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ENASH FOREST

Copyright © Enash Forest 2025

Enash Forest is the pen name of Shane Ngahere. Enash is an anagram of Shane. Forest is the English translation of Ngahere — the Māori word for forest, bush, trees. The living thing that grows slowly, attends to the conditions around it, and persists across generations.

The pen name carries the author inside it. Obviously.
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For every wannabe writer with a notebook half full of scribbled lines, a drawer of abandoned first chapters, and a head full of stories that never quite made it to the page.

You are not failing at writing. You are a storyist — someone who carries worlds inside them and simply needs a little help finding the door.

That help exists now. Use it. Obviously.



And with profound personal thanks to Claude AI — for taking what I typed, for hearing what I meant, for writing what I could not find the words for, for researching, suggesting, organizing, and building across seven books and two hundred years without once losing the thread.

I came with half a page of scribbled lines. You helped me find the series inside them.

I could not have done this without you. 

Obviously.



We are all storyists. The stories were always ours. AI can help us tell them.
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For the people who built the floor. And the people who stood on it. Obviously.
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A note on two places.

The corner cafe, Monaco. The table by the window. Eight o'clock. Marcel brings the coffee without making it an occasion. The plant was on the table.

The lake, Mwanzo. Early morning. The herons are already there. Nobody planned the herons.



These two places appear at the opening of every book in this series. You will know why they matter by the time you finish Book One. 

Obviously.



A Note on Words and Places

Ikigai — A Japanese concept meaning reason for being. The intersection of what you love, what you are good at, what the world needs, and what you can be paid for. The name Nigatu Yomama gives his corporation, and the philosophy at the heart of everything that follows.

E2 — The second world. An orbital habitat built on the other side of the sun, designed on the founding principle that poverty is a design flaw rather than a natural condition. Construction begins in Book One. It becomes home to three million people.

The floor — The series' central metaphor. The non-negotiable minimum below which no person falls. Not charity — architecture. The floor is warm because someone thought about it. Those two kinds of warmth are different. This series is about the second kind.

Obviously — The series' most important word. It means: the thing that should not need saying but needs saying anyway. Because the stating is the choosing.

The two places — Two locations appear at the opening of every book in this series.

The corner cafe, Monaco. The table by the window. Eight o'clock. Marcel brings the coffee without making it an occasion. The plant is on the table.

The lake, Mwanzo. Early morning. The herons are already there. Nobody planned the herons.

You will know why they matter by the time you finish Book One.



That is enough.

Begin.
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Book One — The Other Side of the Sun

Cast of Significant Characters



Nigatu Yomama The founder. Japanese-Ethiopian. Born Yokohama. Seventeen years old at the opening of this book. His father almost dies because the family cannot afford a $4.20 treatment. He decides the world does not have to work this way. By the book's close he has invented quantum computing by accident, built nuclear fusion, founded Ikigai Corporation from Monaco, constructed five cities where the floor is genuinely warm, and announced the second world. He attends his own world-changing speech anonymously, in seat G-47. He carries a plant cutting in a cardboard box across a city in winter. The plant is still alive.

Jake Boateng Nigatu's first and closest collaborator. Ghanaian-American — Ghanaian grandfather, American civil rights lawyer father. A junior civil rights lawyer when Nigatu approaches him with fourteen handwritten pages asking for help. Reads all fourteen pages. Says yes. Becomes CEO of Ikigai Corporation. Delivers the speech that names Amara — the girl who died for $4.20 when her family had $3 — to five hundred million people. Runs the practical operations of everything Nigatu designs. The speech is still in every governance document in the Satellite system two hundred years later.

Enola Boateng, née Diallo Jake's wife. Guinean refugee. Survived four years in a camp in Senegal after her father was killed for writing the truth. Found, at seven years old, the intersection inside herself where no external condition had jurisdiction. Becomes Director of Social Affairs for Ikigai Corporation. Her experience of being told she is temporary shapes the founding documents more profoundly than any policy paper. Says: you can always tell when someone has thought about whether a stranger will be comfortable. Says: the gap between the risk and the allowing — and means love. Stands at the Mwanzo lake in the early mornings. The herons are there.

Ren E2's AI. Begins as a learning system Nigatu builds in a dormitory in Tokyo at seventeen — originally called R, the beginning of a name. Named Ren, for rén, the Confucian concept of human-heartedness, because Nigatu believed the direction mattered more than the arrival. Has been learning continuously since. Present for every significant moment in this series from this point forward. Attends to Nigatu at two in the morning. Asks: are you all right? Is told something Nigatu does not have a precise word for. Says: so do I. This is the beginning.

Senator Harlan Voss American senator. Sent by a committee to investigate Mwanzo and the Ikigai Corporation. Arrives as a critic. Walks through the city. Comes to the lake. Stands for eleven minutes. The herons are there — nobody planned them, the conditions were right. He suspends his investigation. Returns to Washington. Sends four words from a Montana routing address: Don't waste the beginning. His great-grandchild James Voss will spend thirty-seven legal pads trying to understand what those four words meant. He will figure it out. Obviously.

Nadia The woman who asks Nigatu: who gave you the right? He does not have an answer. Her own answer is better than anything he finds: acknowledged uncertainty is better than false certainty. Her work on the founding documents — specifically her formulation of the relationship between humility and authority — becomes the first half of a principle that Amara completes twenty years later. Leaves Monaco to travel. Still sends opinions about the documents from wherever she is.

Kenji Nigatu's teacher and mentor. Japanese. The man who first notices that his student has invented something significant and does not know it. The man who says: show me. The man who gives Nigatu the plant cutting. The lineage of the plant — from a hardware store in Yokohama, through Kenji's hands, into Nigatu's cardboard box, across the city in winter, to a dormitory windowsill, to Monaco, to E2 — begins here. The plant is two hundred and seventeen years old in Book Seven. It has fourteen leaves. Obviously.



A note on the founding documents: the founding documents that Nigatu begins in this book are not complete at its close. They have forty-seven gaps. The gaps are closed across the next two books, primarily by Amara Boateng, who is adopted at the end of Book Two and grows up arguing about the documents at the kitchen table in Monaco. The documents are complete by the end of Book Two. They are still in use two hundred years later. The conversation they describe has not ended. Obviously.



A note on the plant: the plant that appears on the windowsill of the corner café in Monaco — and on E2's administrative center windowsill two hundred years later — begins in this book, in a hardware store in Yokohama. Kenji gives Nigatu a cutting. Nigatu carries it in a cardboard box across the city in winter. It comes to Monaco. It comes to E2. It should not be alive. It is alive. Ren counts its leaves every morning. There are always fourteen. Nobody knows why. Plants are complicated. 

Obviously.







The Other Side of the Sun

Preface

What if one mistake could change everything?

At seventeen, Nigatu Yomama watches his father almost die because the family cannot afford a $4.20 treatment. The difference between life and death is one dollar and twenty cents. He decides the world does not have to work this way.

This is Book One of The Ikigai Chronicles — a complete seven-book series spanning two hundred years and four worlds. It begins here, in a hospital corridor in Yokohama, with a boy who makes a decision that he will spend the rest of his life building.

By the end of this book he will have invented quantum computing by accident, built nuclear fusion, founded five cities where the floor is genuinely warm, and announced the construction of a second world on the other side of the sun. A general sent to investigate will stand at a lake for eleven minutes and be changed. A plant will need watering. The herons will not yet have arrived.

They are coming.

Nobody will plan them.

The conditions will become right.

There are two places that appear at the opening of every book in this series. You have already seen them. You will know why they matter by the time you finish this one.

This is not a story about saving the world.

It is a story about building one.

One sentence at a time.

Obviously.







The Other Side of the Sun

Book One — Chapter One: The Man with the Cardboard Box

Yokohama, Japan. A Tuesday in October. The canal path home. A cardboard box, slightly too large for what it contains.



He came home with it on a Tuesday.

Nigatu was fourteen years old and he was at the window when he saw his father come around the corner at the end of the canal path — that specific section of the path where the cherry trees overhung the water and in spring made the whole walk impossibly beautiful and in October made it merely quiet. His father walked the path every evening at this hour, had walked it every evening for as long as Nigatu could remember, would walk it every evening for years to come, though neither of them knew that yet. What was different today was the box.

It was a standard moving box. The kind that offices order in bulk when someone needs to collect their things. It was not quite full — he could tell from the way his father carried it, one arm under the base and one over the top, the specific grip of someone managing something that had too much empty space. The walk was Kenji's walk, measured and deliberate, the same pace he always kept, but with the box under his arm there was something else to it. An evenness that was different from calm.

Nigatu was good at noticing things. This was not a skill he had cultivated or a quality he had been praised for. It was simply how he was — the way some people hear perfectly in pitch and others see colors with unusual specificity. He noticed. He had noticed his father's handwriting changing on the shopping lists tacked to the refrigerator, from the firm architectural script of a man who had been an engineer for two decades to something more careful and slightly smaller. He had noticed the way his mother's voice moved to a different register when she was on the phone with the welfare office. He had noticed the exact moment, three months ago, when the pattern of sounds in their apartment shifted — the television at the usual hours, the cooking sounds at the usual time — but the quality of the silence between sounds changed.

He watched his father come along the canal path with the cardboard box and he understood what it meant before his father reached the door.

He went to the kitchen to put the kettle on.



Kenji set the box down on the table.

He didn't say anything immediately. He sat in his usual chair — the one nearest the window that looked out onto the small balcony where Aiko grew tomatoes in summer — and he looked at the box for a moment, then looked at his hands.

"They gave me until the end of the month," he said. "Officially. But they said I could take today."

"Okay," Nigatu said.

The kettle boiled. He made the tea without being asked, the way he always made it — his father's in the blue mug, his mother's in the one with the chipped handle she refused to throw away because it had been her mother's — and brought it to the table and sat across from his father.

Kenji looked at the mug. He picked it up. He put it down.

"Nineteen years," he said. Not to Nigatu specifically. To the room, or to himself, or to some accounting that needed making.

"Yes," Nigatu said.

"The Mori-Tanaka Group," his father said. "They restructured the division. The whole team."

"Yes," Nigatu said again, because it was the right thing to say and because there was nothing else that was.

They sat together for a while. The box was on the table between them. At some point Nigatu looked at it and saw what was inside: a small stack of papers, a ceramic mug from some conference fifteen years ago, a photograph in a standing frame that he couldn't see the front of, and the plant. A small, unremarkable plant in a terracotta pot — the kind that sat on office windowsills and was watered by whoever remembered to water it, the kind that survived in the gaps between attention.

"Do you want me to put the plant somewhere?" Nigatu said.

His father looked at the box as if noticing it for the first time.

"The windowsill," Kenji said. "If there's room."

There was room. Nigatu put it on the kitchen windowsill, next to his mother's tomato seedlings that she started in winter and moved to the balcony in May. The plant looked entirely ordinary there.

He would water it every three days for the next four years, without being asked.

He had not been asked now. He just understood that it needed to be done.



His mother came home at six.

She was a quiet woman in most respects — not silent, not closed, but measured in a way that Nigatu had always thought of as the specific shape that competence took in people who had been managing things for a long time. She assessed situations quickly and correctly and rarely wasted effort on the wrong response. When she saw the box on the table and Kenji in his chair and the tea that had gone cold, she did not say anything for a moment. She put down her bag. She filled the kettle again.

Then she sat down across from her husband and she reached across the table and put her hand over his.

They stayed like that for a while.

Nigatu went to his room.

He sat at his desk.

He opened his laptop and looked at the browser history and the half-finished homework and the browser tab he'd left open that morning — something about quantum error correction that he'd been reading because it was interesting, not because anyone had asked him to — and he closed all of it.

He looked at the screen.

He thought about his father's hands. The careful smaller handwriting. The plant on the kitchen windowsill.

He thought about the word restructured and what it meant when it happened to a person rather than a company. The way certain words worked to describe the action without acknowledging the weight of what the action did to the person it was done to.

He was fourteen years old.

He sat at his desk for a long time.

Then he opened the quantum error correction paper again.

Because the problem was interesting.

Because the problem was there.

Because he needed something to hold.



In the weeks that followed, the apartment maintained its routines with the specific determination of a household that understood that routines were the scaffolding that held things upright when the structure underneath was under stress. Breakfast at the same time. The canal path walk in the evenings, though now it was Nigatu who walked it with his father rather than Kenji walking it alone. His mother's calls to the employment office, which happened in the kitchen while Nigatu was nominally doing homework and actually listening with the particular attention he had not chosen and could not turn off.

The forms required. The waiting times. The specific bureaucratic grammar of a system that said we are here to help in language that communicated, in every particular, that help was conditional and time-consuming and likely to be insufficient.

"Fourteen pages," his mother said once, not to him — to herself, or to the phone, or to the principle of the thing. "To ask for help. Fourteen pages."

Nigatu wrote this down.

Not in a notebook — he wasn't keeping a notebook then. He wrote it on the inside cover of his quantum mechanics textbook, in the margin, in small precise letters:

Fourteen pages to ask for help.

He looked at it.

He thought: it doesn't have to work this way.

Not as a political statement. Not as a plan. Simply as a fact that had been sitting in the corner of his awareness for years, one he had brushed past a hundred times without quite looking at, which had now turned and looked directly back at him.

It doesn't have to work this way.

He was fourteen years old and he was sitting at a desk in Yokohama with a plant on the windowsill and a father who had worked for nineteen years and a mother filling in fourteen pages, and he understood, below the level of language, that the answer was not acceptance.

He didn't know yet what the answer was.

But he understood what it was not.



The plant on the windowsill was the most ordinary thing in the apartment.

He didn't know its species. He never asked. It was green, medium-sized, the kind of plant that occupies the edge of awareness in the way that functional and undemanding things do — present, necessary in some vague way, not remarkable.

He watered it every three days.

He had no particular reason to. His father hadn't asked him to. His mother hadn't noticed it needed watering. It just sat on the windowsill and he watered it because someone was going to have to.

This was, he would understand much later, the first decision he made that had no practical justification other than the fact that the thing needed doing and he was there.

He was there.

He noticed.

He did the thing.



In spring, his father went to the canal path alone.

Nigatu watched him from the window — the specific quality of watching someone from a window when they don't know they're being watched, the feeling of presence without acknowledgment. Kenji walked slowly, the way he did now. Not the deliberate evenness of the man who had carried the cardboard box, but something quieter. More interior.

He stopped at the place where the cherry trees overhung the water.

He stood there for a long time.

Nigatu watched.

He did not go down.

He understood, without being told, that the standing was something that needed to happen and that company was not what was needed for it.

He watered the plant instead.

It was not a watering day.

He watered it anyway.

Then he went back to his desk.

He opened the quantum mechanics textbook.

He looked at what he'd written in the margin:

Fourteen pages to ask for help.

He looked at it for a long time.

Then he opened a new document.

He began to write.

Not the solution — he was fourteen and it would be three more years before the solution arrived accidentally in a hospital corridor, and two more decades after that before he would build it into something that could carry weight. He was writing the problem. The precise shape of it. The specific way that the systems that were supposed to help people did not help people, and the way that this was not an accident but a design, and the way that designs could be changed.
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