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 The late summer breeze feels cool on my face as I watch my 
newly born kin. Hundreds of wild berries lie before me just waiting to 
be picked and enjoyed by my family. Some we put in bowls and leave 
out to be eaten as snacks, others we use to make jams and jellies, and 
the rest, on special occasions, we bake into homemade chestnut flour 
pie crusts. 
 I bend down to examine my friends. I rub my hands over the 
fuzz of the raspberries as well as the curvature of their cousin blueber-
ries; I feel the jagged edges of their leaves, the spikes sliding between 
my fingers. As I do so, I am reminded that the two of us are not so 
different; we both rely on the same things. The same sun shines down 
us. For me, it provides the light that powers my home. For my smaller, 
greener kin, it allows them live, to grow, and to flourish, even when the 
temperatures become brisk and unforgiving.

 As I whisper stories from my summer adventures and fears for 
my first weeks of senior year to my family of berries, I feel a tug at my 
coat. I swoop around and before I know it, Todd, my younger brother, 
ducks under me and grabs a handful of berries and shoves them in his 
mouth, smearing their blood across his face.
 I grab him by the arm and shout, “Hey, what the hell do you 
think you are doing?!” 
 “I was hungry . . .” he responds timidly.
 “You know, you really shouldn’t have done that. These plants 
give you life, so you need to treat them as individuals.” I instantly 
regret snapping at him. He is still very young and hasn’t yet learned 
the Honorable Harvest. 
 Todd glares at me with the look of a confused puppy. “Why do 
you spend so much time out here anyway?”



 “These plants are our family. If you want to enjoy your fami-
ly’s company and generosity, you need to build a relationship. Garner 
trust. Why do you think you get to enjoy sweet jam on your toast in the 
morning?”
 “But they are just plants . . .”
 “But THEY aren’t just plants. They are ki and kin, individuals 
just like you a-”
 “Kids! You are going to be late for your first day. I put break-
fast in the car. Hurry and get in!” my mother shouts from the front 
porch.
 I grab my backpack and start walking towards the car. 
 “Hey, I’m sorry I snapped at you. But it’s good that you’re 
learning this now. We have a responsibility to these beings. Before we 
harvest, we must ask permission and then look for signs of whether 
they are ready to give themselves to us. Once we have permission, 

we must never take the first plant we see, as to ensure the survival of 
their species. Finally, we must never take more than what we need. 
Our world is about reciprocity; the plants give to us, and all they ask 
from us in exchange is that we listen and respect them.”
 With this we dip our heads into our electric car and listen to the 
quiet hum of the solar-charged engine.
 On our way to school, we pass by an elevated, barren field. 
Workers are scattered about, some bent over planting, others gathered 
around blueprints for wind turbines. 
 “You know when I was a little girl, those fields used to be 
mountains.” A look of despair takes over my mother’s face — her eyes 
become slightly wet with tears. “One morning, when I was about your 
age, I remember waking up to the sounds of explosions. I had heard 
the talk but couldn’t bring myself to believe that it was a reality. I 
rushed outside to find that the mountains, who used to watch over our 



house, had been defaced — their summits cleared off so elitist coal 
companies could take what was never meant to be taken.”
 “Mountaintop removal!” I loudly exclaim. I had just learned 
about this the previous year and am excited to demonstrate my aware-
ness.
 “Yes, sweetie. Mountaintop removal. The coal was angry as it 
did not want to be taken. It polluted our drinking water, made land-
slides that killed hundreds of workers, and caused a rise in the preva-
lence of cancer and other diseases. This forced us to commit to invest-
ing in renewable energy sources. And instead of clearing new fields to, 
we birthed a future from the ghost of the mountains. As in the story of 
Nanabozho, there was creation from destruction.”
 I look into my mother’s eyes and see an intense vision of a 
grim past. Smoke filled the air, illness plagued communities, cars ran 
on oil, and sand and rock, dispersed by mountaintop removal, fell onto 

roofs like rain on a humid summer night. 
 “You know coal hasn’t been used in 10 years, right? Everything 
you see relies on clean energy. Even the roads that we are driving on 
allow us to dream of a bright future. Tiny generators, placed inches 
below the road’s surface, convert the vibrations of cars, bikes, and 
buses into energy that can power the city.”
 Suddenly the world begins to feel whole again and I am 
snapped back into the present that I know and love. 
 As we enter the city’s threshold, buildings rise high into the sky 
like metal trees, similarly to the way that my friends who surround my 
property do. Bikes far outnumber the amount of cars. However, most of 
the population can be found taking the LightBus, the city’s most recent 
infrastructural development. People pile into the bright red shuttles, 
their shoulders locking against each other. The buses shoot down the 
center of the wide, avenue-like streets in their plexiglass tubes



 “Kids, look to the tops of the those buildings.” My mother 
opens the sunroof, and Todd and I stick our heads out to catch a better 
view. “Do you see the green at the top of that one?” she asks. “Those 
are rooftop gardens. The soil insulates the building and protects it from 
gaining excess heat in the summer months and losing heat in the 
winter. This helps ensure that the building’s climate control system is 
as efficient as possible.”
 Finally, we pull into the drop off circle. I grab my backpack 
and rush inside. When I enter my first class, I am greeted by the 
teacher, Mr. Thompson. I introduce myself and then sit down. 
 “Hi, I’m Johnny. What’s your name?” a boy to my right asks.
 “Cara.” 
 “Pleasure to meet you, Cara. Haven’t seen you in school 
before, are you new to the city?”

 “Actually… I still live out a ways West. I just wanted a change 
of pace, so I thought I would try schooling in the city.” 
 “Oh wow, that’s really awesome — my grandma lives out 
there. She’s an amazing gardener! Her front yard is filled with wild 
berries and I always help her harvest when I go and visit.”
 “No way, my yard is also filled with berries! Actually, I just 
harvested this morning and snuck a cup of them in my bag, want one?” 
 “Sure,” Johnny replies. I hand him the cup of berries, and he 
begins to whisper to himself words I knew too well. He spoke the 
traditional language, and, as he prays, it becomes clear to me that he 
also practices the Honorable Harvest.
 Our eyes meet and a certain connection is made. Once we 
become thankful for the kin that provide us with so much, we are 
better able to appreciate the human relationships that we have in our 
lives.



caring teachers.” 
 “Now we are one.”
 Mr. Thompson surveys the room and is impressed with the 
enthusiasm that he sees. “Welcome to the history of sustainability,” he 
says. “My name is Mr. Thompson, and I will be your instructor for this 
semester. Remember, what we just read was an abridged version of the 
Thanksgiving Address. It is a way for us all to find common ground, 
no matter what we may disagree on. We can all agree that we are 
thankful for Mother Earth, for knowledge, and for those that provide 
for us, whether they are our parents or our ki. This is incredibly 
important, especially as we begin to talk about a time when the tech-
nology and social practices were drastically different.”
 It is very clear to me that some of my classmates do not have 
the same relationship with the plants and animals that I have. Many of 
them are much wealthier than me. Since they live in high rise

As the room begins to fill, Mr. Thompson quiets down the students and 
begins: 
 “Today we have been given the duty to live in balance and 
harmony with each other and all living things. So now, let us bring our 
minds together as one as we give greetings and thanks to each other.”
 “Now we are one.”
 “We are all thankful to our Mother, the Earth, for she gives us 
all that we need for life. She supports our feet as we walk about upon 
her. It gives us joy that she continues to care for us as she has from the 
beginning of time. To our mother, we send greetings and thanks.”
 “Now we are one.”
 “We gather our minds to greet and thank the enlightened 
teachers who have come to help throughout the ages. When we forget 
how to live in harmony, they remind us of the way we were instructed 
to live as people. With one mind, we send greetings and thanks to these



apartments in the city, they do not have the same opportunities to bond 
with ki. While they are not—well most of them—wasteful, they don’t 
have the same appreciation for the immense sacrifices our food and 
resources make for us.
 “Let us begin with our first unit — the history of human inter-
actions with ki.” Mr. Thompson begins to pace in front of the chalk-
board while formulating his thoughts. “In the mid 1700’s, the age of 
industry and coal power began. With this, the world was able to 
produce goods in unprecedented quantity and quality. Conflicts over 
nonrenewable resources increased, and militaries armed themselves 
with increasingly powerful weapons. In many ways, the fighting 
became less about ideological differences and more about power and 
profit. To meet consumers’ demands and produce as much as possible, 
companies began to invest more into extracting natural resources. This 
led to numerous catastrophes, including coal mines collapsing, oil 

spills, and the meltdown of nuclear power plants across the globe. 
 By the year 2017, the world was nearing the point of no return; 
scientists predicted that the damages caused by climate change would 
be irreversible if not corrected soon. In the years surrounding this 
announcement, the Earth lost an incredible amount of biodiversity; 
some even called it a sixth mass extinction. 
 This all changed in 2025, when several world industrial powers 
passed doctrines that introduced a decade-long fade out of fossil fuels 
and a transition into renewable energies. A tax was placed on green-
house gas emissions, and tax exemptions were given to companies that 
were able to convert all of their energy usage to renewable energy 
sources. Between 2025 and 2035, these nations were able to convert 
nearly all of their energy sources to renewables. Soon, the rest of the 
world followed suit. By the year 2045, 90% of the world’s energy was 
gathered from sustainable sources.



The next step was addressing social and economic injustices. The 
easiest way for the United States to do this was to eliminate paper 
money as our main form of currency. Now, our gift economy involves 
giving items to others with the understanding that a gift will eventually 
be given back. But, as I’m sure some of your parents know, this caused 
major issues. Some people would not repay favors, causing giving and 
receiving to be out of balance. Thus, our government came up with the 
GiFT system, which essentially tracks your gift exchanges and forces 
those who are in poor standing to use money in transactions. Our gift 
economy caused each and every resource to be savored and a nation-
wide implication of the Honorable Harvest. Finally-” 
 The bell cuts him off, and we all rush to grab backpacks. I dart 
out of the room as it is my favorite part of the day, agriculture. I begin 
my work as soon as I arrive, knowing that what I collect will most 
likely be used to help pay for my dinner. I run over to the berries. 

As I kneel and begin to caress the stems of the plant, I notice the girl 
next to me, all dressed up in nice, preppy clothes, yanking at the 
leaves. I am appalled by what I see, but know it is not my place to 
interfere. 
 “You know, she’s the daughter of one of the last oil tycoons in 
America,” someone whispers. I look to my right and see it’s Johnny. 
He is clearly just as irritated by this girl as I am. He motions for me to 
go talk to her and figure out what in the hell she’s doing.
 I begin to slowly creep towards her. When I get close enough, I 
kneel down and tap her on the shoulder. She is clearly displeased to 
have been bothered but I persevere. “You know those plants that you 
are half-assly tearing apart are showing signs that they do not desire to 
be harvested.”
 “What’s your point?” she hisses back.



 “All I’m saying is that some of us rely on these plants for food. 
We can’t all afford to dish out the big bucks to be neglectful.”
 “Why don’t you just back off before I have my dad drill for oil 
next to your house.” 
 She reminds me of the time that my mother and Mr. Thompson 
spoke of, when people had no care for fellow individuals, let alone 
their less animate counterparts. I begin thinking of ways for her to 
understand why she is being wasteful. Suddenly, I realize that she has 
most likely never experienced harvesting and trading according to 
traditional code. 
 Pretending like I don’t mind this girl, I say, “Hey, I think we 
got off on the wrong foot, I’m Cara by the way. What I really meant to 
say is that I think it would be a really good idea for you to see the way 
that many of us conduct transactions. Johnny —  who’s right over 
there — and I are planning on heading to the market after school. 
Think about joining us. If you want to go, meet us at 3:45 at the Light-
Bus stop a block east off campus.”
 “I’ll...think about,” she responds with a half smile. Although 
she still emits an aura of superiority, it seems as though there was a 
fraction of sincerity in her voice.
 “Meet me at the bus station at 3:45,” I tell Johnny with a grin 
on my face. 
 I can’t pay attention for the rest of the school day. I can only 
think about the grave importance that this afternoon could hold in the 
rich girl’s life. When the last bell rings, I sprint into the hall and push 
through the swarm of stagnant students to make my way towards the 
door. When I finally reach the freedom of the streets, I scurry to the 
bus stop and plop down onto one of the benches against the wall of the 
platform. For a while, I watch the busses pull in. They seem to come 
and go almost instantaneously. 
 “Crazy, right?” I turn around to see Mr. Thompson leading 
Johnny and the rich girl towards me. 
 “I hope you don’t mind that Janet and I brought along Mr. 
Thompson,” Johnny hollers from a ways out. 
 “Janet, typical big oil name.” I think to myself.
In a few seconds, the bus to the market pulls in. 

We board and shoot off into the distance. While on the bus, we look to 
Mr. Thompson for guidance on how to teach Janet about our gift 
economy. To be honest, Johnny and I don’t even understand it well 
enough to teach about it yet. 
 “Mr. Thompson, can we poke your ear for a sec?” Johnny asks 
tentatively.
 “Of course, that’s why I came along.”
 “We want to know how the new economy works. We know it 
hasn’t always been like this, and we want to understand.”
 “Haha, ok. You are a little young to be concerning yourself 
with all this, but intellectual curiosity is what will drive this nation and 
the rest of the world forward. 
 When carbon dependence ended, renewables made people 
learn how to use only what they needed. The same became true about 
commercial goods. No longer were people concerning themselves with 
having extra, it became all about ensuring that you, along with the rest 
of the population remained sustainable, as no one wanted to see what 
happened in the early 2020’s happen again.
 In 2051, a congressman proposed a bill to normalize a gift 
economy. It was widely accepted as an incredible way of preventing a 
collapse into anarchy and despair. It was soon adopted by over 90% of 
United States’ businesses. 
 There was a key issue with this though: deflation rates were 
absurdly high. So, the federal government implemented a basic 
income. This made it so that salaries from jobs were less valuable, 
inflation rates went up, and the economy balanced out. Basic income 
also granted citizens the option of living entirely off the land if they 
wanted to. They would not have to worry about buying property 
because the government base could be put towards that and then all 
goods could be exchanged as gifts.” 
 The bus quickly comes to a stop — the doors open, signaling to 
us that it is time to get off. We gather our things and enter the market. 
We are greeted by a floor to ceiling electronic touch screen. I walk up 
to it and place my hand on it. The board illuminates green, drowning 
my hand in light. Janet too places her hand on the board, but instead of 
the lush green return that I received, Janet’s hand is backlit orange.



 “The colors signal your standing. Green signals that the person 
is in good standing and rarely fails to reciprocate a gift during an 
exchange. A warmer color signals that the person either pays using 
paper currency or simply fails to display reciprocity. As we walk Janet 
around the bazaar, Janet’s expressions slowly begin to change as she 
sees the tremendous inventory of things which she can simply take 
from. 
 For a moment, I decide to stop following Janet around and 
duck into a food store to exchange for some chestnut flour in order to 
make pie for my family. When I return, Janet is nowhere to be found. 
Suddenly, I spot her standing over a table covered with traditional style 
jewelry. I walk over.

 “My mother used to wear a necklace similar to that; she was a 
lot like you. Very charismatic, compassionate towards all life. Seeing 
this reminds me of her and the way I saw nature before she passed on,” 
Janet says.
 I extend my hands. In them are a dozen or so berries I was 
saving for the remainder of my pie ingredients. Janet looks at me with 
a sense of gratitude and takes the berries to exchange for the piece 
jewelry. 
 The next day, when I arrive at school, an envelope is in my 
locker waiting for me.


