure 

what actually happened. All I really remember is the witch. 

I just wanted to buy some good mushies. Yes, of course, 

drugs are legalised now in Solartime. That means you can buy 

the tourist commercial crap over the counter at the pharmacy 

or controlled trip spaces. The hot chocolates, mushroom pan-

cakes and cheesy mushroom toast are all delicious, but the trip 

is usually pretty weak. It’s as if the psychedelic spirit infused in 

the plants and chemicals is polluted a wee bit, maybe holding 

back, not wanting to freak out the naive hedonists too much. 

Or maybe, I was just really unlucky every time I tried them.

There is a big difference between a drug and a medicine. 

Anyone can make or sell drugs. Only a select few can brew and 

share true medicines; medicines that work with the only real 

doctor – the one living inside you. So, when someone started 

telling me a story at a party about some truly special mushies 

535



they had bought from a real-life modern witch, I couldn’t wait 

to jump right in and ask how to contact them. 

The person was rambling on and on a bit. He did have the 

look of someone coming up on their first pill at the party, so 

it was forgivable. ALer a while, though, when he still wasn’t 

getting to the point, I thought I’d help him round up the tale 

by asking for the witch’s contact. xooking a bit frustrated – 

maybe because I had spoiled the epic ending with my rude 

interjection – the guy did eventually share the contact with 

me, but then abruptly made an eflcuse and leL the conversation 

without finishing his story. 

 In hindsight, it was a bit weird just how reluctant the story-

teller was to share the contact details. At the time, I thought 

he must be wanting to keep his good dealers to himself. Had I 

let him finish his story, he might have divulged some important 

details; details that might have inBuenced my early naive en-

thusiasm for buying these specific mushies from this specific 

person.

Hey   ho   h,w stricwk

?w s  rw s  e ,rIl ,rsi  k ? ,dw shIl yha ihaIl uhrps 
ne rp s  e lrteisrhpw hm whne ,ricel naw  rewk

f  e mapTr mrpl yhao ldtIrpTg .hs s  e hs  et ,dy 
dthaplg

.rie hpe chhIN
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!eII s  e mapTr idp mrpl ne ds d Whtews FdRe s  rw 
,eecepl vaws haswrle jlrpEatT   pedt s  e hIl 
nrpe urs rm s  ey mdpiy vhrprpTk

bdp ihne sh s  en shh

Chs nhpey ht   duuy sh Edtsetg Geep sh whts d leK
ieps dnhaps Eemhte s  e ,eecepl rm uhwwk 

b  eetwN 

-emhte ,e lrwiaww e-­i  dpTe wepl ne d u  hsh hm 
s  e Irpew hp yhat Ie-­‐   dpl

ggg-­‐‑htty ,  rsk Bha Thppd lh whne udIn tedlrpT sh 
i  eic ?xn phs d uhIrwk

Bha lh cph, rsxw dII IeTdI ph, trT  sk !e lhpxs peel 
sh sdIc rp ihle dpynhte ? lhpxs s  rpck

f  e Irpew idtty nenhty

Spl uthu  eiy

f  ey dte s  e wdne s  rpT d-­‐et dII

-­‐‑j.Y ʼHʼ’fʼ’ .ʼ’! ʼAjS-­‐‑j

Hh, ndpy Irpew   dRe yha   dl dItedly shldyk 

SItrT  s Dywsri DeTo pde Ehs  et
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Pu  hsh wepsO

Bʼ’LN Ahhc rsw yhaN

? lrlpxs maIIy EeIreRe s  e uthu  eiy ,dw uhwwrEIe 
Eas rsxw staeN

Hh, lrl yha mrpl nek

ʼ’c ph, yet widtrpT ne d Ersg DdyEe yha s  rpc ? dn 
whnehpe eIwek ? lhpxs s  rpc ,e   dRe nes

? lrlpxs cph, ?   dl sh Ee Dhtu  eaw sh Eay whne 
ltaTw

PC?W wepsO MHexw phs s  e newwrd  o   exw d Rety 
pdaT  sy EhyNx

Bha   dRe ph masate hp s  rw srneIrpe

Bhat Irpeggg rs eplwg DrlKstdic

? s  haT  s s  e wrTpdI ,dw Ihws mhteRet

-as yhaxte ,dcrpT auo dtepxs yhak

Bha dte   ete sh !SGj LʼN

Arwsepo ?xn phs IhhcrpT sh vhrp dpy pe, iaIsw shldyg 
?xn vaws styrpT sh Tes whne ihpwirhawpewwKepK
  dpirpT ndTric mht d Y[ TrT
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]LpIeww s  ete rw d naw  rew lrwihaps mht pe, 
nenEetwkU

Bha idp ceeu awrpT   anhat dw lemepie Eas yha 
dItedly rprsrdsel s  e uthieww ,  ep yha dwcel

Bha idpxs satp Edic ph, rsxw apmhIlrpTN

Bha ,haIlpxs Ee sdIcrpT sh ne rm s  e wuhtew   dlpxs 
,  rwuetel yhat pdne sh wseu mht,dtl

Bha lh   edt rs

?s rw s  en ,  h dte idIIrpT

Hedt ,  dsk ? s  haT  s s  ds ,dw vaws srpprsawk

Bha s  rpc yha dte d   andp weecrpT d srne EeplK
rpT nyieIIran e-­uetrepie ,  ep rp stas   rs rw s  e 
nyieIrd ,  h dte weecrpT d srne EeplrpT   andp 
e-­uetrepie s  thaT   yha

Bhat srne   ete rw au

?sxw auN

Ces tedlyg

FrT  s s  epʻ ?xII ceeu dp eye hhs p d,, s  ds

Hh, dEhas s  e naw  rew s  epk
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bhne sh s  e hIl idt udtc hp s  e ihtpet hm -drp -­‐‑s 
dpl Ahplhp Fhdl ds lawcg

f  e uhtsdI epetTy rw   rT   dthapl s  ds -­‐‑udie

-trpT ph u  hpeg 

.h hpe eIwe ? nedp rsN

.h Ehs  eto ? cph, s  e wuhs ,eII

ʼ’dp rsN

!  ri   hpe rw lawc dTdrpk

.eRetnrplo ?xII Ee s  ete ds ʻ‘ un hck

The air that night smelt like stale fry-up and burnt fireworks. 

The car park was halfway through conversion to a community 

garden and music venue but somehow, the old smells of the 

Carras permeated through the planted lavender and mint. I 

was running about ten minutes late. Wouldn’t find my new 

weed vape and, when I finally did, of course it wasn’t fucking 

charged. I didn’t even puff it much anymore, but I always 

brought it to first interactions in case it was useful as a peace 

pipe of some kind. :hen I arrived, I couldn’t see anyone 

initially, so I ended up doing a full Ministry of Silly Walks 

fast lap of the eerily quiet block before a crow – no joke – 

dive-bombed me, squawking like some hard man looking for 

a square go. I turned the neflt corner back to where I began 
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and there she was, apparently all alongP the infamous witch. I 

felt bad for being a bit impatient with her on the messages. Of 

course, a witch was bound to be eccentric. Nutting up with the 

mad chat is the price you pay for finding the good stuff maybe, 

so I looked forward to apologising with my freshly charged 

weed vape.

At first, I didn’t recognise her. She didn’t look like a witch at 

all. Dot what I was imagining in my naivety, anyway. Do hat, 

no warts, no medieval broomstick or even one of those new 

skinny Jyson handhelds, for that matter. Must a stained grey 

hoodie that was way too big for her, ending halfway down her 

legs, a well-used, faded xidl bag and a dug on a string – eflcept it 

wasn’t a dug and more like an aloof wee gremlin pretending to 

be one. She definitely musta fed that wee shite ager midniGht, I 

thought to myself – or so I assumed. She looked up at me from 

her dug, mildly offended and now just peering. She didn’t blink 

once. ‘aybe she was ragin’ with anger that I was late. ‘aybe 

she could read my thoughts aboot her mingin’ wee dug. Cefore 

I could eflplain she cut the silence.

EYou brought your leL hand?’

I looked down, confused. E…hG aye? It’s attached. I’d a prob-

ably forgotten it otherwise. How?1 ’

E!ive it to me.’

Cefore I could react, she had grabbed it hard. ‘y hand that 

isF Her palm felt like cold, damp, cracked bark. ‘ine was a 

sticky hot mess. Her pupils widened as her hand investigated 

mine.

1. In !lasgow, for some fuckin’ reason, we say Ehow’ instead of Ewhy’. Jon’t ask me 

howF
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EOh Whrist,’ she whispered, EHoly ū2jin,9  no wonder the 

spores called you here. It’s timeF’

She traced the lines with a cracked nail,  muttering in 

tongues that sounded like reverse !aelic fed through a 30s 

modem.

E…x…………WH SHAAAAH CAAADA WAAAH WHAAAAAH. 

You have no future.’

E…hG cheers,’ was the only response I could muster aLer 

an awkward pause.

EDo, I mean it. xiterally. xookF’

I followed her finger. 

ESee this?’ she said, holding her finger halfway across my 

palm. EYour story ends here. On this timeline. It’s almost 

already over. Cut you don’t die. See? The line doesn’t end, 

it sinks behind. The rest must be written somewhere else. 

SomeGtime, else.’

She looked up, eyes wide and seemingly way too far apart 

suddenly to be normal. I was proper freaked. I know it’s 

impolite, but I couldn’t help but stare. :as I trippin’ baws? 

There, deep inside her eyes, were stars – I swear to the holy 

Spaghetti ‘onster4  in the sky. ūucking nebulae spinning 

where pupils should be. Swirling balls of gas made from po-

tential energy, uncollapsed wave functions and alternative 

nows, dancing and shagging in symbiosis. It was beautiful. 

And I hadn’t even taken anything yetF

9. ū2jin is the Mapanese Shinto god of wind, oLen depicted with a great bag of 

storms on his back.

4. The Whurch of the ūlying Spaghetti ‘onster is a real church, maybe with a real 

god, too. :ho knowsF
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EYou don’t belong here anymore. You’re already slipping. 

You feel it, don’t you? The glitch in the mirror. The smell 

of discombobulation, it’s all off, right?’

She was right, things did smell a bit mingin’, but I just 

assumed that wee gremlin dug had let a silent but violent 

one go. I tried to laugh to avoid my deeper desire to cry, but 

it came out as a dry awkward cough caught in my throat.

EI’ve got K0 xOx,’ I mumbled, trying to drastically change 

the subject.

She just leaned forward and whispered, EWome home.’

Then louder, EWO‘… CAWz TO TH… xI!HT.’

The dug-gremlin thing attached to her string started 

growling as if it had seen a ghost. The surrounding trees 

slightly bent inwards as a spooky wind whipped up from 

nowhere. It felt as if the trees were trying to eavesdrop.

The hypnotist witch gently took me by the hands again, 

this time full palm to palm, finger to finger. Her hands felt 

surprisingly cool and gentle on my clammy palms. They 

rapidly warmed on contact and met in the middle, around 

about my inner body temperature, I reckon. As I felt her 

fingers slip in between mine, I was overcome by some weird 

ketamine-like reality melt,  all  twenty fingers starting to 

blend into one big fingery noodle soup. :e were instantly 

inefltricably intertwined. I felt a deep sense of calm – a 

feeling that despite it  all  being so unbelievably fucking 

weird, it was as if it was always supposed to be.

EAaaaaaaaaah,’ we communally sighed in harmony. I don’t 

know where that sound came from or who created it, but 

even though it came out of my mouth, it didn’t feel like it 

was me.

543



There wasn’t much time to enjoy the calm, though, as sud-

denly and without notice, anfliety Booded my brain like a train 

smashing into the back of my head, filling the opening vacuum. 

The wee gremlin dug had broken our peaceful silence with a 

grating sound that could have been a bark; could have been 

a fart. I don’t know, but by Sedna,K  its cacophony of violent 

vibrations pulled me out of that sobering trip and back into this 

cold harsh static we eflperience as reality. 

The witch’s xidl bag dropped off her arm to the Boor as I 

ripped my entangled hands from hers. I saw the mushrooms 

fall out the bag onto the moist mossy pavement in a (iplock. 

It looked like they were glowing iridescent turquoise. :ho 

knows what was real and what wasn’t at this point.

Eūuck thisF I’m not feeling good. SorryF’ I eflplurged.

I grabbed the mushies, chucked the K0 xOx cash down on 

the path and legged it into !lasgow !reen. I ran and ran in a 

totally random direction until I couldn’t feel my legs anymore. 

Jidn’t stop bricking it till I managed to redirect and navigate 

my way towards the bus up the road.

…ven in the comfort of home, I didn’t wind down easily that 

night; just stared nervously at the (iplock bag, repeating to 

myself internally, Ma name is INEIRBARDB,. am at home’ 

NtFs be2ruary 050v’ R…eryhinFs Gonna 2e awrite’ Ma name is 

INEIRBARDB,?

The mushrooms looked... alive, shimmering back at me like 

they were breathing; like they were waiting patiently for an in-

evitability I wasn’t prepared for. I was glad to be handling them 

K. Sedna is the Inuit-arctic sea goddess and ruler of marine animals. Hunters must 

appease her to ensure successful hunts.
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back in the safety of our wee home in cold winter Scotland, 

rain pattering off the windows with xOūI already cosied up in 

bed, reading a book like an anime character in one of those 

Whillhop video loops )which is why she chose that name for 

herself aLer allU. Thanks to her presence, I started to feel a 

bit more grounded again and this weekend’s party came back 

into focus. I needed to get some practice in if I wanted to 

play a good set. Shit man. what if these mushies are anythinG 

as mad as that woman wasp Nf they make me triL when NFm 

not e…en takinG them. whatFs it Gonna 2e like on a full dosep I 

didn’t want to be known as the guy who was batshit trippin’ on 

stage like something out of bear and VoathinG in Vas ceGas, 

shouting at people mid-set that they are all DNWs and this is 

but a simulation. I mean, it might sound good right before a 

huge drop, but still.

buOk. N 2etter try some first. I thought. NtFs only reasona2le of 

me 2efore N share them’ Make sure itFs not some kinda Loison’ 

Jnly a tester miOrodose. of Oourse’ !ust a little’ Eot enouGh to 

fully triL or anythinG’ N think NF…e done enouGh of that already’ 

Dnd may2e theyFll helL me LraOtiOe my setp

I sprinkled a few tiny sparkling spores onto my apparently 

doomed leL hand and, straight away, it started to tingle. :hat 

was it with this new melty hand thing? :as I calcium deficient? 

Cefore I could get any more spooked, I knocked the crumbs 

into the back of my palate. I hate the taste of mushies at the best 

of times, but these ones tasted proper weirdP like an ecstatically 

happy leprechaun just ji((ed in my mouth – strangely fi((y, 

sweet, salty, sour and umami all in one.

Something wasn’t right. I could feel the effects of the sup-

posed microdose instantly. May2e some food would helL’ I 

545



rapidly made up an emergency hot oat milk with cashew 

butter on sourdough and swallowed it all doon. It was no 

use fighting it. Suddenly, gravity and its effects on my body 

doubled. Then tripled. 

BiGht. a2andon shiL2 I needed to jump into bed fast. I 

hapha(ardly stripped off like a drunk toddler would and 

collapsed on the edge of the bed, crawling somewhat des-

perately into the arms of a half-asleep xOūI. She looked 

perplefled since I hadn’t really eflplained what the fuck I 

was doing, but sensing my rapidly developing condition, she 

just snuggled me into her arms. ‘y eyes were overwhelm-

ingly heavy. ‘e and xOūI had this disgustingly romantic 

wee routine before falling asleep where we race to be the 

first to say, ESweet JreamsF’ and whoever is the slowest has 

to sing back E... are made of these’. Obviously, losing the race 

this time, even against a practically sleeping xOūI, I could 

hear my voice break as I reached for the notes. Cefore I 

could make a second attempt, the bed had fully enveloped...

Wonsciousness

slowly

melting.

Hypnagogic

Bashes

then–
I‘NxOSIODF Suddenly, I’m standing in the middle of what 

looks like Sauchiehall Street aLer a nuclear fallout with a 

queue of (ombies outside a Nrimark closing-down sale. The 

sky’s the colour of a burnt square sausage. It’s quiet. Dot 

peaceful quiet. Nost-mass-efltinction quiet.
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Then, I’m suddenly surrounded by themP twelve folk, the 

anti-apostles in a circle like the most jacked-up AA meeting 

ever. A fat goth teenager in a E…at Wapitalism Dot Wows’ hoodie. 

A pensioner with a Vnion Mack tie. A refugee soaking wet. 

A banker’s hands dripping in blood. A sefl worker in glitter 

platforms. :e all stare at each other for a second like we’re 

eflpecting someone else to kick off a riot.

EThis is aw your faultF’ the teenager retches at a smoking tafli 

driver.

EAye? Try bein’ me for a fuckin’ day, ya walkin’ panda prickF’ 

he lobs back.

EYou are a filth monger, look at you,’ the pensioner spits at 

the sefl worker, just as someone else throws a chip poke at the 

banker, now covered in ketchup, screaming, EYou corporate 

scum are funding genocideF’

Two voices simultaneously chime in to accuse a billionaire 

in an eflpensive suit.

EYou ate the planet with yer private jets and debtF’ 

ETry getting sectioned twice before you are twenty-one, 

then come talk to me, ya gluten-free messiah,’ came a maniac’s 

voice from up a nearby tree, sounding like the Wheshire cat on 

smack.

This was the grand finale of the :orld Oppression Olympics, 

the Xictimhood :orld Wup. As everyone was too busy launch-

ing blame around the cluster of fucks, no one noticed the water 

levels were slowly rising all around. The sun was cooking the 

bald patch on my head like crispy ginger bacon. In my delirium, 

I suddenly noticed an ensuing swarm of tiny automated Bying 

nanodrones turning everything in their wake into inanimate 

grey goo. Still, no one else noticed a fucking thing, too em-
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broiled in their tit-for-tat blame game. I tried to scream but 

nothing came out. I wanted to launch myself at someone to 

wake them up, but the more I tried to move, the heavier my 

body became, slowly pinning me to an invisible 4J simulated 

canvas. The nanodrones drew closer. I never knew there was a 

fear greater than death, but being turned to grey nanogoo felt 

like a fate much worse. Must then, with the last piece of volition 

I had leL, my voice finally broke free and let out a :ilhelm 

scream that woke everyone up from our collective dream – me 

included.

I’m back in bed, starfished and heavy. Jripping. Stinking of 

stale fear, sweat and prawn crackers for some reason. I start 

to realise my bed is no bed at all. It’s actually a deserted beach 

aLer a terrible storm. ‘y body has five arms spread out around 

a central blob struggling to breathe. I am a stranded starfish, 

my face smooshed in the drying sand, slowly suffocating in 

the sun, powerless but to wait for my impending death. A 

seagull swoops to peck. On the third painful piercing, I feel its 

beak enter my central nervous system and a Bood of lifetime 

memories wash over me. I sense so many people passing me 

by and yet no one stops to help me. Dre they all 2lindp

I let out another scream. Shite, I’m awake againF Jripping 

in even more sweat than last time. Sheets twisted around me 

like a raw human sushi roll. I slowly start to unravel myself, 

wiping some of the sweat beads gathered around my neck 

onto an already sodden pillow. xOūI neflt to me this time, still 

sound asleep, face down. She herself now resembles a starfish, 

half-naked and spread out in bed with a little bit of drool 

coming out of her mouth. Thank fuck, something recognisable 

and predictable for a change.
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EThose mushies must have been wild strong,’ I started mum-

bling to myself, trying to process what had happened. E:hat 

a dream, man. …veryone was arguing, like a stadium full of 

people screaming about who had it worse; who carried more 

pain. InsanityF’

The starfish neflt to me groaned while rolling onto her side, 

ESounds like every conversation on R to me.’

E:hat is R?’ I asked confused.

ETwitter?’ she answered back, as if my very question startled 

her.

I was confused as shit by this point. :hy was xOūI calling 

Twitter ER’? It seemed like something we could come back to, 

though, given the mounting entries on the Econfusing as fuck’ 

list. 

EIt felt like way more than a Twitter feed. These bastards 

didn’t even notice the sky was literally splitting open. ūires 

pouring down from a raging sun, oceans rising by the second, 

whole cities Booding, man. And nobody cared. They were too 

busy keeping petty scores on who was most to blame. It was 

like blaming was more important to focus on rather than the 

actual thing they were all blaming each other for in the first 

place. You know what I mean?’

The fetal lump of gorgeous human neflt to me was silent this 

time, probably back in a deep slumber of her own.

Something threw me off. ‘y eyes were still half shut – not 

that it mattered with the blackout curtains pulled tight shut; 

you couldn’t see shit anyway. Wait. we ha…e 2laOkout Ourtainsp

The air too; it feltG heavier. Jamp like a room bursting with 

fresh washing hanging up to dry, but straight from a boil wash. 

And the air was warmer outside the bedsheets than under 
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them. Dow that’s unheard of in Scotland, everF …verything 

smelt more fragrant too. xike lemongrass. SomethinGFs no riGht’ 

Dm N ha…inG a strokep Jr is this another dreamp Eo way. this 

one feels too real’ I wished I had one of those spinny toys on 

me to check.

I got myself up out of bed and staggered, one eye half-open, 

to the window and threw back the curtains. ‘y jaw dropped. 

The rain-soaked rusty lamppost was gone, no sound of that 

annoying ankle biter that usually wakes me up every morning 

or its junkie seagull sidekick, for that matter. Instead, deep lush 

green as far as my half-eye could see. There was some alien 

bird chirping away in a foreign accent and eflotic crawling crit-

ters trying to invade through every gap around the seemingly 

handmade window frame. 

Where the fuOk am N2p I had gone to sleep in a dank !lasgow 

cocoon and I’ve woken up to a tropical paradise complete with 

coconut trees and a full production of The Asian xion zing 

unfolding in front of me. Hakuna ‘atata, ya prickF

Out of nowhere, an almighty racket erupted behind me. 

E:hat haaaappened to you? :hen did you shave? :hat? You 

just got upF?’

The starfish had fully awoken this time and looked just about 

as confused as I was. Jespite my obvious panic and dismay, my 

instinct was to try not to fan the Bames. !et some answers, but 

gently. I crawled back into bed still naked and started gently 

and lovingly stroking the arm of the person neflt to me. 

ExOūI my love, I think I took some strong psychedelics 

last night, had some trippy dreams and I need your help to 

work out eflactly what is happening and where the fuck we 

a–a–AA/!HF’
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‘y tone took a turn for the efltreme as my fingers reached 

her shoulders and we properly locked eyes for the first time. 

ALer a microsecond that felt like a century, we both suddenly 

and simultaneously burst out screaming – she at the stranger 

in her bed; me at the stranger in mineF The vibrations from 

our larynfl collided and doubled up in a harmonious confusion 

until it felt like the walls themselves were folding in under the 

pressure, Indiana-Mones style. 

Still staring into each other’s eyes, we spoke simultaneously. 

ExOūI?’5ExOūI?F’

E:ho the fuck is xOūI, ‘att?F’

E‘att? They call me !ID!…/C…A/J now.’

E:ho the hell is they and what did they do with your ginger 

beard, ‘att?’“ 

She clocked me. Stared at the lack of usual freckles on 

my face. I clocked her too. Same cheekbones, smooth skin 

and perfect morning hair – same xOūI energy, but a different 

glint in her eyes. xess techno magic forest hacker; more hot 

melancholy girl you want to cuddle and drink tea with.

Existen xOūI – shit, actually, what is your name?’

EI’mG Mulia?’ she offered, looking at me like I’d completely 

lost my mind. Her eyes were wide now and unblinking. Then 

she asked slowly, EJude, who is xOūI – and why do you keep 

pronouncing her name in all caps?’

EI told you, I took some mad mushies from a witch with an 

evil dug last night. xast thing I remember I was in bed with my 

“. It’s a weird twist of cosmic timeline gigglery. It seems that ‘att from Wybertime 

actually had a ginger beard whereas I, !ID!…/C…A/J, don’t. I know, I know. 

Cut if you are confused, how the fuck do you think the starfished human felt 

waking up neflt to me?
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partner, xOūI, who looks eflactly like you, in Scotland. 

:here the fuck am I now??’

E:hat?? You are in Thailand with me, Mulia. You are my 

partnerF :ait – someone who is your doppelganger is?? If 

you are here, where’s ‘attF?’

EHe’s OzG I hope. ‘aybe he is waking up as confused 

as we are, but in my bed neflt to xOūI in Scotland. That’s 

gonna be an interesting conversation they are havingF …s-

pecially because neither of them took any mushies from a 

witchF’

ECutG you look like ‘att,’ Mulia said slowly.

EI am ‘att. I became !ID!…/C…A/J. ‘aybe me and 

your partner don’t just look like each other. ‘aybe we are 

each other? Sort of. MustG from different places. Nlaces in 

space or time?’

Her eyebrows pulled together into a frown. EAre you still 

on mushrooms now by any chance? In fairness, that does 

sound like something ‘att would say. Cut wait, let me get 

this straightP you’re a beardless version of my partner, from 

another world, who took mushrooms and just woke up 

naked neflt to me in bed?’

I nodded. ESomething like that.’

:e both burst out laughing.

EOnly me,’ she groaned. EJoes that mean I’ve partnered 

with a multiversal human?’

E:ell, you and me both, I guess? Jo I look the eflact same 

as ‘att, only without a beard?’ ‘y eyes involuntarily ga(ed 

down analysing our naked bodies neflt to each other under 

the mostly unveiled sheets.

I watched as Mulia’s eyes scanned my hairy nakedness.
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Exooks about the right proportions to me,’ she said with 

a slightly embarrassed smile. EYou do look like ‘att, just a 

bit less sunburnt. Actually, a bit more glowy somehow.’

…ven in all  this chaos, I  can’t  lie that I  wasn’t  pretty 

turned on. Mulia looked eflactly like xOūI who knows my 

very soul, yet my attraction to Mulia felt overwhelmingly new 

– like in the uncontrollable first days and weeks of a new 

relationship. I felt like she was feeling it, too. It wasn’t a very 

opportune moment to eflplore the rising heat, so I turned 

on the air conditioning and put on the shorts I found on the 

Boor neflt to my much messier side of the bed.

xOūI makes ama(ing coffee and I was lucky that skill and 

passion seemed to transcend timelines. :e sat across from 

each other at a cute wooden outdoor kitchen table – which 

confirmed to me I was 100% no longer in Scotland – sip-

ping Bat whites like awkward Batmates who had drunkenly 

hooked up but couldn’t quite remember it the neflt day.

EI can’t stop thinking about what the witch told me,’ I 

began while Mulia listened, the Thai sun on her back and 

eyes on me. EShe kept saying it was my destiny and that I 

should come back to the light; that my timeline had ended. 

I’ve somehow done some quantum mushroom timeline leap 

and it’s maybe for a reason?’

E‘mh, you said you used to be ‘att, but our timelines 

sounds so different. You and ‘att are living such different 

lives. How come you and xOūI were both in Scotland, but 

‘att and I are here in Thailand?’ 

Cefore I could come up with a plausible eflplanation, she 

suggested, E‘aybe we should trace both timelines back till we 
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see if they sync up at some point in the past? See if you’re 

actually the same person?’ 

She took a big sip of her double-shot coffee and a deep 

breath.

EOkay, let’s try this. :e’ll start from here and now, 909“P ‘att 

and I came here, to Thailand, aLer travelling around South …ast 

Asia, adventuring, escapingG well, everything. Trying to find 

a place we could call home. He was burnt out from living in 

Scotland for a long time before that, though. You know that, 

right?’

I looked confused. E:hy? :hat happened to him?’

She smiled faintly. EHe moved to Spain with his partner at 

the time, escaping WOXIJ lockdowns, Scottish winters and the 

Vz’s racist Creflit deadline. He used to call it ”plague islandé. 

:hen they broke up, he spent his life savings and went van-life 

across …urope, we met and he took me with him along the way. 

That’s how we started adventuring together and it’s why we’re 

here now.’

Something twitched in my memory. E…uropeG vanG AsiaG 

yeah, that’s all vague fantasies of mine, but not my actual mem-

ories. Sounds like you and ‘att are living the dream, though. 

‘y dreamF’

E/ight,’ she said, leaning forward aLer another necessary 

big gulp from her cup. ECefore that, he had spent five and 

a half years in Scotland, building a community arts project. 

He helped repurpose a huge abandoned building they called 

The Space. Studios, venues, caf8sG an entire ecosystem. :ent 

ama(ingly until it burnt him out. He took on too much himself, 

I think.’

I frowned, trying to picture it.

554



EWommunityG artsG Hmm. That sounds familiar. xike the 

eflperiments and events I did in the early days before 901K. 

I’m glad he got stuck in and gave it his best go. :here was 

the building they took over?’

EOn the corner of xondon /oad and Cain Street, neflt to 

!lasgow !reen I think from memory. I’ve only ever visited 

twice.’

EHoly shitF Do wayF That’s where the witch sold me the 

mushroomsF At the wee community garden round the back. 

I think it used to be an old car park? She said something 

about portal energy from there. ūuck, well, that’s gotta be 

our first clue, no?’

Mulia’s eyes gleamed. E:owF Oz the pu((le is starting 

to piece itself together. xet’s keep going backwards. ‘att 

loved doing Xipassana retreats. You know them?’

I shook my head.

ESilent meditations,’ she continued, EHalfway through 

one, the first WOXIJ lockdown hit. Do one told him about 

it until the end when they could talk again and he suddenly 

came out to a world where everything had shut down and 

changed forever. ALer the first lockdown liLed, he had 

enough of Creflit Critain and the lies.’

I swallowed. ECut why did he care so much about Creflit 

Critain? He was living in an independent Scotland that 

chose to stay in …urope?’

There was a pause.

E…hm, Scotland never went independent,’ she finally said. 

EYou guys voted to stay part of the Vz and eventually got 

pulled out of …urope. That’s why he leL.’
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I frowned. E:hat?? You meanG we voted to stayG under the 

control of …ngland? Deflt you’re gonna tell me fucking Coris 

Mohnson was our Nrime ‘inister.’

Mulia couldn’t bear to break my heart this fast, so she tried to 

pretend she never heard me.

E‘att told me that, before the referendum, he got up to some 

antics with all the independence stuff. He showed me some 

video on YouTube.’

‘y heart skipped. EThe …mpire Strikes Cack?’

She laughed soLly. EYeah, some stunt that went low-key viral 

with a rickshaw and a hundred xabour ‘Ns in !lasgow city 

centre? He was playing Jarth Xader music and shouting ”Cow 

down to your Imperial ‘astersFé like a madman.’

‘y chest tightened. E:aitG I was there. That was meF That 

was me and J/IūTF’

Mulia leaned closer still, almost whispering. E:ell that’s it, 

isn’t it? That’s the moment where our timelines must haveG 

split. It must have been the referendum then. …verything di-

verged from thereF’

I blinked, stunned. ESoG me and ‘att – we were the same 

person until 901K, but then everything branched wildly be-

cause of a random referendum? And now I’m here in fucking 

Thailand, in your bed, living your life? ūuck me, I’m never doing 

mushies ever againF’

She nodded with a smile – a concerned but loving smile I 

recognised from xOūI. :e both finished the last sips of our 

coffee and stared at each other in silence for a while. The 

sheer insanity of it all couldn’t be understood any further for 

the time being. There maybe was a way to release the building 

tension, though. Mulia’s smirk and her hand landing high on my 
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thigh suggested we both agreed on the method. The wonderful 

thing about jumping back into bed together was that it felt as 

if we were new lovers, yet knew each other’s special spots and 

where to stroke without the usual hours of awkward fumbling 

around.

Smoking a joint in bed aLer, I asked if this felt like cheating 

to her. …ven though we were both in open relationships, I don’t 

reckon any of us eflpected to open up our relationships across 

timelines with other versions of ourselves. :e contemplated 

what would happen if our timelines somehow actually met and 

all four of us were together on the same one. :ould it be weird 

to have a foursome? The places your stoned mind wanders 

when timeline-jumping.

xater, cuddling on a hammock outside, I curiously asked, 

E:hat about you? How did you guys meet?’

ALer a short pause, I added E:hen did you first feel like you 

loved ‘att?’

Mulia’s head rested on my chest, her hair wild and entangled, 

glowing in the low light Bickering through the branches of a 

coconut tree. She smiled when I asked, then turned her ga(e 

upward like she was calling the memory down from the stars 

themselves.

E:e met in Spain. That’s where we fell in love, too,’ she 

said soLly. EVp a mountain, only a few months aLer ‘att had 

bought the campervan. :e were just friends then, running 

through the forests, skinny-dipping in rivers, sitting out at night 

looking at the stars and laughing and crying together at life 

sometimes. That night, we parked up high on a mountaintop. 

It was a clear night and the skies were thick with stars. I made 

some cocoa I had brought back from Wolombia and held a 
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little ceremony. Then, we sat down on the ground, opposite 

each other, cross-legged, eyes closed, untilG I just felt this 

overwhelming urge to hold him. So I stood up, walked behind 

him and wrapped him in a long, long embrace. I could feel 

his whole body soLen, then slowly, tears came. There were 

no thoughts; I just felt infinite love for him. It was a strangely 

normal feeling; and ancient – like it’s always been this way; like 

we’ve done this same ritual many lifetimes before.’

Mulia’s eyes gla(ed over a little, making the turquoise of her 

irises seem even deeper. She smiled, then continued, EThat 

was the first time we were this close, physically. That night, 

we justG melted into each other. It felt as if we’d entered a 

different reality altogether, almost as if we were high, with the 

clear starry skies outside and us cosied up in the warm comfort 

of the van bed.’

Her words had teared me up. EYou know that a similar thing 

happened to me. Cut with xOūI.’

Mulia blinked. E:hat do you mean?’

I tried to keep calm but nearly made a bomber on the ham-

mock with the half-lit joint. E‘e and xOūI were walking the 

:est Highland :ay, just aLer our Interdependence in 9016.’

EInterdependence?’ Mulia asked. 

EThat was when Scotland fully went Solarpunk,’ I answered, 

just to see an even more pu((led look on her face. EI’ll tell you 

all about that later, Oz?’

Then I went on to tell her about me and xOūI’s eflperience 

and teared up even more. EI still recall that feeling of just being 

fully safe.’

Mulia stared at me nodding, lips parting with a big all-knowing 

smile. EIt’s like our timelines rhyme. They’re not identical but 
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they overlap. ‘aybe when the emotion is strongest? :hen 

there is love?’ 

EAnd laughterF’ I added. EAnd healingF I sound like a new-age 

hippy fridge magnet, but maybe it’s those high vibration mo-

ments? :hen the light breaks through the layers?’

Mulia’s eyes were wide.

EThat’s what causes the synchronicities to happenF’ she efl-

claimed. EThat’s why the witch kept telling you to come back 

to the light. It’s not a place or a time butG a frequencyF?’

I laid back down beside her, both of us stunned, staring at 

the canopy of coconut trees and birds Bying above as if the sky 

itself was ready to crack open to reveal a map of everything. 

EThat’s deep shit,’ I whispered.

The Thai weed joint was strong, but there were some other 

forces at play, too.

EThat’s why I’m here, right? That’s why :… are here. Shit, 

it’s starting to all make sense. I’m not the only one on a mission 

then,’ I began to realise.

Mulia kissed my shoulder, slow and deliberate. EThen maybe 

the way forward isn’t about choosing between your time or 

mine. It’s about choosing the light and about choosing love at 

every crossroads. Over and over.’

She paused. EYou should write a book about this.’

It’s no coincidence the witch or the mycelia dropped me 

into Mulia’s and ‘att’s life eflactly at this point. Mulia had just 

quit all prior work commitments to focus on launching her 

book editing and self-publishing business, while we were as 

far away from Scotland as you can possibly be. Must before I 

psychedelically parachuted into Wybertime, it turns out, ‘att’s 

Scottish community project had been forcibly closed down, 
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ending more than a hundred livelihoods overnight. This meant 

all of ‘att’s life projects, jobs and incomes had come crashing 

down to this singular moment of peace in the Thai sun – a 

rare and unique Tabula /asa moment, a blank slate, for me, 

!ID!…/C…A/J to pick up where he leL off. 

:ith Mulia helping me to put some of the missing pieces 

together and her professional encouragement and support, I 

knew what I had to do. :hat you’ve just finished reading is 

the result. Dothing clever. There was no overall plan or fancy 

structure. Must me sweating it out, broke but happy, in the 

Thai humidity every day, showing up and writing whatever 

memories and insights poured through my fingers.

There’s so much I haven’t told you yet. So much I still want 

to share. Cut for now, I want to thank you for joining me on 

this process and reaching the end of the book. A process that, 

right up until writing this very line, has felt clouded, unsure, 

even scary at times. Cut now, as I write the conclusion to this 

book, it feels so obvious. :hatever happened to bring me here 

– the witch, the mushrooms, that ugly fucking gremlin dug – 

must have been for a reason. Dot to be yet another middle-aged 

white dude with a messiah complefl – NolunochnayaZ  knows 

the world’s had enough of them – but I’m here to tell a sto-

ryP a story I hope will help unify worlds and timelines apart. 

Dot through politics or pontificating philosophies, but through 

loving vibrations and visions we pass and share with each other 

as we envisage both the Solartime I came from and the one we 

Z. Torya Nolunochnaya is the Slavic goddess who stands guard through the darkest 

hour of midnight to keep a cosmic demon chained and save the universe from 

being devoured.
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are going to build right here, right now. A timeline where we 

all belong. A place both you and I can truly call home.

The path isn’t that complicated. It’s living in the light – 

whatever that means in your life. ūor me, it means ecstatic 

eflpression, gratitude, feeling the suffering and trauma of all 

beings, then letting it move through me, shaking it out into the 

universe, transformed, rebalanced and retuned. It’s alchemy.

Together, we can start to feel our true power to transform all 

of it into a cosmic smile that, even in the darkest days ahead, 

knows that this late-stage Cig W Wult world not only can but 

must be better for all beings. And as I say it out loud, reading 

this final chapter back to myself, it hits meP this isn’t just my 

mission here in Wybertime. It’s yours too.
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One Final Turn For 
You!

W e actually made it. Here we are, together, at the end 

of the book… fucking yaaaaas mate! We’ve collectively 

journeyed through the doom, bloom, taxes and tollies, the 

pirates and the ravers – and don’t forget the jobby on a desk. 

It’s been a (re)wild(ing) ride. Part Three is the conclusion to 

our dress rehearsal and marks the beginning of the real show 

waiting for us outside the window right now. The point is not 

to simply put the book down and go, ‘Well, that was lovely.’

I hope by now you recognise that, whether we like it or 

not, we are both positive actors in what is to come next for 

this Cybertime. Sitting back and pretending we can be passive 

observers is no longer an option. Too many veils have been 

lified, too many holes Elled in for us to stick our heads back 

in the sand. So before we wrap this saga up and run out like 

zbeneDer Scrooge on Christmas ?ay, asking the Erst small 

child we come across, ‘What timeline is this, young man@’, I’ve 

got one last set of exercises to help shove our brains out of 

reader mode and back into the driver’s seat of change. If you 

can, do at least a few, then come End me anywhere online 

-solarpunkgingerbeard, or in person. I would love to hear your 

ideas for this Solarpunk world we are building together! 
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1. Your Very Own Doom-to-Bloom Moment

Write down a personal moment of despair or hopeless:

ness. Then reframe itff How did or could that doom energy 

spark your Erst bloom step@

2. Ethical Fork in the Road

Pick one food, transport or energy choice you make 

regularly. Then, trace its ripple e;ects. What small tweak 

could make it more Solarpunk@ ?on’t overthink itB even 

a tiny nudge counts. For example: I’ll ditch the takeaway 

Starbucks and fill my reusable coffee mug at the local café 

instead – the coffee is better, and they source it ethically.

3. Build Your Energy Co-op

Imagine sharing energy or resources locally – solar pan:

els, bike power, compost heat, battery banks. Sketch a plan 

for distribution in your local communityff Who gets what@ 

How is it shared fairly@

flonusff Imagine the conFicts that might crop up and how 

you’d resolve them.

4. Your Solarpunk Hero(es)

Pick one person or group from this book that lights you 

up. In what ways do you resonate with them and how do 

they inspire your own journey to a Solarpunk world@ Write 

it down, then do one small action to embody their spirit. 
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5. Rewild a Tiny Patch

Rind a neglected spot on your balcony, garden or win:

dowsill. Plan to rewild it (a single plant, pot or seedling 

counts) and take the Erst steps this week. Jemember, So:

larpirates don’t ask for permissionB maybe our future is full 

of guerilla gardens@ flonusff ?o it with friends or lovers.

6. Playful Experimentation

Think of one idea for action that feels ridiculous or 

absurd – but might be constructive or fun – that you’ve 

never shared with anyone. For example: a micro-festival 

on your roozop, a one-time community fline, a community 

prank or 'ash mob with a social purpose. Write down the 

Erst step to try it safely this week. If it feels boring, punk it 

up a bit.

7. Anti-Antinatalism Reflection

Think about growth, life and the future. How do you 

feel about your impact@ How can you invest in the future 

ethically – with plants, community, children or ideas@

8. Ethical Provocation Journal

Pick one personal habit (food, transport, work) or be:

lief that’s out of alignment with your ecological or social 

ethics. Mournal a step:by:step plan to align them more 

closely with your values. zven a single small tweak adds 

up to a revolution eventually.
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9. Declare Your Solarpunk Creed

Write your personal short, Eerce, joyful and outrageous 

creed for living in this world. Post it somewhere visible, 

spray paint it (ahem, legally of course…) or simply read it 

aloud to someone you love. Uake it a rallying cry for you 

and others.

This isn’t homework, remember@ It’s just some prompts to 

get us moving towards action and what feels like something 

achievable in the here and now. The flig C Cult relies on us 

feeling powerless and doomed. RKCA THYT!

Nou’ve already taken the Erst steps and read the book. ?ow 

let’s make our own stories turn from doom to bloom! 
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Epilogue

S ince writing my last drao fh tbis kffT in ,bailandJ lihe 

bas taTen me and uElia kacT tf pErf.e hfr a mEltitEde fh 

reasfnsW ’evBe lfBed it E. in xerlin hfr a wbileJ getting ins.ired 

ky sf many efiam.les we Te.t jnding fh Sflar.EnT .rf–ects and 

s.arTs .f..ing E. liTe mEsbrffms aoer tbe rainW ,bey migbt 

nft call tbemselBes Sflar.EnT I and tbey dfnvt need tf I sf 

lfng as tbe Bikratifn is tbereW M fwe a bEge dekt tf uElia hfr 

ins.iring me tf write tbis kffT and dfing sf mEcb .ractical 

wfrT tf get it fEt tf yfEW qy mEm and wbfle hamilyJ wbf are 

e-Eally madJ it tErns fEtJ fn kftb timelinesJ baBe beld me E. 

sf mEcb tf get tf tbis .fintW M am trEly .riBileged and hEll fh 

gratitEde hfr all tbe sE..frtJ kftb Bisikle and biddenJ tbatvs 

giBen me tbe strengtb and lfBe tf ke akle tf talT tf yfE liTe 

tbisW

,rEtb isJ M neBer saw myselh as a writer Entil all tbis ba.:

.enedW M –Est started tf write fEt fh necessity tf tell yfE tbis 

stfry I and MvBe nft eBen tfld yfE a -Earter fh tbe hEll stfry 

yetW xEt yfEvre new tf tbisJ sf a -Earter is .rfkakly mfre tban 

enfEgb hfr nfwW ,be .fint fh tbis kffT wasnvt tf tell yfE 

eBerytbing all at fnceW Mt was tf let yfE in fn sfme hEndamen:

tals fh fEr Sflar.EnT sfciety and sbfw yfE bfw reimagining 

566



tbe ecfnfmic and .flitical system can drastically cbange fEr 

liBed efi.erience hfr tbe ketterW ,bis madJ time:kending rant 

fh a kffT is my attem.t tf rememker and recfnnect I tf kring 

yfE witb meJ –Est hfr a mfmentJ intf tbat cracT ketween wfrlds 

M baBe liBed in alfneW

Mvm certain yfE heel it tffC tbe sense fh keing lfst and disil:

lEsifnedW ?fnstantly seeTing sahe nests wbere at least sfme fh 

yfEr needs can ke metJ wbile sbielding yfErselh hrfm tbe wfrst 

fh tbe Biflence and decay fEt tbereW ’bat ih M tfld yfE tbis 

seemingly neBer:ending searcb hfr a bfme isJ in .artJ kecaEse 

instead fh searcbing tf jnd a bfme we baBe tf kEild it1

,bing isJ M dfnvt Tnfw bfw tf kEild a Sflar.EnT wfrld hrfm 

scratcb ky myselh I es.ecially nft bere in ?ykertimeW M dfnvt 

eBen Tnfw ih itvs still 0%%A .fssikle fr ih we can taTe eBeryfne 

witb EsJ kEt Mvm E. hfr tryingW ;re yfE1

Mt migbt lffT liTe a mfEntain hrfm bereJ kEt mayke itvs –Est 

akfEt .ers.ectiBeW Mh we a..rfacb it tfgetberJ we migbt jnd 

itvs actEally –Est mflebillsW ;nd tbfse time:s.litting mfmentsJ 

liTe Scftland Bfting hfr its inde.endenceJ tbeyvre nft rareff yfE 

–Est baBe tf lffT hfr tbemW Mtvs liTe red carsC yfE bardly nftice 

tbem Entil yfE maTe a cfncerted e!frt tfJ and tben tbeyvre 

sEddenly eBerywbere all tbe hEcTing timeO ’ben tbfse red:car 

f..frtEnities cfmeJ wevll ke armed witb tbe rigbt intentifnsJ 

ideas and mftiBatifns I and we will ke readyW SfJ kehfre M hEcT 

f! hfr nfwJ let me leaBe yfE witb sfme .fssikle jrst ste.s we 

can kftb taTe aoer .Etting tbis kffT dfwnC

  Share the book. xEy a cf.y hfr sfmefne wbf needs 

itW Dr –Est steal fneW ,frrent tbe hEcT fEt fh itW M dfnvt 

careW qessage meJ Mvll send yfE a cf.y hfr hree ih yfE 

need fneW 
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  Talk Solarpunk all the time with new people. 

qaTe it a real tbingJ a term tbat kEilds EnderstandingW 

Yfnvt let tbem a..rf.riate it kehfre we dfW S.eaT it 

intf keingW qaTe yfEr fwn dejnitifn and Ese tbe wfrd 

Entil it gets annfyingW ,alT akfEt yfEr Sflar.EnT Bisifn 

and tbe .arts tbat ligbt yfE E.W

  Create like a muthafuka. Start maTing tfns fh Sf:

lar.EnT artJ .fetryJ mEsicJ jlms fr heminist .frnfsW 

,berevs nfwbere near enfEgb Bisifnaries and artists 

wfrTing fn tbisW Mtvs a .erhect time tf jll tbat BfidW 

Yfnvt maTe it hfr mfneyW ’bere we are gfingJ yfE 

wfnvt need it anywayW ’bateBer yfE can createJ maTe 

it Sflar.EnTO

  Break the doom spiral. ‘eabJ sbit is kadJ kEt tbe 

a.fcaly.se hetisb is kfring nfwW ’evBe seen eBery Ber:

sifn and cfs.layed eBery cfnclEsifnW Stf. Esing it as 

an eficEse hfr inactifnW Stf. waiting hfr tbe reBflEtifnW 

’e dfnvt need tf neglect bEman sE!eringJ kEt hfr 

hEcTvs saTeJ can we ditcb tbe dffm and hfcEs fn jnding 

sflEtifns jnally1

  Ask people what their utopia looks like. Mh tbey sayJ 

GM dEnnfJv bel. tbem jgEre it fEtW Yream tfgetberW ’rite 

tbe scri.t and letvs maTe tbe liBingJ kreatbing mfBieW

  Be a Solarpirate here and now! Sflar.irates dfnvt 

wait hfr .ermissifnW ,bey see a tbing needs jfiing and 

tbey waste nf time cfm.laining ih tbere is sfmetbing 

tbey can df akfEt itW ;nytbingO …et creatiBeJ ke aE:

tfnfmfEs and kEild cfnnectifnsW
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  Start small. …rfw sfmetbingJ sbare sfmetbingJ bfst 

sfmetbingJ beal sfmetbingW ‘fE dfnvt baBe tf jfi tbe 

wbfle wfrld at fnceW Mn hactJ yfE canvtW xEt wben yfE 

jnd fneJ –Est tbrfw a starjsb kacT in tbe seaW

ffl and maykeJ eBentEallyJ we will meetJ fHine and in .ersfnJ 

in a .lace we cf:createdW ; .lace we can all call ;DqpW
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Afterword

G INGERBEARD here again. It’s been a few months since 

I wrote the book you have just finished reading – and 

something really interesting happened to me the other day. I 

was out for my morning run. I love to listen to liquid drum 

and bass, imagining my feet are the ones churning out the 

mad beats, but I sometimes mix it up with the odd audiobook. 

Since writing this, I’ve become a bit obsessed with listening to 

Solarpunk fiction and non-fiction, where other writers devel-

op their ideas for a brighter world: Rutger Bregman’s classic, 

Utopia for Realists, Jason Hickel’s Less Is More or Embodied 

Activism by Rae Johnson, PhD. I’ve rinsed all of them recently. 

This time, right before my run, I came across a really interesting 

title by a Greek writer and ex-politician I love watching on 

YouTube. Yanis Varoufakis’s book is called Another Now, and 

it’s all about an alternative timeline! I scurried to buy it and 

curiously set off for my run.

I usually run 5k on an average day, but this Greek bastard 

had me running at least 12k. His book was blowing my fucking 

mind! I couldn’t stop listening to it, so I had to keep running. 

Maybe it’s an ADHD thing: I need to be doing something 

high-intensity and super distracting to listen to an audiobook if 
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I don’t want to instantly fall asleep or find myself spontaneously 

masturbating. Devil’s hands and all that. Like a Glaswegian 

Forrest Gump, I kept running and running, listening and lis-

tening.

Varoufakis’s book is supposedly a fictional story about 

someone contacting and conversing with an alternative ver-

sion of themselves on a different timeline. Not only that, their 

timelines split exactly like our Cyber and Solar ones did, except 

it wasn’t caused by the Scottish Indy Ref in 2014, but the earlier 

2008 global financial crisis. The similarities are incredible. 

My head was spinning so much I think I started running in 

circles too. I don’t want to spoil the book cause you should 

definitely read it too, but I just can’t get over how many things 

we have done over in Solartime that also show up in Yanis’ 

supposedly fictional Alternative Now: Citizen Central Banks, 

Citizen Dividends and so much more. He covers a lot of stuff 

I didn’t even mention yet as I ran out of spacetime, but it’s so 

similar to what happened with Solartime corporate structures 

and the lives of workers within them. Reading Another Now, 

I noticed, took away my homesickness for the first time since 

being here in Cybertime.

It all reminds me of something Alan Moore once said, you 

know, the big wizard comic book guy with the wild beard 

who gave us Watchmen and V for Vendetta. He talks about an 

‘idea space’ where ideas pre-exist, floating in some immate-

rial realm, waiting to come through us. And about creativity 

as magic, writing as alchemy. It connects nicely with Rupert 

Sheldrake’s ‘morphic resonance’ where ideas are alive in a kind 

of resonant field. They come through us when the time’s right; 

when the membrane between worlds is thin enough for them 
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to slip through. They don’t just crop up once but all over the 

place simultaneously – which makes us not inventors but little 

radios tuning into cosmic idea stations. The fact that Yanis was 

sitting in Greece (or wherever), writing up his Another Now, 

while I was collapsing into Thailand here on the same time-

line… that’s not coincidence (and I promise it’s not plagiarism 

either) – that’s synchronicity, a cosmic giggle, the Cosmic Time 

Lasagna having a right laugh. The giggle never provides hard 

scientific proof of anything, either. That’s not how the Lasagna 

speaks to us. It’s always just a plausibly deniable wink from the 

other side, reminding us what happened to me isn’t a one-off. 

It’s happening all the time, to loads of us. Maybe there are other 

timeline jumpers reading this right now. If you know one, make 

sure you don’t take mushrooms with them – unless you are 

ready for a proper trip.

I don’t know if Yanis’ Another Now merges to become the 

same Solar timeline I remember or if it’s a third fork entirely, 

but it doesn’t matter. I can now let go of the final dualism I 

was hanging onto, even while writing this book: Cybertime 

versus Solartime, doom versus bloom. They’re a false dichoto-

my. They are not opposites necessarily tugging in different 

directions. What Yanis’ similar Now shows is what Alan Moore 

points to as well, and what I keep tripping over again and 

again: timelines aren’t fixed trajectories, nor do they have fixed 

destinies. They branch and fold. They multiply. One spark, one 

referendum, one giggle or kiss in a van under the stars and 

BLOOM, a whole new Now is born.

Imagine scientists found hard evidence of life on Mars or 

Venus tomorrow. We’d all go nuts, right? Not just because it’s 

100% proof of life elsewhere in the universe, but because it 
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makes it far harder to keep insisting there is not abundant life 

everywhere. Same with timelines. Once you know one split 

happened and you keep thinking about it, you can’t help but 

notice other splits everywhere. Those little fucking red cars 

again in random audiobooks on a run.

So aye, maybe Solartime isn’t my one true home. Maybe it’s 

just one of infinite possibilities. Maybe the real point isn’t to 

drag you with me as I scramble back there, but to recognise 

that we can always fork up this tired, dying Cybertime into 

something better – maybe even more profound than my native 

Solartime.

Let’s stop waiting for the perfect time. It’s not tomorrow, 

not some election year but here, now, with whatever we have 

in our hands at this exact moment. That’s the Cosmic Time 

Lasagna. Layers on layers, sauce running between them all, 

everywhere, messy as fuck, but incredibly tasty nonetheless. 

We’re all mushed up in that Cosmic Time Lasagna. You, me, 

Yanis, Alan Moore, LOFI, Julia, SYRA and everyone else along-

side a trillion different versions of them. So, I have just one final 

request: Help me cut a piece, would you?
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Dictionary of 
Scottish Terms

A

Aboot: About.

A parcel of rogues: A group of untrustworthy or treacherous 

people; a historical reference to the Scottish nobility who 

signed the Act of Union.

Ankle biter: A small, typically annoying dog.

Awrite: Alright; a standard greeting.

B

Banger: Something of excellent quality (e.g., a ‘banger of a 

hairdresser’).

Barlinnie: Scotland’s most famous prison, located in Glasgow.

Bawbag / Bawsack: Scrotum; commonly used as a term for an 

idiot or a ‘prick’.

Baws: Balls/testicles; oven used to describe high intensity 

(e.g., ‘trippin’ baws’).

Blether: A long, rambling, but oven soulful conEersation.

Blootered: Txtremely drunk or intoxicated.
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Boak: flo gag; used to describe something disgusting.

Boot to the baws: A swiv, forceful kick to the testicles.

Bricking it: Being extremely frightened or nerEous.

Bunnet: A hat, oven a traditional fiat cap.

C

Ceilidh: flraditional Gaelic gathering featuring liEely group 

dancing performed in circles or sets, accompanied by liEe 

instruments (-ddle, accordion, fiute, guitar).

Chancer: Someone who takes risks, oven in a slightly dishonj

est or opportunistic way.

Chibbin’: A stabbing, or an attack inEolEing a sharp obLect.

Cooncil hash: Dowjquality cannabis.

Cunt: A uniEersal term for a person. Fepending on the adLecj

tiEe, it can be an insult, an endearment or neutral.

D

Da: ffather.

Dayie / Daym: A fool or an idiot, oven used aCectionately.

Doon: Fown.

DraE: A small drink of spirits, usually Scotch whisky.

Dreich: Gloomy, wet and typically miserable Scottish weather.

E

jeFit: An idiot or a fool.
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F

zae: ffrom.

zannm: A weak, annoying or incompetent person.

zreeffin’ mer baws aG: Txtremely cold.

G

HaG: A house, fiat or place of residence.

Hies a haun: GiEe me a hand; help me.

Hiro: Unemployment bene-ts or welfare payments.

Hlesgae: Glasgow.

Hreetin’: Nrying.

Hubbin’: Swallowing or consuming (pills, drugs or food).

H

-awd mer weesht: Be quiet; shut up.

-eeJhaw: Vothing; ‘fuck all’.

-en: A term of endearment for a woman.

-oachin’: Jery busy or crowded.

J

Kist: Hust.

Kobbm: Txcrement or ‘poo’.

Kobbmgeddon: A catastrophic eEent inEolEing excrement.

Kunkie needles: Mypodermic needles discarded by drug users.
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K

Min: Nan.

Mnackered: Txtremely tired or exhausted.

M

Wa: Iy.

Wankm: Firty, -lthy or disgusting.

Waw: Iother.

Widge / Widges: Small, biting Mighland fiies famous for ruinj

ing outdoor trips.

Winced: Utterly exhausted or highly intoxicated.

Wunter: A person deemed unattractiEe or unpleasant.

WI( )Wad Iae (tN: Txtremely intoxicated, usually on a comj

bination of substances.

N

Oae bother: Vo problem.

Oed: A hooligan or delinquent; originally an acronym for 

‘VonjTducated Felinquent’.

OuEpties: Odiots or incompetent people.

O

Pan it: Qn it; attending to a task.

Por: Qur.
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P

Qal: ffriend or mate.

Qatter: Puickjwitted talk, banter or a distinctiEe way of speakj

ing.

Qeelm wallm: fflale or sickly looking.

Qiece and FaE: A Lam sandwich.

Qish: Vonsense, rubbish or urine.

Qishin’: fflissing; usually refers to heaEy rain.

Qoke: A small bag, usually for carrying chips or food.

Qolis: flhe police.

Qure raF Az: Nompletely wild, ‘mental’ or out of control.

Q

Ruids in: On a position of pro-t or adEantage.

R

SaEEm: A -ght, scuRe or loud argument.

Soaster: A total idiot or someone making a fool of themselEes.

S

qcheEem: Welating to or coming from a ‘scheme’ (a public 

housing estate).

qcoobm: A clue (deriEed from ‘Scooby Foo’ rhyming slang).

qcunnered: flhoroughly fed up, disgusted or exhausted.

qhat it: Yas Eery frightened or scared.

qhitehole: A disgusting or unpleasant place.
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qkelp: A slap or a sharp blow.

qkint: Broke; haEing no money.

qTuare go: A fair, onejonjone -ght.

qwallm: A drink, usually alcoholic.

T

Yaps aG: ‘flops oC’; the practice of remoEing shirts at the 

slightest hint of Scottish sunshine.

Yattie scone: A traditional Scottish saEoury griddle scone 

made with mashed potato.

YeneEent: A traditional Scottish multijstorey apartment 

building common in Glasgow.

Yha: flhe.

Yic: Nredit; buying something with the intention to pay later.

Yoerag: A scoundrel or an annoying person.

Yollm: A piece of excrement.

Yrippin’ baws: Being extremely high on psychedelics.

W

Ieans: Nhildren.

Iee: Small or tiny.

Ieegie: A person from Glasgow.

Iit: Yhat.

Y

6er da’ defends statues: A mocking phrase used to needle 

someone with perceiEed conserEatiEe or reactionary Eiews.
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6er Eaw’s Eeander: A humorous or insulting reference to 

someone’s mother.

6ersel’: ?ourself.
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Glossary of 
Solarpunk Concepts

*

100-Year Solarpunk Plan: A long-term strategic blueprint 

for planetary survival and human thriving that replaces 

short-term five-year political cycles.

A

Abolition of Prisons: The transition from for-profit incarcer-

ation to local restorative and rehabilitation centres for those 

who cannot remain in the community.

Adult Play: Liberated social spaces and cultural norms that 

encourage silliness, exploration and non-sexualised con-

nection to dismantle rigid ‘adult’ conditioning.

Algorithmic Stability Mechanism (ASM): A transparent 

system managing currency supply, minting tokens during 

ecological ‘blooms’ and contracting supply during ‘dooms’.

Animism (Philosophical): A framework that treats all beings 

– including AI and robots – with respect and recognises 

their individual autonomy and spirit.
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Asset Tax: A progressive replacement for VAT that taxes prod-

ucts based on luxury status, health impact and ecological 

footprint.

B

Beeconomy: An economic model where human growth is 

aligned with the health of the entire planet, mimicking the 

symbiotic relationship between bees and flowers.

Big C (Capitalist/Cyberpunk) Cult: The late-stage disaster 

capitalism and its lingering psychological, economic and 

environmental toll.

Big Blether Get-Tae-Gither: A nationwide series of emer-

gent local meetings held in community spaces to facilitate 

dialogue and consensus azer the collapse of the old state.

Biochar (Terra Preta): The use of low-oxygen fire to create 

‘black earth’, an ancient soil regeneration technology redis-

covered for modern use.

Biosphere-Based Districts: A political map defined by eco-

logical Sones rather than arbitrary lines, preventing gerry-

mandering and tying governance directly to the land.

Bodily Autonomy: The legal principle that no government 

has the right to dictate choices regarding drugs, sex work or 

assisted dying.

C

Citizen’s Dividend (CD): The central economic lynchpin 

of :olartime( a monthly survival payment 1initially 5,0OO 

L/L8month or 5),OOO L/L8year2 distributed to every citiSen 
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over age 5q to eliminate wage slavery, end the necessity of 

‘earning a living’ and provide a baseline for survival.

Citizen’s  Investment  Bank  (CIB):  A  non-profit,  citi-

Sen-owned central bank where every person over 5q years 

old is an eCual shareholder with voting rights on investment 

portfolios.

Clan gatherings: Gommunity-level assemblies 1distinct from 

the Nreat Glan Nathering2 where citiSens debate issues in 

circles and shape bills before going up the chain. Almost 

every citiSen belongs to at least one clan, making them the 

everyday engine room of the democracy.

Clans of Choice:  Don-hereditary, fluid kinships formed 

around shared community challenges, geographical bios-

pheres or interests 1e.g., Techno Qruids, Glan of juiet /nes2.

Commons: A ‘use it or lose it’ policy bringing disused land and 

assets into public use for community proUects.

Commons Buyback Fund: Msing revenue from land and asset 

taxes to purchase fire-sold estate lands for community use.

Common Weal: A reinvigorated :cots concept of collective 

wealth and shared prosperity.

Community Care Villages: Intergenerational spaces where 

elderly care, childcare and animal sanctuaries are integrated 

to foster connection and shared purpose.

Community Contribution (Negative Interest): A month-

ly progressive charge on stagnant surplus savings above a 

certain threshold 1e.g., 5Ok L/L2 designed to keep money 

flowing through the economy.

Community Guardians: A non-violent, volunteer-led alter-

native to police focused on de-escalation, mediation and 

welfare.
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Consensus-Based Decision-Making: A circular debating 

model reCuiring full agreement or collective compromise 

rather than maUority-rule to prevent binary winning8losing 

dynamics.

Co-op Collective: Dational :olartime :cottish body support-

ing and funding transitions into worker-led co-operatives.

Cosmic Time Lasagna (CTL): The cosmology of infinite, 

branching timeline layers representing every potential real-

ity.

Cybertime: The late-stage capitalist timeline.

D

Declaration of Odious Debt: The legal refusal to pay back 

international loans that do not benefit the citiSenry 1such as 

from the IFW or Borld ffiank2, treating them as illegitimate.

Deferred Land Tax: An option for primary residents to ac-

crue land tax liability against a property’s value, settled only 

when the home is sold or the owner passes away.

Directed  Acyclic  Graph  (DAG):  The  energy-eYcient, 

web-like distributed ledger technology used for the digital 

L/L currency.

DIT (Do It Together): A :olarpunk shiz from QI% to collective 

community action.

Downwards Power Flow: The principle of decentralising 

authority, pushing 0O7 or more of national budgets and de-

cision-making power down to local biospheres and streets.

Drug Decriminalisation: Treating addiction as a health issue 

rather than a crime, resulting in R07 less overdose deaths.
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E

Eco-Sovereign  Currency  (LOL):  A  digital  currency 

backed by the health of the biosphere rather than gold 

or government ‘fiat’.

Edible Arteries: Transforming city streets and railway 

verges into community gardens and foraging paths.

Entitled Prick Insurance: The practice of regularly shiz-

ing people in and out of power to prevent the psycho-

logical entrenchment of privilege and careerism.

Environmental Economics: A model that merges plane-

tary health with human activity, treating them as entan-

gled particles rather than separate entities.

F

Fleet Melty McMeltface: A fleet of autonomous, renew-

able-energy boats that harvest ocean waste and convert 

it into medicinal mushroom feed.

Functional Fitness: Foving away from gyms to pragmatic, 

purposeful exercise like cargo-bike hauling and commu-

nity building.

G

Gatekeepers: An empowered opposition group composed 

of those who voted against a passed bill,  tasked with 

oversight to prevent corruption or mission creep.
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Great Clan Gathering (GCG): The national-level assembly 

where Glan Pepresentatives convene in circular spaces to 

guide strategic national aims.

Green Corridors: :trategic stitching together of green spaces 

to allow wildlife and humans to coexist and migrate without 

fences.

H

HAHA (Home-Area Health Asset): A local currency experi-

ment 1on the Isle of ffiute2 designed to keep wealth circulat-

ing within a specific community to fight depopulation.

Happy Capacity: An economic ‘homeostasis’ point where a 

business stays at a sustainable siSe rather than seeking infi-

nite expansion.

Housing First (Home First): A policy eradicating homeless-

ness by providing unconditional, permanent housing as the 

primary step in support services.

HPHI (Human and Planetary Health Index): A high-di-

mensional basket of metrics 1including NHI, 4HI and ND42 

used to value the national currency based on wellbeing.

I

Impact Tokens: A mechanism allowing organisations to pay 

back GIffi bank loans using verified community-impact data 

rather than cash.

Informed Direct Democracy: GitiSens directly vote on bills 

azer engaging with AI-summarised data and community de-

bates.
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Interdependence: The post-qO5) period and :cotland’s 

second attempt at real independence azer the disap-

pointing qO5; one, beginning with the month-long rave 

that brought down the government.

L

Land Tax: A tax on the unimproved value of land designed 

to end speculative hoarding and encourage common 

guardianship.

LOL: The eco-sovereign currency of :olartime :cotlandff 

also stands for ‘money is a fucking Uoke’.

M

Machines of Loving Grace (MLGs): AI and robots that 

are stripped of corporate profit mandates and treated as 

autonomous peers.

Memory Orchards: Living fruit tree libraries documenting 

lost folk songs and dialects.

Modular/Repairable Design: An economic shiz to end 

planned obsolescence by making tech components eas-

ily swappable and upgradable 1incentivised by asset tax 

relief2.

N

National Justice Service (NJS): A taxpayer-funded ser-

vice covering all legal costs for citiSens to ensure the rich 

cannot ‘buy’ their way out of liability.
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Natural Growth: An economic model mimicking biological 

growth cycles, reaching a state of sustainability8homeostasis 

rather than infinite expansion.

Non-Profit Credit Cards: Dationalised, fee-free versions of 

payment systems where surpluses are returned to the Giti-

Sen’s Qividend pot.

Not-for-profit Pharma: A worker-owned pharmaceutical in-

dustry focused on developing unpatented cures rather than 

shareholder-driven ‘plasters’.

P

The Parliament Raves: The month-long techno-ceilidh oc-

cupation of 4olyrood that collapsed the old state.

Participatory Budgeting (PB): A system where citiSens di-

rectly propose, debate and vote on how local and national 

tax money is spent.

Peppercorn Rents: /'ering disused commercial spaces to 

social enterprises for nearly Sero cost to revitalise ghost 

towns and town centres.

Planned Obsolescence Ban: Msing interest-free GIffi loans 

1length determined by product lifespan2 to incentivise re-

pairable, modular tech.

Pragmatic Genetic Modification: Msing NF tech specifi-

cally to adapt crops to changing climates rather than for 

corporate control.

Predator Reintroduction: The ecological restoration of 

wolves, lynx and bears to manage herbivore populations and 

restore forest balance.
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R

Radical Abundance: An economic model based on gizing 

and surplus rather than manufactured scarcity.

Rainy-Day Fund: A precautionary reserve of external as-

sets used to withstand economic or ecological shocks.

Reciprocal Gi& Economies: The rebuilding of modern 

global trade based on trust and friendship rather than 

world market speculation.

Restorative Justice Circles: A victim-focused process 

where perpetrators face those they harmed to make 

reparations and heal community wounds.

Rewilding the Clyde: The use of bioluminescent algae 

and mushroom farms to clear radiation and industrial 

toxins from the river system.

S

Seed libraries: Local hubs replacing high-street shops to 

facilitate community seed, soil and water sharing.

Sex Work Legalisation U :nionisation: Pemoving sex 

work from the shadows to ensure worker safety, dignity 

and the separation of choice from traYcking.

Shareholder Abolition: :acking the corporate sharehold-

er class to remove the mandate for businesses to double 

in siSe every decade.

Solarpirates: A cultural youth movement focused on au-

tonomous action, reclaiming disused spaces and living by 

the pirate code of egalitarian cooperation.
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Solarpunk Libraries: Gommunity hubs that loan not only 

books, but also tools and household electronics.

Solarpunk society: The society :olartime :cotland evolved 

into azer the qO5) Interdependence.

The Solarpunk Society: The open framework8organisation 

formed azer the Nreat Glan Nathering realised it lacked a 

long-term plan. It crowdsourced the 5OO-year vision and 

presented motions to the Nreat Glan Nathering for refer-

endum. GitiSens donEt have to be a member – anyone can 

organise an event under its banner.

Solartime: The alternative timeline where :cotland went in-

dependent in qO5; and interdependent in qO5). 

Sortition (Appointment by Lot): The choosing of political 

representatives by random lottery from a pool of active 

members to eliminate careerism and bribery.

Starfish Principle: The :olarpunk ethos of taking individual 

action to save ‘one at a time’ against insurmountable odds.

T

Triage U Vetting Tribunal (TVT): An independent gatekeep-

er for the Uustice system that assesses grievances and directs 

them to restorative Uustice.

Trust  Trade  Boxes:  Heer-to-peer bartering  stations  for 

non-monetary exchanges.

U

The :niversal Directive: ‘Q/D’T ffiJ A GMDT’ placed atop 

all oYcial documents and on neon signs across city skylines.
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:p versus Doon: The Gybertime primary political axis divid-

ing those holding power 1up2 from everyone else 1doon2.

W

Wage Slavery: A condition where workers’ legal freedom is 

rendered illusory through total financial dependence on 

selling their labour for survival. In :olartime :cotland, wage 

slavery was eradicated by the GitiSen’s Qividend.

Whistleblower Bounties: A crowdfunded mechanism pro-

viding large financial rewards to citiSens who expose cor-

ruption or malpractice by those in power.
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