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Tall office towers 

flickered like candles 

about to go out. A car 

floated past me, horn 

still blaring, like a 

scream under water. The 

sky was red with smoke, 

maybe from a distant 

electrical fire, or 

burning transformers 

sparked by salt water, I 

couldn’t tell. I saw a 

leopard, soaked and 

scared, using cars as 

islands as sewage 

swirled around us both. 

The air itself 

felt scorched, 

thick with 

something more 

than just fear.

This morning, I 

woke up gasping. I 

was back in 2037. 

In my dream, I was 

standing in waist-

deep floodwater. 

The roads were 

gone, swallowed 

by the sea.

2050, Mumbai. Voices of the City:

this  is  A njali : Urban ecologist. Tide listener, educator.



Now in 2050, the sea is calm. this 

morning i am in my floating classroom 

off the coast of what used to be 

worli, one of the many places the sea 

took back after the great floods.

Below my glass floor, I 

can see the mangrove 

roots moving gently with 

the tide. 



Their AI TABLETS are already 

buzzing with today’s lesson: 

“RECLAIMING the Wild: 

Mumbai's Second Life." It still 

feels strange to teach while 

floating on the sea instead of 

standing on land. But every 

time I look at the water, I 

see life returning - stronger, 

wilder, and wiser. 

My students - barefoot and smiling -will be here soon.



I remember the early days. I was a young 

ecologist following leopard trails in the Sanjay 

Gandhi National Park, spotting flamingos in 

wetlands near my home, and studying tide pools 

along Marine drive. We tracked sea slugs, 

anemones and zoanthids (soft corals) among 

others. the intertidal ecosystem is “ferocious 

with life”* yet hidden in plain sight.

Mumbai still had POCKETS 

of wildness back then. 

But greed spoke louder.

*John Steinbeck, the Nobel-prize winning American author, described tide pools as “ferocious 

with life,” and compared their richness to tropical rainforests. (Credit)

https://roundglasssustain.com/photo-stories/mumbai-tide-pools


They called us 

illegal. But we were 

here before the 

towers.

I fished with my 

grandfather where 

the tide sang 

through mangroves. 

After 2025, they blocked the 

creeks, dug up docks, laid 

cement, dirtied the water. fish 

disappeared. We were told to 

leave. "It’s for progress," 

they said. “We’ll give you new 

homes.” But homes don’t 

replace ways of life.

Santosh: koli Fisherman. Activist, Son of the tide.

We knew which fish 

came with which 

moon. The trees were 

more than plants: 

they were shield, 

history, food.



I used to call it progress.

For years, I sold a dream: Mumbai, 

the next New York. Sky-high 

towers, seaside malls, elegant 

roads above the waves. We 

cleared mangroves, displaced Koli 

families, paved over creeks. That, 

to me, was a world-class city. 

My greatest ambition? 

Redeveloping Dharavi… 

transforming it into glass 

towers, tech hubs, monorails. 

"Dignity through design," I said. 

But Dharavi’s residents wanted 

to be seen, heard, left with their 

networks and memories.

Rajiv: real-estate typcoon, Developer. Dream seller.



I begged politicians and 

planners to see reason. The 

Coastal Road project 

devoured centuries-old 

mangrove belts and their 

delicate but rich ecosystems, 

while Flamingo creeks 

turned to sludge.

I fought them every step.

The Municipality spent 

crores on a glass tunnel 

aquarium in Byculla zoo. 

South Korean penguins got 

air-conditioned cages, while 

us fisherfolk lost our land 

to landfills..

We protested. 

But Nobody cared.

Anjali and santosh challenged 

us, They referenced sea levels, 

fish migration, storm buffers. I 

countered with GDP, investors, 

rankings.

I believed I was fixing 

something broken. They 

didn’t fit our brochures. 

They were… in the way.



The Coastal Road project was supposed to make the city faster, 

bigger, and richer. it destroyed miles of mangroves, plants that 

protect the land from storms. The Mahim creek was turned into a 

sewage drain. Ancient fishing grounds became garbage dumps and 

parking lots. 

The Coastal Road project was supposed to make the city faster, 

bigger, and richer. it destroyed miles of mangroves, plants that 

protect the land from storms. The Mahim creek was turned into a 

sewage drain. Ancient fishing grounds became garbage dumps and 

parking lots. 



Then came 2037. The flood. 

Entire neighbourhoods 

vanished overnight. Roads 

cracked, basements filled, 

saltwater surged into 

luxury towers. Systems 

failed. Order broke down. 

Everything unravelled.



Towers or shacks—it didn’t matter 

where you lived. Our old boats became 

rescue boats., We saved people who 

never spoke to us before. That night, 

they held our hands like lifelines. 



Water spared no 

one. For once, no 

one wanted to buy 

what I sold: not 

land, not hope.

They say a city 

is only as 

strong as what 

it’s built on. We 

built Mumbai on 

sand, on 

forgetting, on 

short-term, 

selfish dreams.

We cleared nature 

for buildings and 

roads. We cut 

down mangroves, 

drained creeks, 

and assumed the 

sea wouldn’t 

notice.



In 2040, I went quietly to Anjali’s 

restoration event. She recognized 

me, handed me a seedling, and said, 

“Help undo what you built.”

And I did.

And that’s when the city finally listened. We called it the Eco-Turn.

We listened: to tide, land, 

science, people. 

I led the Eco-turn, uniting ex-

developers, displaced local 

leaders, and ecologists.

it was time to use 

technology, 

Artificial 

intelligence, and 

every tool in our 

arsenal to save 

our city.



“we harnessed AI to predict, protect and preserve.

We built a coastal monitoring system - AI-linked 

buoys that tracked water levels, salinity, and 

temperature shifts in real time. These systems 

talked directly to civic warning networks and 

school safety plans.”

”We stopped new land reclamation. Funds once 

allocated for zoo expansions were directed to 

Sanjay Gandhi National Park. Creeks were 

reopened.”



Old concrete lots became sponge parks - 

public spaces that soaked up excess 

rainwater and filtered it through native 

plants. 

Children learned to read tide charts like 

the weather. Fishermen got early flood 

alerts synced to their boats. Storm 

surges were no longer a surprise. 

Solar pumps fed 

artificial lagoons, 

both wildlife 

sanctuaries and 

reservoirs in one.

We worked together, 

gradually replacing 

the fantasy of Mumbai 

as a second New York 

with something real:

Mumbai as Mumbai. 

Wild, water-wise, 

rooted in memory.



Education shifted. Kids 

use AI holo-tabs for 

biodiversity tracking, 

tagging butterflies and 

otters for global citizen 

science. Santosh’s daughter 

teaches beside Anjali.

We teach science, yes, but 

also to listen to frogs, 

read clouds, respect the 

mangrove’s quiet wisdom.



A gentle tap on the glass 

tells anjali her students are 

here. 

“We’ll begin today 

underwater, where sunbeams 

slice through mangrove 

leaves.”

“I’ll tell them how 

this city nearly 

destroyed itself; 

how only when we 

remembered we 

were part of it, did 

we begin again.”



I was born with salt on my skin

and the sea in my breath.

We read tides before maps and roads.

We were in the way –

They reclaimed our lands and paved our paths,

silenced our boats, buried our stories in concrete.

But the sea remembered.

When the city drowned, we steered the rescue.

The waves rose not to punish, but to remind.

Now my daughter teaches tides,

my son tracks fish by sonar.

I still go out with the moon.

You don’t fight the sea.

You listen, you learn, 

and if you’re lucky: you return.

This graphic novel was created as part of the AI Futures 

Fellowship 2025 supported by Jaaga, Gooey.AI, and MEWS.
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