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Ahmedabad, 2050.

It was a time when the sun rose not just over buildings but through them.
Vines hung from every balcony, not for decoration but by requlation.
A Neoflora City didn't {ust include birds, it was built with them.
Architects consulted ornithologists.
Builders stopped cranes during nesting seasons.
It was a symphony of planning. e
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¥ the legendary founder of Neoflora. 2 oo
“ ‘A woman who, in a time of ecological despanr, Y

B e el > wg Rt A
e ‘} Who sal o Mﬁf /ol 1 N 1? A ;;ﬁk‘gﬂ»? 3 ;-f?'*;
2 : o QP g L s e By AT R Sl PSP T L TR
.‘"; A 1 : "W *

We don’t need to own hature. = EiT
‘?-

l

o ;
-'P - ¥
W T -
.p. 7 . ¥ "‘ k '."‘
i :

o
o

To Maena, Tora wasn’t? Just a v:snonary ‘
She was a blueprmt f@r hopg
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argued not Just for sustainability but for coexas{'ence.; “i-, AR

We n»eed {o be tolerable enough tha’c lt stays ! {‘* :
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! The diy she walked into Neoflora HQ E 7,
L felt ?ke entering a sacred site. j‘
’ # *{;i_ » N

: . . ‘1?‘:
i The lobby alone held a projection of bird " =
- flight data across the hemisphere. (g "% 420
*  Wind maps intersected with canopy data. ="
+ The smel% of flowering moss piped through hidden ducts.¥
B 5 ‘ 4 ‘ " » _ f' \
© _ Her division? Urban Flock Dynamics. & 2 A
c._ ‘ - ! )L.,, o S
g,z, Her job? To monitor and maintain the behavioral maps
. of every bird species across the city’s bioregions:;

ensuring balance, minimizing aggression, optimizing health.

It was science. It was art. It was peace.




Maena had always watched the skies with more than wonder wnth precnsnon.
That's what made her good at her job. — e

across Sector 7 three evenings in a row ,
at exactly 17:03 her first mstmct wasn’t paranona.
It was protoco 255

She ran a standard temporal spatial check. e
Same altitude. Same velocity curve. Same swwm}ﬁs. -

Too same. ‘( Satiiih,

She frowned. A x ?‘:*

She rewound footage from different angles sky cams, shadow sensors
traffic reflections. - ‘ ﬁ

Every camera told the same story: birds that danced as if choreographed.
"Could be a recordmg error," she mumbled, tapping her temple, switching to live flight telemetry.

| AR RA L E) T R
1 Q Prs: 1.8 _ o ccinig v

" " s s
- ra o



But then came the fourth day. Maena left her desk and climbed to an open terrace at 17:02.
They came. Thirty-seven birds. Right on schedule. P

The same pattern. ’['
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Except this time, she watched closely, toé"él’osely. Q—”

One of the birds faltered mid-turn, —

wings jerking with a micro-delay like | e

it had received a late command.

It corrected itself sharply,

mechanically and felt back into formation.

= A chill ran down her spine. .,
- She slowed her lens feed down to 0 01)(. s

not a reﬂechon. i e
A brief spark. — ‘l; Ea g O
- Like a recewei res ondmg

-

$ "'"That S notm tmot"' she thSperedl




Later that night, she dove into Neoflora's old archives,
the pre-city data, back when the bird guidance system
had been a kind of safety net. |

' <

A cluster of lightwei ht behavioral nudge-beacons
designed to gently steer flocks away from glass towers,
electromagnetic 102:8, and construction noise.

Never full control;iﬁ{

Just... influence. 3

The tech had been labeled
obsolete years ago. -
Decommissioned.

But the logs didn't lie. : -
Reactivation markers. Recent pings. Scheduleigulses. e

-

Someone had brought it back. TSN

Only it wasn’t being used to protect the birds anymor&mx’} L
It was directing them. = . I R )\ h,
Orchestrating them. \\ﬁf’“ |

Designing the illusion of wildness.



Maena didn't sleep that night,

e W - F .
— W

T e‘p‘ér she dove, the olearér it becarne o2
the birds were no longer just flyingthey were being flown.
The data logs weren't just errant; they were maintained. Clean. Tidy. Too perfect.

Like someone was curating their behavior for an audience.
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—Maena stood outsude Kahu Vernes ‘office for ten minutes before she Was called f—
ns|de the air smelled of synth-wood polish and snlonce. Kahu dndn’t look up as shg,entered

| "haenaWboen pokmg arou, e old bnrdflow Iogs?“ ';' o W ,;, f"?y_,:_‘ 1Y £i4 g - PR Y
gl ! f i Sﬁe slic ‘

_ﬂ

"“This is more than legacy code. These flocks they repeat exact patterns down to the mnlhsecond
There's synchronized signaling. I checked the original guidance network schematics. =
Those beacons were meant for s: fet But they're bemg reactivated... for control." °
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| noise. You've been in the deep-data stream too long. It happens.” He smiled, condescending.
3 appreoiate the passion, but maybe step back for a bit.

. some rest. Look up v without analyzing for once." ———

o)
Maena narrowed her eyes. "You're not even denying the logs."

3

)b is to assist Neoflora

_ ‘ ‘
'- He stood

“Was ;has Suppo
‘Kahu eld her gaze, unreat ab‘le. .

s? o
" 'You've earned a short wellness break ﬂ \ ,
| ¥ andatory, of course}u come back refreshed -




' Maena’s new workstation was shaped like a leaf. '
Litexally, a glassy, photosensitive structut!e in the Educatnon & Outreach wmg designed to |
‘immerse guests in the wonder of avian harmony."
b oy -~
She spent her days scripting holographic sky shows for school groups
and modelmg fake flnght data for tournst AR souvenirs.

. \1\

f' m

fui’
“The i lrony blt deep

¥ v She could see the sky from her new desk,

but she no longer had access to the instruments that mapped it.
= No more real-time flock telemetry.
No more behaworal logs. No more voice in the meetmgs where decisions were made.
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But her mind wouldn't qunet
R S

'i_.{ ¥

TT——
She began to bunld her own records. =

{ And the patterns hadn’t stopped.
If anything, they'd grown bolder.
The same unn.atura.L.,__c,f._ec.isi’on_,'“--' !

L §
&

| "She notnced subtle anomahes in the s| y “shows too, _
pre-programmed "wild" flocks that always performed just right for VIPs.=

She dug into old backups she still had from her engineering days .

Fragmented system maps. | 4
Decommissioned firmware scripts. - o e

W T b, _W_M A2 L.
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PR Bes. o ~ Iia ﬁ,ﬁ"“ Then came the feather.
: ey i --4“;; ) 18
bird oolhdad with one ¢ of the rooftop sensors, unusual, given the repelling frequencies.
~ = § -
~ F . It wasn't injured, but it fluttered down awkwardly.

o She retrieved it carefully. A myna.

-

not... its eyes glowed red, the feet were not hers, *

iar. Frc m the early prototypes.
| But this one pulsed.
Not a tracker. A controller. Aotwe



slipp
And she wasn't alone in seeingiit.
On an unexpected day someone

sneaked up beind her on a street,

an old colleague passed her

a fragment of encrypted code t o))

in a casual handshake. l |
P s ’%*_, 1.I : ‘ ‘
14

"You didn’t get this from me," he said.

"Check the last commit line. "

“

w -,

“It's signed.” .~ | | -
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S name. Buned in dormant ﬁr ware. Still present..
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Maena studied the code fragment until dawn.
It wasn't just a remnant. It was part of a buried subsystem,
one that had been overwritten but not deleted.

-

J'l+ -r_'.‘

The commit carried Iora Sen’s
cryptographic signature,

and the module it referenced
wasn’t about control.

It was about listening.

The Harmony Layert,

it was called in the old notes.
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A proposed system:designerl Sy But that version had never launched.

not to quide birds, b
ut to ugd;resta:nd them What replaced it was more marketable.
mapping emotional states, — —, More choreographed.

Maena started to follow the data backward:

scraps of design journals,

closed-door project records,

conversations redacted but not fully scrubbed.

The coworker helped her

build a synthetic map of what Neoflora should have been

a city tuned not to appearance, but to interspecies wellness.

recognizing distress,
and adapting human behavior accordingly.
The inverse of surveillance.

The blueprint for empathy.



But she wasn’t the only one watching.

The more she uncovered, the more the system pushed back.
Logs she'd backed up went missing.
Her old access logs were rewritten.

One day, she caught someone
trying to clone her work terminal”
while she was in the bathroom.

sh Lo, 0. T
;. :gryp 5 _-
b | ' M Birds are not our ornaments.
They are-our measufe. Of health. Of failure. Of possibility."
“A clty that is kind to blrds will be kind to pGOple."
this, know: the override is real And so is the cost."

S0 she moved underground.
h archive of Iora’s voice notes.

e )
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| 'Maena now had enough.

'% AT The blueprint.
? ~"” The override key.
The proof that Neoflora had not only
% abandoned its founding vision
~ but twistedit mto spectacle.

-‘r"l..l L

¥ But she knew exposing it wasn’t enough.
It had to be felt.
:'f lot revealed in a file dump or a protest,

- butin away the city couldn’t
:f; "@‘ scroll past or silence.

sPent nights writing code into Neoflora’s
PF*" obsolete flight-control system,
he one originally built to gently steer birds
away frg‘r{n danger zones in the early days.

R It had been tucked away,
ﬂiorgotten, and then quietly resurrected

" under Kahu Verne's tenure. Now,
ould use it for something else entirely.
She triggered a cascading override.
8 Not a malfunction, but a performance.

4 | for tourists but for truth.
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£ é*w;' Over the fmancnal district, flocks of swifts flew not in sterile e LIS o R
SRy ;.,oo s but traoed ancient sky 9lyphs from Iora’s orngmal,__‘de._s|9ns~r;;-;fii;_,__ RS SRS
150 SRS B symbols of balance, migration; ‘memlor)’. },.A_ e TERRIE AR SR 7 g
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S Over the Sabarma‘cl, YRR B
red flocks crossed paths in dehberate syn.‘_{i‘;y‘f# Uk
k\etchm g an unmnsta able emblem: B
,he sng tonce,stood for coexnstenoe i
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projected on rooftops, billboards, and glass towers..
's personal notes,

ill be kind to peop

pectacle, but for symb
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/v\,,.t‘ m No one knew who triggered it.?
* Maena’s name wasn’t attached. §
But those who remembered Iora Sen heard her voice again literally.

L

A single audio line, tucked into the city’s tourist bird gulde,. -

& ﬁ now auto-played at the end of every tour:;
A city thait slkmd | to bir bnrds will be kmd to people. 1t

™4
''''

ome thought it was a hack. Others called it Prophecy

5 ” K - TR v azh
‘f% ai ,"gaﬁ;,‘* M“__

&' i’ But most |mportantly, they n} Kiced.
“%..... And for the first time in years,..
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He didn't look up when she entered.

“You're talented, Maena. One of the brightest we've had.
But brilliance needs guidance.
And sometimes, limits."

Pauses. Looks up.
Smiles like ice melting wrong.

'y B, T

"Tora was a dreamer too.
We see how that turned out."

"Be careful not to fly too far. ,
People tend to disappear in the clouds." [ #

She said nothing.
Just nodded.

Just left.



The next day, her keycard blmked red 7 |
- A new guard said, b
"Sor| y, you 're not on the list an?mQre
."g 3 o .




in.

g reveal.

ing agai

But by then, she'd already scheduled the b

Already set the oi{y's memory humm



_ ''System |rregulantles have been resolve
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' No disruption to sky aesthetics is expeoted duritig.w ,_; ing
"-f I?nank yﬂu“fog“yoq‘g %?wmueg harm mg % - <,

a 4’ | ey et “’*‘ﬁﬁi‘ : |
e o ) 4 RN
" Behind the*’sceh‘bS‘ ‘K%hu \ﬁsﬁnﬁé’pméfg ng
“He'd ordered emergency patches to the flo K-con’
.., ‘flagged hundreds of anomaly accounts, .~

@ ~and even reassigned half of the observational drones -
gy .'w %‘crackmg "mte;M threats." |




~NRT

A \! o-_"'..-‘ .'_*’
“\“ i L = ey ‘ {“w

e

? Bon k0 { f'.‘ ; ¥
1 & ! i «
&43"&.» I\ 4 ¥ } o o

wh'|
" '

%'~ Now they bloomed everywhere. =
4 | g
he birds were not behaving normal,

L’ Sl o W T e _ - theywere conveying messages, | v ,
TR AN N A Ry e — _ P A , making the truth heard. fL
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} Then street art.
Then rooftop posters reading'

£ .--"EEING OR BEING SHOWN?"
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And then came the leak

Maena hadn’t planned to release the full Harmony Blueprint yet.

But when she got to know of Neoflora's enforcement systems %

were getting dangerously close,
she knew it was now or never.
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B 7 S

He went live at sunset. —
Behind him: the iconic Neoflora logo, the digital silhouette of a soaring bnrd % F
His face was calm, crisp, sterile. iy T

“There is a difference between c',it’ that i o,

- ﬂ'f&“
dreams and a city that functions." A S
"We created stability. We created beauty. We created order."
"The alternatwes are chaos. Dnssonance Decline." e

at control is Oppressmn. & 71

r,ﬂ

But it rang false.

Too perfect. Too qlishéc‘lﬂ.; “
Because out ide,.th
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An e-x-maj'ror publicly endorsed th'e. blue-j;

‘-\%;nd the voice clip of Iora Sen, | B -‘ ﬂh \-\
" + | ‘

aena’s original leak,

was now a chant on the streets. ..~ = = d i = \ v, . |
"A city that is kind to birds will be kmd to people."! = The?y were reclaiming authorship.

They we-re-n't protesting for nostalgia. . L.« '-J{ E AL T And Neoflora,

designed as a living organism,
. couldn’t shut down =
without hurting itself.y
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aold moss-li

subnode beneath Sector 3

n't give speeches.
 birds nesting above the ducts.

Didn’t lead rallies.
Her job was done.

AL
ite its own sky now.

did

ing and not directing.

ty would wr
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urned
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g Below, someone points up and SMIIES.
- And somewhere in the crowd, a child says:
"Look_ " thary re flymg dlff&r&nt today. -
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This graphic no 2l was created as part of ;_the' f pr
AI Futures Fellowship 2025 - < mﬁ
supported by Jaaga, Gooay.AI and MEWS |



