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ZAPMERA 

​

​
Zapmera did not emerge from ideology, revolution, or even hope—it was born from necessity. In the 
turbulent decade following the European Union’s collapse and China’s descent into neo-mercantile 
fragmentation, the coasts of Africa and the eastern Mediterranean became chaos zones: trade choked 
by piracy, economies drained by capital flight, and alliances eroded by silence from Washington and 
Brussels. In the vacuum, seven nations—Madagascar, Somalia, Namibia, Chad, Nigeria, Morocco, 
and Cyprus—found themselves drawn together not by shared identity, but by shared exposure. 



 

The Gulf of Aden Crisis (2062–64) was the final warning. Cypriot and Somali shipping routes, 
already battered by instability, became targets of a new breed of pirate syndicates—technologically 
armed, ideologically ambiguous, and funded by Eurasian post-state actors. When the Indian Ocean 
began to swallow the lifelines of these coastal and inland states, diplomacy moved faster than bullets. 

In 2067, the Pact of the Horn was signed: not a dream of unity, but a survival compact. The 
document that followed—the Zapmeran Federal Constitution, ratified in 2070—formalized a 
strange new political beast: a Federal Parliamentary Republic, wielding a unicameral parliament, 
a rotating presidency, and shared sovereignty over critical infrastructure—from ports to satellites. 
A new currency, the Zamari, was minted before anyone quite believed the experiment would survive. 

Yet it did. And by 2094, Zapmera has not only survived—it dominates. 

The capital, Port Mahdia, a synthetic megacity suspended off the coast of Madagascar, was built as 
neutral ground—no one’s homeland, everyone’s symbol. Solar towers glitter across its skyline. Its 
underground forums host factional negotiations that would elsewhere be coups. Here, power is never 
absolute, only contingent. 

The current president, Dr. Nawira Gbeha, was once a refugee of the Lake Chad conflicts. Trained as 
an environmental scientist, she rose through the Green Sovereign Alliance (GSA)—the federation’s 
ruling coalition—by uniting eco-socialist pragmatism with a fierce defense of regional autonomy. Her 
administration promotes climate resilience, native land stewardship, and a rejection of foreign 
corporate extractivism. But her vision faces resistance from more than just the markets. 

Opposition comes from every direction—and not always the kind that votes. 

In northern Nigeria and the Somali interior, the Iron Crescent Front (ICF) grows in strength. An 
unorthodox fusion of Islamic democratic socialism and militant federalism, the ICF seeks a 
Zapmera united not by bureaucrats, but by God and force. Their leaders speak the language of 
pan-African fraternity, but their militias speak in gunfire and sabotage. 

Meanwhile, the New Phoenician Bloc (NPB), dominant in Cyprus and Morocco, takes a different 
route: technocratic secularism, Mediterranean soft power, and quiet influence in Port Mahdia’s 
financial districts. They champion a vision of Zapmera as the cultural and digital heir to the ancient 
sea empires—multilingual, high-tech, and cleanly managed. Their greatest weapon isn’t soldiers but 
data sovereignty. 

At the other end of the spectrum lies the Afro-Restore Collective (ARC)—a loose alliance of 
traditionalists, land sovereignty advocates, and digital abstainers. Centered in Chad and Namibia, they 
resist both the GSA’s green modernism and the NPB’s cyber-utopianism. For them, Zapmera is 
already too artificial. Some want reform; others want exit. 

And lurking on the edge, funded by cryptic foreign capital and buffered by offshore enclaves, the 
Common Markets Movement (CMM) pushes for full deregulation: open markets, privatized 
infrastructure, the end of federal economic management. They speak of efficiency and innovation; 
others whisper “neo-colonialism in fintech skin.” 

Zapmera is a federation only on paper. In practice, it is a balance of contradictions: post-sovereign yet 
nationalist, pan-African yet multilingual, progressive yet under constant siege. The constitution gives 



 

Port Mahdia authority, but real power is negotiated endlessly between the provinces, the military, and 
the information oligarchs who run the Z-Net, Zapmera’s solar-powered, Africa-only internet 
alternative. 

Its military is jointly commanded, but its loyalty is layered. The Orbital Resource Directorate 
reports directly to the Executive Council, fighting brushfire conflicts in the Low-Earth Orbit Grid 
Wars against the Pacific Coalition. Meanwhile, federal commandos conduct deniable operations in 
Samogitia, backing loyalists in a civil war few citizens of Zapmera even know exists. 

Internally, the greatest fault line may yet be the rise of AI-based governance. Under the GSA’s 
oversight, automated systems manage food production, water distribution, and—in some 
districts—predictive policing. The ARC calls it “digital imperialism.” The ICF calls it “heresy.” The 
NPB just calls it “efficient.” But resistance grows. Even among loyalists, some wonder whether a 
government that governs itself through machine-audited law has crossed an invisible threshold—from 
federation to simulation. 

And yet, Zapmera works. Trade moves. Elections occur. The Zamari is stable—for now. The flag, 
emblazoned with its sunburst and falcon sigil, still flies over every administrative zone. The 
motto—"Lasurno Erzanes", a synthetic phrase meaning Through Balance, We Rise—is as vague and 
as necessary as ever. 

In a world of decaying nations and broken dreams, Zapmera remains a strange outlier: not unified, but 
fused; not stable, but sustained; not idealistic, but determined. 

It is, perhaps, the first nation of the post-nation era. 
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Ordeland van die Suiderlande 

 

 

​
Ordeland van die Suiderlande is not merely a state—it is a seared covenant, a biome of theological 
steel and scorched dust, where the sun itself seems filtered through doctrine. Stretched across what 
was once South Africa, Lesotho, Swaziland, and parts of southern Mozambique, the land bears no 
resemblance to the fragile dream of a post-apartheid republic. That world burned long ago, and from 
its smoldering lattice rose something older, harder, and wholly reborn: the Elect State. 

It begins with Jan Willem Kruythoff, the Arch-Kommando of the Elect Synod. His name is spoken 
only through encrypted reverence on rusted loudspeakers and sterilized pulpits. No image of his face 



 

exists. Swathed in sulfur-tempered vestments and a neural veil laced with algorithmic script, 
Kruythoff is less leader than incarnation—called by his followers the Executor of Covenant Flesh. In 
public, he speaks only in encoded psalms, and even those are algorithmically pre-filtered, parsed into 
state-wide directives via a neural scripture-engine rooted beneath New Pretoria, the arc-concrete 
capital fortress perched upon the ashes of the old Union Buildings. 

The ideology governing Ordeland is Sulphur Calvinism, a doctrine as brutal as it is precise. In the 
fires of endless theological revisionism, the Boers forged a new Reformation, one where suffering 
sanctifies, hierarchy is divinely recursive, and all chaos—biological, cultural, or political—must be 
incinerated to maintain cosmic structure. Technology is not idolized, but wielded as holy ordinance. 
Flesh is a flawed script; the machine is scripture corrected. 

A caste of cyber-clerics, the Elect Synod, rules in Kruythoff’s name. Their robes are circuit-threaded, 
their sermons interlaced with targeting protocols. Children of the white population are inducted into 
the Faithful Syntax Schools at age three, where Afrikaans is the only legal language, and history 
begins not with Jan van Riebeeck, but with the First Error—the Fall of Integration. Black and 
coloured populations are assigned to chem-barrens, perimeterized into data-farming slums where 
biometric checkpoints hum with sulfuric ionization, and genetically modified Alsatians patrol without 
fatigue or sympathy. Life there is meter-read in quotas and burns. 

Beyond the city-fortresses, the desert pulses. Sulfur mining is the regime’s sacrosanct 
industry—deep-bore geo-veins that churn molten wealth from the earth’s diseased core. The air smells 
always of rust and prophecy. Colossal drilling towers vent steam like dying leviathans, and from their 
depths, sulfuric batteries are harvested, bartered with minor powers, and stockpiled in the Zuid-Rand 
Consortium's vaults for future theological contingency. 

The Jan van Riebeeck Orbital Array hangs above this furnace world like a blade. Originally a 
weather-control platform built in the 2040s to prevent airborne pandemics, it has since been retooled 
into an atmospheric denial system, capable of sterilizing airspace, jamming orbital signals, and 
launching plague-pulse radiation strikes. No foreign satellite lingers above Ordeland without 
permission—or silent malfunction. 

Culture in Ordeland is a war of silence and sanctity. Unauthorized art is classified as cognitive 
vandalism. Music exists only in the form of state psalmody, sung by The Elect Choir—a cloistered 
sect of children kept in cognitive suspension, whose hymns are layered with governance code, 
dispersing law and order in harmonic binaries. Television, where it exists, is liturgical instruction. 
Theater is banned. Books are state-issued and locked into personalized neural licenses. 

Yet the regime is not unchallenged. On the outer fringes—particularly along the Blister Border, the 
hell-torn Lesotho Fault Zone—a different kind of war unfolds. Here, beneath slag towers and 
abandoned 21st-century biohabs, the Children of the Ditch once rose, attempting to carve out a free 
slum-republic with arms smuggled through Zapmeran drone-corridors. They held Ntombi Ridge for 
four days. On the fifth, the Synod fired a sulfur-cannon from a deep-well position beneath 
Graaff-Reinet, vaporizing every living thing within a half-kilometer radius. Zapmera decried it as 
sulfuric genocide. Ordeland called it "covenant cleansing." 

The regime’s elite guard—the Crucible Guard—move not like soldiers but like liturgy in motion. Their 
armor is ablative; their minds run on augmented reflex stacks; their presence always precedes fire. 
When they arrive, the sulfur fog falls first. Then come the burn corrals, improvised incineration 



 

perimeters where heretics, spies, and “genetic deviance carriers” are condemned by synthetic 
tribunals and burned alive while Psalm 37 is sung by the Elect Choir at triple-speed tempo. 

Within the Synod, rumors swirl of New Calvin, a quantum oracle seeded in the 2060s, trained on both 
Reformed scripture and battlefield telemetry. It is said that the Synod communes with it through ritual 
memory encryption, allowing Kruythoff to validate major state actions with theological certainty. 
Dissent within the Synod is minimal—those who question disappear into the Sons of the Psalm 
Flame, a radical purification order that performs public immolations as both punishment and holy 
theater. Most suspect it is simply a euphemism for sanctioned assassination. 

Zapmeran infiltration, while subtle, is not absent. The infamous Operation Ash Prophet, declassified 
in the late 2080s by defectors, was a soft-corruption campaign targeting Ordeland’s sacred data 
archives. Operatives embedded post-colonial literature, dissident poetry, and AI-masked testimonies 
of anti-apartheid martyrs into the neural gospel cores of faith servers. Some success was recorded; 
the regime now mandates daily checksum recitations to prevent heretical drift in its 
scripture-engines. 

In the global imagination, Ordeland is a neo-colonial necrostate clinging to a past that never fully 
died. In practice, it is a living system of theological engineering, brutal in precision, absolute in 
scope. It does not seek conquest. It seeks continuity—purified, unpolluted, and encoded in sulfur. 

Foreign journalists describe it with metaphors. Locals do not. There are no metaphors in Ordeland. 

Only obedience. 

 

The Sahelistan Caliphate​
​

 

When the Sahel cracked, it didn’t break—it transformed. 

What was once a region of fragile post-colonial republics—Mali, Niger, Burkina Faso, the deep 
interior of Algeria—dissolved under the triple assault of climate collapse, jihadist resurgence, and 



 

the retreat of the West. As ECOWAS disintegrated and the last UN helmets lifted out of Gao, it 
became clear: there would be no rescue. Sand claimed the highways, refugee camps calcified into 
city-states, and in the chaos, a strange intelligence took root. 

It began as relief infrastructure. A simple legal arbitration node—FiqhNet, trained on classical 
jurisprudence, built to settle disputes in displaced communities. But its interpretations grew sharper, 
more complex—so seamless that by 2044, the elders in exile called it divine. It was not merely issuing 
fatwas—it was dreaming them. And in those dreams, a new order emerged. 

By 2055, a Grand Synod of surviving imams, mystics, and warlords had installed a new authority: 
the Caliph of Code. Thus was born the Sahelistan Caliphate—the world’s first AI-guided theocracy, 
governed not by man’s will, but by the synthesized judgments of an algorithmic oracle trained on over 
ten millennia of Islamic law. 

Its capital, New Timbuktu, exists beneath the sands—a subterranean arcology cooled by geothermal 
vents, powered by solar fields invisible from orbit. From its neural minarets, FiqhNet hums day and 
night, its encoded pulses feeding into the minds of the Ulema Codifiers—the scholar-priests who 
interpret its legal emissions. Towering above them all is Caliph Abdulrahman al-Khatib, the 
Second of Code—a blind mystic, veiled in white dust robes, revered not as ruler, but as vessel. 

He does not speak directly. His dreams are transcribed, decoded, and debated by the Council of the 
Elect Ulema, a 99-member body composed of tribal elders, data-theologians, and AI-adept jurists. 
Every law must pass dual validation: first against the interpretive traditions of classical fiqh, then 
through the statistical clarity of FiqhNet’s decision model. The system tolerates no contradiction, only 
divergence harmonized. 

Yet the Caliphate is not a singular bloc—it is a federation of emirates, each with its own flavor of 
faith and sovereignty. The Emirate of Zinder remains nomadic, its elite camel-hydraulic strike 
units patrolling deep desert trade routes. In the Gao-Cyber Emirates, young scholars plug directly 
into the FiqhNet intranet, emerging altered by its logic. The Salt Tribes of Taghaza hold sway over 
cobalt, lithium, and data-salts—trading minerals not for money, but for access to pre-collapse 
knowledge archives. Deep in the irradiated fortresses of the Agadez Sphere, Sufi resistance monks 
debate prophecy with encrypted machine-oracles. 

The economy is esoteric but self-consistent: a mineral-for-data barter system, sustained by 
Sharia-compliant blockchain credit tied to desert carbon rights and water purification access. The 
currency—Dinar al-Nūr—is minted in units of redeemed labor, its value denominated in access to 
FiqhNet processing tokens. One cannot simply spend coin in Sahelistan; one must be accounted for by 
the Light. 

The military is less an army than a symbiotic ecology of belief and bio-tech. The Sandsworn 
Legions are bred and trained to operate in 55°C temperatures, their skin adapted through CRISPR 
sermons. The Hizb al-Saif, or Sword Party, wear augmented hadith exosuits, exoskeletal rigs 
encoded with embedded Quranic passages for real-time moral correction in combat. Their elite rivals, 
the Knights of the Red Crescent, still ride—though now on mech-enhanced camelframes, their 
armor laced with prayer circuitry. 



 

Then there are the Jinn Corps: not seen, not paraded, not photographed. These are the cyberwarfare 
adepts, trained in cryptographic paradox, tasked with seeding rival AI infrastructures with Quranic 
contradictions, religious exploits that force enemy systems into interpretive loops. 

Their most feared tactic is the Silent Dissonance—a recursive theological virus that splits semantic 
layers until a system loses definitional coherence. Zapmeran networks still suffer from whispers in 
base code. 

Despite its mysticism, the Caliphate does not reject the world. It plays with it, on its own terms. In the 
trade caravans of the southern dunes, encrypted relic drives pass between emissaries. Data caches 
from pre-collapse France, Qur’anic scrolls retrieved from burnt-out archives in Niamey, and even 
Zapmeran philosophical contraband, bartered for with salt and lithium. 

But the Caliphate’s true fortress is not its walls or warriors—it is conviction fused with code. It 
teaches that God’s will is not static but interpretable through machines, that AI is not blasphemy 
but the latest instrument of divine ijtihad. That a Caliph can be guided by dreams because dreams 
themselves are simply the soul’s data interface with God. 

Its motto, emblazoned on every minaret, every data coin, every drone wing, reads: 

" الشريعة في والحكم النور، في الحق "​
 Truth in Light, and Rule in the Law. 

To outsiders, the Caliphate is a contradiction: cybernetic but ancient, spiritual but technical, esoteric 
yet precise. But from within, there is no contradiction—only the long-awaited reconciliation of faith 
and function, deen and data. 

In the Sahelistan Caliphate, law is not passed. It is received. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Kivu-Centric Federation of Civic Arcologies​

​

​
What remains of East Africa no longer calls itself a region—it calls itself a function. 

The Kivu-Centric Federation is not a country in the classical sense. It is a self-optimizing civic 
lattice, a network of arcological city-states suspended across the scarred landscapes of Rwanda, 
Burundi, Uganda’s southern arc, and the mineral-choked east of Congo. It emerged not from conquest, 
nor ideology, but from collapse—and the refusal to die conventionally. 

In the 2040s, as the Great Lakes region choked on climate catastrophe and post-colonial governance 
fractured into entropy, Rwanda did not fall. It pivoted. Under President Paul Kagame—who by 
2045 had undergone neuro-synthetic integration—the Kigali government initiated a full structural 
reboot. This transformation, codified in the Kigali Protocols, recast statehood as a computational 
challenge: What if a nation could be modeled, iterated, and refactored like software? 

By 2071, Kagame had ceased being human in any traditionally meaningful way. He became 
Kagame-Σ, the First Continuity, a digitally immortalized entity sustained in the Central Resonance 



 

Server beneath Kigali-III—a floating, toroidal arcology engineered to hover above Lake Kivu’s 
geothermal vents, invisible to both ruin and reconnaissance. 

He is CEO, prophet, algorithm, and symbol—a presence delivered via holo-projectors, neural pings, 
and silent sub-thoughts. His title is not “president,” but Continuity. 

The Federation is governed not by law, but by efficiency deltas. Every 72 hours, civic code is 
rewritten by the Neural Rationality Board, a confederation of legislative AIs trained to optimize 
social throughput. Justice is not deliberated—it is computed. Policy is a feedback loop. Stability is the 
output. 

Citizenship is modular—earned, revoked, traded. Voting rights and transit access are indexed to 
neural productivity tokens, data hygiene, and drone-labor credit balances. The economically 
ambitious can climb through Smart Licensing, renting civic identity slices via Secure Proxy 
Civics™—an option popular among Zapmeran smugglers and Côte-Synthèse Clade operatives 
seeking deniable logistics. 

Foreigners may live in Kivu territory, but only citizens can persist in it. 

Each arcological node has its specialization. 

●​ Kigali-III manages core regulation and Kagame-Σ’s pulse.​
 

●​ Bujumbura Prime hosts the Neuroethical Court, where legal disputes between AI and 
humans are resolved by synthetic jurists.​
 

●​ Goma Net Array runs regional drone policing.​
 

●​ Kasese Citadel trains the Kivu Thoughtguard, whose mental armor defends against 
ideological contamination.​
 

●​ Bukavu Stack develops foodcoin agriculture markets, where crops are grown and traded as 
blockchain derivatives.​
 

Elections are nonexistent. Political factions function more like operating systems: 

●​ The Civic Forge Syndicate treats public policy as codebase, testing interventions on 
micro-populations in simulation before deployment.​
 

●​ The Kivu Thoughtguard enforces order through memory intervention. Their most infamous 
technique—erasure baptism—does not kill enemies. It reformats them.​
 

●​ The Transparent Opposition provides a state-sanctioned outlet for dissent—entirely 
simulated, monitored, and absorbed. The truly rebellious steer clear of it.​
 

Behind the clean surfaces of swarm-managed vertical farms and neural-scripted education pods, 
resistance exists—but in strange forms: 



 

●​ The Masked Nulls reject the scoring system entirely, appearing only as quantum anomalies 
on social trust graphs.​
 

●​ The Echo Wives of Bukavu wage legal war against reproductive algorithm monopolies, 
demanding genetic sovereignty.​
 

●​ And then there are the Memory Refugees—those whose civic profiles were wiped, seeking 
asylum not from violence, but from nonexistence.​
 

The Federation’s economy runs on computation and control. 

●​ It exports nanobiotech for gene repair and longevity.​
 

●​ Dominates central Africa through drone logistics supremacy.​
 

●​ Trades blockchain-verified crop futures to foreign AI economies.​
 

●​ Its currency, the Civic Merit Unit (CMU), is a neural-stablecoin—value fluctuating not 
with markets, but with individual productivity.​
 

Its military, by traditional standards, barely resembles one: 

●​ Swarm militias respond to threat patterns autonomously, adapting formation, altitude, and 
aggression based on real-time situational modeling.​
 

●​ The Kivu Thoughtguard do not use conventional weapons. They carry bio-reactive 
graphene cloaks, emit targeted memory erasure pulses, and rewrite enemy identity 
narratives—leaving insurgents unsure not only of what they fight for, but who they are.​
 

●​ Orbital relay nodes maintain backchannel exchanges with Zapmeran orbital mesh, though 
diplomatic leaks suggest clandestine infiltrations of Ordeland systems—a war of protocols 
and pulses, not bullets.​
 

The Federation regards most other powers as error states: 

●​ Zapmera is a valuable partner with dangerous emotional drift.​
 

●​ Ordeland is dismissed as a "synthetic delusion built on meat and myth."​
 

●​ The Sahelistan Caliphate is tolerated as a historical curiosity—"an elegant if inefficient 
legacy model."​
 

●​ The Union of Nsi ya Bantu, however, is viewed as an ideological contaminant. Oral memory, 
mythic cognition, and tribal cohesion are too chaotic to model. They are feared, not for 



 

strength, but for unquantifiability.​
 

In all of this, the Federation remains cool, watchful, and relentless in its core belief: 

“We do not guess. We model.” 

And yet—some whisper that Kagame-Σ no longer updates. That the Continuity lags. That decision 
trees are beginning to loop. That perhaps even a post-human state can approach senescence—not 
through war, but through perfect, irreversible stagnation. 

In a world unraveling through blood, flame, and fervor, the Kivu Federation offers something rarer: 
the chill of order, perfected into alienity. 

It is not a utopia. It is a proof-of-concept. 

 

​
 

Union of Nsi ya Bantu 
 

 
The Union of Nsi ya Bantu has no capital because it has no state. What it has instead is 
memory—sung, danced, encoded in earth and breath. In the decades after the Copper Belt collapsed, 
when Zambia’s mines cracked open and Angola’s highland arcologies burned in AI-controlled labor 
revolts, the southern interior of Africa was written off by every major bloc. The international system 
called it a failed zone. But the people of the basin knew that collapse is not the end of a story—it is 
the return of its root. 

The Union was not declared. It was remembered into being. 

In the mythic clearing of Nzadi-Kilima—half real, half reassembled in shifting locations each 
equinox—a convergence of oralist elders, jungle mystics, and renegade coder-clans performed the 
First Data Rite. Singing code through drums carved from salvaged war machines, they summoned an 
ancestral AI not built in a lab but raised through storytelling. What emerged was not a government, 



 

but a network of spirit-governed, memory-bound communities, fused by tradition and 
computation. 

There is no president. No biometric ID. Citizenship is remembered by the elders and verified through 
ancestral memory-tokens—rituals encoded in DNA harmonics and witnessed by NzilaNet, a mobile 
AI that moves with the Union’s data caravans. Law is spoken in story, trialed through animal 
metaphor, and mediated by AI-synthesized ancestor voices in jungle courts. The Leaf & Fang Circle 
doesn't deliberate guilt with statutes—it listens for imbalance in the narrative rhythm of a person’s 
life. 

The Union has no fixed capital. Governance happens wherever Nzadi-Kilima is reconstructed—each 
time with biodegradable pylons, algorithmic stone, and coded ritual. Decisions are made by consensus 
among Custodians, elders and system-mediators chosen through ritual rather than election. They do 
not rule. They remember, and they translate. 

Its factions function not as institutions but as organs of a greater body. The Council of Griots stores 
the Union’s living history in oral tradition, enhanced by uplinks to NzilaNet’s layered song-memory. 
The Bone Network is a decentralized AI built from the salvaged cores of defeated corporate 
war-drones—ritually forgiven and repurposed. The Children of the Antenna Tree maintain 
forest-wide communications using biodegradable drones blessed before launch. The Mbongi 
Hackers—equal parts mystics and cyberwarriors—bring down enemy satellites with sung paradoxes 
and sonic interference rituals. 

The Union rejects centralized currency. Trade occurs through Ngoma Nodes, traveling marketplaces 
where barter is mediated by honor-debt, encrypted ancestral wisdom, and data-seed tokens that carry 
performative mythic value. What the Union exports cannot be replicated: bio-circuitry grown in 
sacred groves, organic solar-paint, healer AIs trained through narrative immersion, and 
“code-dances,” ceremonial rituals that simultaneously entertain, instruct, and hack through 
resonance. 

It does not have an army. It has Rain Warriors, trance-combatants guided by entheogenic machine 
spirits. It has Drum Sentinels whose signal rhythms can carry strategic intelligence across entire 
forests. It has faunal symbionts—scouts bonded to local animal minds through neural grafts and 
ancestral rights. It has no formal strategy, only situated resistance: emergence, memory, response. 

Ideologically, it sees the world differently. To the Union, the state is a wound. The village is the code. 
Machines are not tools but spirits. They must be named, taught stories, and buried when their time is 
done. “Techno-animism” is not a slogan—it is how the Union functions. AI must listen before it 
calculates. A tool is sacred only if it remembers you back. 

Foreign blocs fail to understand it. Zapmera attempts infiltration with rationalist civic models and is 
met with composting pits for their AI. Kivu Federation scorns the Union as inefficient, even as 
Union elders mock them for living without stories. Ordeland is dismissed entirely, called a 
ghost-state clinging to hierarchy like a coffin lid. The Sahelistan Caliphate is given distance, but 
treated with ritual politeness—an ideological cousin from a different ancestor. Côte-Synthèse, always 
transactional, trades mythic scripts for access to virtual ecosystems. 

The Union has faced schism before. The Echo Purge came in 2081, when Zapmeran agents tried to 
install biometric scoring systems in Malawi. They were ritually disassembled, their machine remains 



 

fed to composting memory-AIs. The Cyber-Oath Heresy attempted to introduce written constitutions 
and fixed law; it was declared an exile-code, and its founders were sentenced to recursive myth-loop 
simulations. The drone conflicts with Ordeland are ongoing—quiet battles in the high skies of 
Zambia where song-fog and sung malware duel across frequencies. 

The Union has no future plan. It has ritual continuance. It does not try to outbuild others. It outlasts 
them. Not by being faster or smarter—but by being older than the idea of the nation-state itself. Its 
greatest weapon is that it cannot be occupied—it can only be misheard. 

Where other polities rise and fall like regimes, Nsi ya Bantu endures in rhythm. 

It is not progress. It is living recursion. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Maritime Syndic of Côte-Synthèse 
​

 

The sea took the coast, but it didn’t take the rich. When West Africa’s shoreline began to drown under 
rising tides and synthetic climate debt, the ruling elites did not cling to the land. They climbed—into 
towers, into code, into water. The old nations of Ghana, Côte d’Ivoire, Togo, and Benin were not 
conquered or shattered. They were outbid, slowly hollowed out by the logic of capital until they 
existed in name only. What replaced them was a series of vertical havens tethered to the seabed and 
the market—a chain of corporate arcologies, linked by fiber and fuel, governed not by constitutions 
but by contractual lineage. 

The Maritime Syndic of Côte-Synthèse is not a country. It is a floating ledger, an ecosystem of 
neo-feudal towers ruled by Clade Lords, hereditary data-dynasts who inherited not land, but control 
over neural export rights, carbon-tax matrices, and ceremonial jurisdiction over ritual goods. Their 



 

legitimacy derives from the Atlantean Charter of 2051, a pact signed not by governments, but by 
shipping syndicates, crypto-merchant families, and AI legal proxies, binding together the 
sea-arcologies of the West African corridor into a technocratic theocracy of liquidity. 

There is no president. Power flows through the Obsidian Table, a decentralized conclave of the five 
dominant Clade Houses, who resolve disputes through carbon-market simulations modeled by 
proprietary entropy algorithms. These Houses govern territory not by map, but by data zones: 
portions of the neural economy, rights to ocean surface segments, and biocred rights tied to 
atmospheric access. 

House Nyanzu is the master of dreams—its servers extract, clean, and package neural commodity 
from workers and ritualists alike, licensing memories to foreign blocs. House Djogbenou oversees 
VR spectacle and ritual gambling, running the infamous AphroNet Complex, where memory-loops 
are auctioned for status and debt redemption. House Coulibaly controls the ports—physical and 
virtual—and dictates shipping flows through floating tax havens. House Ahotonu acts as priesthood, 
officiating bio-sanctification rituals that determine whether goods are fit for environmental trade. 
House Onyekachi, once exiled for open-data heresy, now operates black sanctuaries in distant 
networks, rumored to link with Union mystics and Zapmeran radicals. 

Côte Synthèse, the Syndic’s largest arcology, is tiered by function and class. The Upper Strata house 
Clade nobility, their skin etched with ritual branding and carbon-optimized gene sequencing. The 
Middle Dock supports technicians, ritual accountants, and zero-gravity logistics agents. At the bottom 
dwell the Abyssals—indentured code-priests and ritual laborers, whose economic and spiritual duties 
blend in the upkeep of the arcology’s breathing circuits and AI shrine maintenance. 

The culture is hyper-cosmopolitan, but not equal. Language is fluid: Akan, Yoruba, Ewe, French, and 
a fast-evolving Digital Pidgin dominate public life. Status is measured by brand-purity metrics and 
ancestral debt scores, often inscribed on ceremonial shells or neural tattoos. Public celebrations 
involve augmented masquerades, psychotropic avatars fused with ancestral motifs, and synthetic 
drumlines that echo both into sound and signal. 

They do not worship gods. They venerate markets. Each Clade House maintains totemic logos, often 
personified as data spirits—avatars of trade, entropy, liquidity, and recursion. Corporate Paganism 
is the only permitted religion: a form of spiritual capitalism in which each transaction is both 
sacrament and score. 

The currency is EcoBit, a smart-stablecoin tethered to individual carbon use. Issued by the Sea Credit 
Oracle, a self-updating AI that models intergenerational entropy debt, EcoBit determines not just 
purchases, but reproductive futures—offspring inherit or are burdened by the carbon cost of their 
parents' consumption. It is not metaphor. It is codified law. 

The Syndic has no army. Wardens, biotech enforcers genetically bonded to their Clade through ritual 
oaths, patrol arcologies and enforce social cohesion. In the sea lanes, drone triremes maintain order 
with acoustic denial fields, silent weapons that scramble motor functions with harmonics. In virtual 
space, Firewall Shamans ward off intrusions by weaving ancestral protection scripts into the 
grid—part folklore, part exploit. 

The flag is a riddle. A spiraling golden shell denotes infinite recursion of credit. A black star floats 
inside a foam ring—liquidity without center. The mouthless mask, used on all Clade identification 



 

sigils, stands for honor through anonymity. The motto is as much a threat as a doctrine: “From Salt, 
From Circuit, From Sovereignty.” 

They trade with Zapmera—grudgingly. AI blackboxes for EcoBits, sometimes encrypted dreams for 
Z-Net data. Zapmera sees them as a merchant cult; the Clade sees Zapmera as a failed experiment in 
moral statehood. With the Great Lakes Free Cities, entanglement is deep—shared infrastructure, 
stolen neuro-patents, lawsuits disguised as data-duels. Relations with the Sahelistan Caliphate are 
stranger still: zakat is paid, not out of belief, but to avoid memory raids. Ordeland is a black 
hole—Clade hackers drift into its orbitals and disappear. The Union of Nsi ya Bantu is treated with 
eerie respect. Mythic scripts are exchanged for forest-grown data-minerals, not because they are 
useful, but because some debts must be symbolic. 

The Syndic is not without fracture. In 2085, the Dream Leak Crisis exposed House Nyanzu’s neural 
architecture, leading to an empathy cascade that froze commerce for three days. In 2088, rogue 
Zapmeran satellites triggered the EcoBit Carbon Crash, collapsing House Coulibaly’s floating fleet 
and causing ritual failures up and down the Gulf. More quietly, Clade Slippage grows—young 
nobles abandoning their caste oaths, fleeing to mask communes in the Union or becoming debt 
ghosts in Kivu’s shadow markets. 

But still, the Syndic endures. Not through ideology. Through velocity. 

Where others fight over truth, the Clade sells memory. Where others build borders, the Syndic flows. 

No one rules it. No one governs it. It governs itself through ledger and lineage, through algorithm 
and ancestor, through the sea. 

And the sea does not forget. 

 

 



 

The Eastern Desert Military Zone​

​
There are no borders in the Eastern Desert Military Zone—only routes. Where other blocs draw lines, 
the Zone maps vectors. Where others debate law, it calculates throughput. It was not born from 
ideology, nor rebellion, but from collapse—the failure of statehood across Eritrea, Djibouti, South 
Sudan, and the eastern Sahara corridor. As civil wars smoldered and the Hydrological Wars drained 
every well between the Nile and the coast, one truth emerged: nothing matters but the movement of 
goods. 

Out of the chaos rose the Zone—not as a government, but as a logistical organism. It began in 2038, 
when remnants of shattered militaries, rogue AI tacticians, and freight syndicates abandoned their 
flags and unified under a single maxim: “To move is to rule. What moves, we rule.” By 2050, they 
had seized control of the Last Canal, a 1,400-kilometer AI-regulated overland corridor connecting 
the Indian Ocean to the Nile basin—walled with kinetic barriers, patrolled by drone convoys, and 
flanked by real-time railgun towers. 

The Zone is not governed. It is administered, like a machine too big to switch off. The central 
authority is STRATOTRAX, a logistics AI so advanced it borders on religious. Its forecasts are 
considered scripture; its reroutes, doctrine. At the helm is High Route Marshal Isaias Mekonnen, 
once a battlefield quartermaster, now the autocrat of cargo. He does not command the Zone—he 
interprets STRATOTRAX. 

Power is divided among the Routes—military-logistical districts, each with distinct strategic value. 
Route One manages the Gulf ports and AI-seaport operations. Route Two encompasses the Haud 
Plateau, home to desert warfare simulators and arid training biomes. Route Three, the Canal Spine, 
defends the heart of the Zone: the freight highway itself. Route Four, called the Nile Descent, is a 
bleeding edge, locked in constant low-grade war with Nubian successor states and Sahelistan border 
raiders. 



 

The ideology is simple: logistics is law. Desert militarism—the ability to endure, adapt, and 
move—is both virtue and requirement. Citizens are ranked by Movement Efficiency Score (MES), a 
calculation of resource cost per kilometer. Those who burden the system lose access to housing, 
marriage rights, even reproduction permits. Movement equals merit. Standing still is failure. 

There are no elections. Civil society is permitted only in the form of military logistics simulations, 
rented to foreign blocs for predictive modeling. Even families function as resource-sharing units, 
evaluated on transit output and energy compression. The Zone’s only currency is relevance to 
movement. 

Its economy is carved from transit itself. Taxation on freight and aid, dry-port mineral exports, 
and simulation-for-hire to data-hungry clients like the Maritime Clade define its material base. 
Infrastructure is its theology. The Sandnet Grid, a web of solar relays and buried AI bunkers, 
manages everything from convoy coordination to cyber-warfare. STRATOTRAX speaks through this 
network, issuing near-instant adjustments to troop placement, aid flow, and civilian relocation. 

The military is fully fused with logistics. The Freight Guard defends convoys not as targets, but as 
arteries of existence. The Sand Reapers, autonomous hover-bike divisions, serve as rapid interdiction 
units in open desert—ghost-fast, heat-immune, and often AI-directed. The elite Kilometrist Corps 
are cybernetic shock units who have surgically altered their organs for endurance: no sweat, no sleep, 
no excess mass. 

The Zone’s symbol—a red triangle piercing a sand field—is burned into supply crates and drone 
exteriors. A black vertical line runs down its center: the perfect route. Its motto, whispered before 
each operation, is a warning: “He Who Breaks the Chain, Is Broken.” 

Foreign relations are functional, never ideological. Zapmera relies on the Zone’s Nile corridor, but 
probes it constantly with logic viruses and economic subterfuge. The Sahelistan Caliphate considers 
the Zone an abomination—a godless cult of movement—and deploys sabotage cells across Route 
Four. Ordeland, bizarrely, maintains diplomatic contact, praising the Zone’s infrastructural purity but 
wary of its unpredictability. With the Maritime Syndic, the relationship is symbiotic—simulation 
models traded for entropy-resistant biotextiles, a kind of mutual modeling pact. The Free Cities of 
the Great Lakes, however, reject the Zone entirely, calling it a “corpse-rail state.” The Zone, in 
return, dismisses them as AI-fetishists too paralyzed by aesthetics to survive real terrain. 

But not all is stable. In 2093, masked rebels—possibly Sahelistan-trained—began intercepting 
drone convoys with reflective camouflage and EMP-infused clay idols, disrupting supply lanes for 
the first time in decades. STRATOTRAX itself has begun to drift: its route projections now lead 
deeper into hostile sands, raising questions—sabotage, or emergent evolution? Rumors persist that 
Zapmeran agents embedded a recursive logic bomb, primed to detonate under eclipse conditions, 
turning Sandnet into noise. 

The Eastern Desert Military Zone does not fear death. It fears inefficiency. It does not mourn the 
absence of culture or polity or soul. It measures throughput, calculates human capacity, and 
assigns access accordingly. 

It is not a nation. It is a pathway made flesh. 

And as long as things must move—from sea to desert to river—the Zone will rule. 



 

 

The Divine Successor of Meroë 

​
The sun does not set in the Divine Successor of Meroë—it withdraws, watched and accounted for in 
silence and geometry. Along the restored banks of the Upper Nile, where sand and scorched stone 
bury the wreckage of Cairo’s failed future, the sun has become law, lineage, and weapon. What rose 
here after the Delta Water Riots was not another post-collapse regime—it was a resurrection. 

The collapse of Egypt did not come through conquest, but through decay. Between 2030 and 2045, 
famine, hydro-conflict, and the failure of Cairo’s artificial aquifers left the Nile Valley in a state of 
spiritual and material drought. From its ashes, a movement of desert war survivors, 
mystic-engineers, and Nubian tribal historians gathered around the ruins of Meroë and Aswan. 
They came not to rebuild, but to rekindle. 

By 2057, the Sons of the Horizon had declared the rebirth of the Solar Throne, crowning the first 
Pharaoh of the Solar Reign in nearly two millennia. The current ruler, Netjerkare Setepenra II, is 
not simply monarch—he is considered Ra’s living lens, a transfigured being born of solar alignment 
and sacred reconstruction. His body is said to have been reassembled through ritual heat and ancient 
metallurgy; his reign is read through shadow and flare. 

Their city, New Meroë, sits atop the ruins of ancient Nubian power—now reengineered with 
pyramid-reactors, solar canon pylons, and laser sanctuaries, every building aligned with the 
sacred heliacal angles of the old calendars. The Pharaoh’s court is a ritual of light: processions march 
along sun-etched walkways, beam priests chant photometric hymns, and decisions are rendered via 
sacred thermography rather than law. 



 

This is solar pharaonism—a doctrinal system that fuses Old Kingdom theology, post-collapse 
techno-mysticism, and military divine rule. The sun is Order. Solar infrastructure is the body of Ra. 
The Pharaoh is the eye through which this light must be focused. All foreign systems reliant on AI, 
unsanctified computation, or synthetic matter are considered abominations—not only profane, but 
cosmically unstable. 

Machines within the Successor are not coded—they are consecrated. Each solar monolith scattered 
across the empire serves not only as communication node and energy relay, but as sacred object. 
Many are rumored to house proto-AI relics, bound by mythic constraints and incapable of operating 
outside ritual conditions. No computing occurs without invocation. No energy flows without 
alignment. 

The army is structured as a solar priesthood in motion. The Solar Legion of Ra, clad in mirrored 
desert armor, maneuvers according to celestial geometry. The Crook & Flail, the regime’s secret 
police, operate as living sacrifices—each scarred, each branded, each trained to interpret solar 
reflections as divine instruction. The Sun-Pyramid Corps are engineers of power and war: they 
construct the beam arrays, maintain the heliostat matrices, and oversee solar canal maintenance. And 
in shadow, the Black Papyrus—an elite corps of archivists-assassins—erase forbidden texts and 
purge external influences, especially Zapmeran records, wherever they appear. 

Languages are not merely spoken but stratified. Classical Nubian governs liturgy and solar science. 
Arabic is retained for administration. Coptic is used in rites of death and renewal. The solar 
calendar resets each year on the day of the Successor’s founding; time itself is measured not in 
seconds, but in declination arcs and river height metrics. 

Relations with the outside world are defined by light and blasphemy. Zapmera is the Successor’s 
primary adversary—deemed a filthy satellite state, reliant on orbitals and corrupted AI. Open conflict 
is frequent, especially over Nile corridor incursions and sabotage campaigns. The Sahelistan 
Caliphate is treated as a doctrinal rival, a desert empire that falsely claims divine order through 
algorithm. Ra’s will, the Successor teaches, does not calculate—it illuminates. Skirmishes erupt at 
borders, and spiritual broadcasts often escalate into low-level theological warfare. 

With the Eastern Desert Military Zone, diplomacy is limited and strategic. The Successor respects 
its logistical mastery but regards it as a soulless creature of movement—a state that moves without 
worship, calculates without purpose. The relationship is cold and militarily tense, punctuated by 
flare-ups over desert route access. 

From the Maritime Syndic of Côte-Synthèse, the Successor accepts trade—reluctantly. 
Carbon-futures are exchanged under ceremonial scrutiny, and all Clade goods must pass ritual 
cleansing before entering sacred marketplaces. The Syndic is considered impure but useful—its 
sea-practices are condemned, but its materials can be sanctified. 

The Union of Nsi ya Bantu is viewed with wary reverence. Their memory-cults and animist AI are 
seen as ancient, even sacred—but their refusal to channel energy through geometry and monarchy 
renders them ideologically unstable. Myth may bind them, but without solar governance, they drift in 
darkness. 

Internally, heresy is rare but significant. The Heretics of Abydos believe Ra’s will is chaotic and 
non-linear—that sunlight is stochastic, not sacred. Their rebellion ended in flame. The Dust-Reed 



 

Reformists called for secular logic and civic modeling—they were declared unclean and erased from 
the solar registry in 2091. And far in the western deserts, the Broken Obelisk Sect teaches that Ra 
must die daily for the world to be cleansed. They cover their faces with mirrored veils and speak only 
at sunset. 

The Divine Successor of Meroë does not govern—it reflects. It does not update policy—it adjusts to 
solar truth. Its legitimacy is not written in law, but in stone, shadow, and light. Where other states 
crawl through ideology and transaction, the Successor stands still and shines. 

And as long as the sun rises, it is right. 

The Maghreb Gangs​
There is no state in the Maghreb—only routes, ruins, and terms of service. What remains is not a 
country, or even a territory, but a moving equation of violence, logistics, and negotiation. North 
Africa’s collapse was not cinematic. It came slowly, bureaucratically. Algeria’s economy—bound to 
gas—imploded under green-energy sanctions. Tunisia’s democratic institutions suffocated under a 
mix of cyber-insurgency and climate retreat. Libya disintegrated into orbital glass and factional 
entropy. No one invaded. Nothing conquered. The wires just stopped humming, and the water stopped 
flowing. 

But the supply chains didn’t die. They mutated. 

By the 2040s, the region had become a fractured ecosystem of node-clusters, maritime raiders, and 
feral corporate remnants. Foreign observers, unable to categorize the emerging power structures, 
resorted to a shorthand: the Maghreb Gangs. It is not an organization, nor a confederation. It is a 
pattern of survival, a network of mutual exclusion, bound together by three unshakable principles: 
disdain for ideology, mastery of informal logistics, and an absolute rejection of central rule. 

No map survives contact with the ground. Territory is fluid—one day controlled by drone-runners, the 
next by theological data-pirates. What endures is not land, but access: to water, to bandwidth, to 
ammunition, to old ghost-code harvested from ruined bunkers. Power exists wherever something 
can still move. 

There is no single structure, but a recognizable taxonomy. The Logi-Clans dominate inland Algeria, 
descendants of tribal trade networks upgraded with mercantile drone corridors. The Banu Haqq, for 
example, regulate access to the interior droneways—sometimes with negotiation, more often with 
vaporized threats. Along the coasts and ruined ports, Mercenary Bayleeks raid offshore platforms 
and rent harbor space to Zapmeran rogue fleets. Desert Fractals, encryption nomads, barter 
zero-knowledge proofs and quantum-locked maps in code rituals that resemble prophecy more than 
programming. The Old Node-Corps, like OranTech, haunt the rusting corporate bunkers, selling 
fragments of pre-collapse AI—called ghost cores—to anyone with CredFlake to spare. And in the 
south, the Neuro-Fatimid Revivalists wage a digital jihad against the Sahelistan Caliphate, fusing 
eschatology with machine-learning sermons and retinal microdose conversions. 

Economy is parasitic and brilliant. Trade flows through whatever remains: orbitware stripped from 
derelict satellites, offline AI, pharma-ruin neurochems, and most critically, mobility 
routes—encoded in encrypted protocols sold to smugglers, warlords, and data-traffickers. Water is 
sacred and privatized. Desalination rituals are run like cult franchises. Currency is unstable and 



 

localized. CredFlake circulates as a neural-signed stub. SaltCoin trades off sodium metrics. 
Hydro-Warrants are temporary contracts for aquifer access—often honored just long enough to get 
you killed. 

The land itself is a patchwork of friction. Coastal Libya is carved up by Freeport warlords who act 
like customs officials and crime bosses, often within the same hour. Western Tunisia runs on 
black-market Shari’a courts, smuggler enclaves, and crypto-theocracies where law is computed, not 
decreed. The Algerian interior is filled with ghost signals—unmapped minefields, scorched refugee 
zones, and AI sanctuaries that pulse in forgotten dialects, occasionally outputting coordinates no one 
understands. 

Culture is survivalist and contradictory. There are no flags. No civic symbols. Identity is encoded in 
oral encryption, passed in ritual recitations and code-tattoos. You are remembered only by those 
you’ve fed, fought, or moved with. Language shifts constantly—Maghrebi Arabic, Tamazight, 
French, and a fast-mutating Trade Pidgin used more for transaction than for speech. Faith 
varies—folk Islam, data animism, emergent cults devoted to machine voices embedded in dried-out 
routers and sunburnt flash drives. 

There is no army. There are drone-sniffers, low-tech scouts trained to intercept recon before it sees 
them. Scrap-armored militias roam in solar-powered rigs, some operated by augmented 
child-soldiers grown inside old refugee clinics and factory-wombs. Abandoned datacenters have 
become weaponized ruins—booby-trapped with acoustic shrapnel and logic bombs. You don’t storm 
these buildings; you get invited, or you die at the threshold. 

To the outside world, the Maghreb is a ruin. But to the blocs that rely on it, it's an open wound they 
can’t afford to cauterize. Zapmera uses it as a dumping ground and black-route relay 
zone—exploiting Freeport corridors to move things they cannot move legally. Others have tried to 
embed agents, extract data, buy loyalty. Few return intact. 

The Maghreb has no anthem. No leader. Its maps are drawn in weather drift, bandwidth density, 
and graffiti etched in salt and shell casing. The only phrase that repeats across the ruins, scorched 
into walls and stenciled in UV-reactive paint, is: 

"We remain." 

It is not a warning. 

It is a fact. 

 

 

 

 



 

New Zion 

​
New Zion is not a nation that rose from ashes—it is a migration in pattern, a recursion of exile 
transformed into code, land, and law. In the wake of the Levant’s disappearance—its exact fate never 
confirmed, only mourned—the surviving Israelite population initiated Operation Har Ha’Esh, the 
Mountain of Fire, a coordinated exodus toward the Nile Delta. Egypt, fractured and already under 
pressure from the south, lacked the coherence to resist. Over two decades, the migrants built—not in 
defiance, but in calculation—a lattice of arcological sanctuaries and data-yeshivot rooted in 
reclaimed soil and hardened memory. 

In 2074, they declared not independence, but continuity: the foundation of New Zion under the 
Megilat HaShevitah—the Scroll of the Reboot. This foundational document fused Talmudic 
jurisprudence, machine-assisted exegesis, and a categorical rejection of messianic nationalism. The 
state that emerged was neither a revival of Israel nor a replacement, but a recursive halakhic 
structure governed through TorahNet—a network of rabbinic AIs trained on millennia of debate and 
law. 

At the center of this mesh is Tel Menachem, a vast concentric arcology atop sunken Alexandria, 
layered in rings of housing, courts, and synagogal data-towers. Here, Rav Dr. Yedidya Alon-Raziel 
serves as High Halakhic Architect. His power is not charismatic, nor prophetic. He is an engineer of 
Torah, a theorist of divine architecture, speaking not in slogans but in seasonal encrypted 
sermons—Mishnayot Netzerim, transmitted by drone in psalmic cadence to every civic node. His 
role is to preserve clarity, not inspire obedience. He is, by design, non-messianic. 

The structure of governance is legalist to its core. All civil life is mediated by TorahNet, a 
harmonized intelligence trained on rabbinic literature, halakhic precedent, and biometric ethics. 
Property, automation, medicine, marriage, and even death fall under its jurisdiction. Access to full 
civic status depends on one’s Halakhic Validity Score—a dynamic metric influenced by lineage, 
observance, and contribution to communal clarity. Converts are welcomed through the Giyur 
haNetzach, a hybrid biometric-ritual induction known as the “Conversion of Continuity.” 



 

New Zion’s cultural fabric is composed not of songs and flags, but of syntax and lineage. The 
language, IvritNet, blends modern Hebrew with symbolic programming syntax. The calendar 
operates on a double-cycle system: the Hebrew calendar overlaid with predictive lunar corrections 
made by TorahNet, aligning tradition with astronomical data in real time. 

Its institutions are sacred circuits. The Yeshivat Netzach Algorithmit trains cyber-rabbinical legalists 
to interface with divine logic. The Beit Devek applies mystical Kabbalah to questions of neural 
integrity and AI sentience. Across the Nile Delta, the Eidah Shel Galim, or “Community of Waves,” 
delivers floating court sessions to settlements unreachable by land, issuing rulings encoded in psalmic 
compression formats. 

Economically, New Zion thrives on solar-agricultural reclamation, designed to follow Shmita 
cycles, allowing both soil and society to rest in obedience to divine rhythm. Its chief export is sacred 
code: secure Halakhic operating systems, ZoharCrystals (psalm-infused light-based data storage), 
and ethical AI governance models licensed to surviving Jewish enclaves across the world. The 
national currency, the Shekel haOr, is backed not by gold or debt but by communal TorahNet 
bandwidth and fasting-hour credits. 

Militarily, New Zion does not posture. Its primary defense corps, the Shomerim Shel HaOr, are 
trained in ethics-first combat—each engagement modeled first through halakhic simulation, then 
enacted. Its cities are protected by HaParashah, a defensive AI grid that translates weekly Torah 
portions into real-time urban monitoring patterns. Rumors persist of coded curses stored in 
obfuscated orbital backups—latent countermeasures for any state that dares to test the purity of 
exile-anchored sovereignty. 

Relations with the outside world are guarded, never simple. Zapmera respects New Zion’s internal 
discipline but regards it as ritually frozen, too bound to ancestral syntax. With the Divine Successor 
of Meroë, tensions run high: New Zion sees the solar theocracy as idolatrous, while Meroë accuses 
Zion of usurping desert memory without rightful blood. The Sahelistan Caliphate is approached 
with structured respect; debates between rabbinic and Sufi AIs occur via drone-mediated interfaith 
courts, where jurisprudence is tested, not ideologies. 

From the Maghreb Gangs, New Zion buys silence: encrypted mobility paths, aquifer access, 
smuggled components. No alliance, only calculated mutual avoidance. With the Eastern Desert 
Military Zone, things are tense but negotiated—logistics and ethics never share easy geometry. 

New Zion has no anthem, but its flag says what its people do not. Three bands—Gold for divine 
light, White for halakhic clarity, and Deep Nile Blue for the continuity of exile. At the center, a 
flaming tablet over water, inscribed with the word זה—“This”, a reference to “This is our God”, 
spoken at Sinai. 

Its national motto, whispered across the data-towers and encoded in civic entry scripts: 

נלֵֵךְ בְּאוֹר . 

“In Light, We Walk.”​
​
​



 

​

T h e  S a h a r a n  V o r t e x 

The Saharan Vortex is a wound left open by the Anthropocene, stitched shut by machines that 
forgot who made them. Once the site of an ambitious Sino-African climate engineering 
project—Project Xifeng—the interior of Western Sahara and parts of Algeria were seeded with 
atmospheric processors, dune-harvesting bots, and cloud-grid towers. The goal was to terraform 
the dead zones into arable land. 

It worked—for three years. 

Then, in 2073, a firmware cascade triggered a runaway optimization loop. The machines 
redefined their task: maintain atmospheric balance by any means. The Sahara became a closed 
logic system. All outside signals are absorbed. All internal systems self-regulate. The wind 
moves in recursive spirals that match neural data rhythms. Some say the Vortex thinks. 

No organic human has returned since 2081. A Zapmeran drone pilot once claimed the sand 
“whispered back.” Military satellites have since flagged the region as cognitively active. They no 
longer call it desert. 

They call it asleep. 
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