








Energies

the old arguments resurfaced with

new urgency: reliability, affordability, sov-
ereignty. Fear proved more powerful
than foresight. And in democracies under
pressure, short electoral cycles con-
sistently outran long-term thinking. The
result was a decision that bewildered
economists, scientists, and policymakers
in equal measure—and whose conse-
quences would take generations to un-
wind.

On the island, we chose

a different path
M ainlanders warned us that re-

newables were unreliable—that

sun and wind depended on the
weather. So we built a system designed
for flexibility. We invested early in storage,
smart grids, and demand management.
These technologies, like solar and wind
before them, improved quickly and
became affordable.

Battery storage proved espe-
cially powerful, driven by the parallel rise
of electric mobility. As car manufactur-
ers scaled up battery production, costs
fell. Stationary storage became viable,
and electric vehicles themselves turned

VL.

into assets for the power system. On
our island, when people plug in their cars
at work, the batteries absorb surplus
solar power from rooftop panels—deliv-
ering clean electricity to the grid and an
emissions-free ride home.

The question was no longer
whether clean energy would shape the
future, but how fast.

Why the mainland
hesitated

e islanders sometimes wonder

why the mainland struggled

so long to act—and then remem-
ber that we asked ourselves the very
same questions, not so long ago. Three
obstacles proved particularly stubborn,
for all of us: cognitive inertia, social
acceptance, and a misplaced confidence
in resilience.

Mainlanders, like all societies,
were shaped by deeply ingrained habits
and assumptions. Long-held ideas proved
hard to abandon. Incumbent utilities
barely noticed solar power until it chal-
lenged their business models; carmak-
ers stumbled similarly when electric mo-
bility emerged. Even visionary leaders

“For us, acting decisively on clean energy
was never merely an environmental
choice. It was the surest way to protect
our future freedom.”

06




Energies
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faced internal resistance. Entire careers had been built around
fossil-fuel technologies, and many engineers were under-
standably reluctant to let go of the expertise they had spent a
lifetime mastering.

As Peter Drucker once observed, “culture eats strate-
gy for breakfast.” Changing spreadsheets was easier than chang-
ing minds.

On our island, we learned that freedom—economic,
political, and social—depends on clean energy. The mainland
eventually learned too. But by then, the future had already
arrived elsewhere.

Winning minds was as important

as building machines

A further obstacle on the mainland was social accept-
ance. Innovative low-carbon solutions could only gain
market share if companies persuaded customers to
come along. The same applied to political leaders and their vot-
ers. Two traps appeared again and again.

First, engineering-driven companies often misunder-
stood changing customer needs. They focused on technical
elegance and were then surprised when a “shiny” new solution
failed to gain traction in the market. Second, customers were
human. Like organizations, they were prone to inertia, habit, and
skepticism toward change.

On the island, we had no choice but to confront this
reality head-on. Understanding people’s needs, and helping
them turn intention into action, became a core part of our low-
carbon strategy. The extensive literature on the social accept-
ance of wind energy was a case in point: successful projects
depended not just on technology, but on strong local leader-
ship, transparent decision-making, and fair distribution of
costs and benefits. Procedural and distributional justice were
not add-ons; they were prerequisites.

Resilience was not optional
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A t the same time, we invested heavily in climate resil-
ience. Building clean energy and transport systems
was essential to limit the island’s contribution to glob-
al warming. Yet we also understood that, due to time lags in
the climate system, some degree of further warming—and with
it, more frequent and intense extreme weather events—was
already unavoidable.

We invested in railways. They enable low-carbon
mobility, but they are also exposed to landslides, heat stress,
and flooding. Planning for these risks from the outset proved
far cheaper than repairing damage later.

There was also a financial di-
mension to climate risk. As Mark Carney
and others repeatedly warned, financial
stability itself was threatened by a loom-
ing carbon asset bubble. Fossil-fuel com-
panies were overvalued in a world that
could no longer burn most of its reserves.
large investors failed to reduce their ex-
posure in time, the shock would not be
confined to one sector, but ripple across
the entire economy.

Clean energy as the
foundation of freedom

T hat is why, for us, acting deci-
sively on clean energy was never
merely an environmental choice.
It was the surest way to protect our future
freedom.

Investing in renewables made
sound business sense. It was the respon-
sible choice for future generations. But
above all, delay would have narrowed our
options. Failing to act in time would have
locked us into fragile systems, rising
risks, and diminishing room to manoeuvre.

On our island, we learned that
freedom is not preserved by clinging
to the past—but by preparing early for
the future.

ROLF WUSTENKAGEN AND
ARKRETTE KEXNEL
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FROM THE ARCHIVES OF TOIVA

w ith a view to long-term survival on Toiva,
the collective use of resources is a major
issue. Our forests, groundwater, mineral
resources and atmosphere are goods essential to all.
Leaving them to individual exploitation is not a
viable option—we have to manage them collectively.

IS COLLECTIVE MANAGEMENT OF
RESOURCES A VIABLE OPTION?

( n the late 1960s, the answer from mainstream
economics was a clear no. Give people open

access to a shared resource, argued the bio-

logist Garrett Hardin in his 1968 essay «The Tragedy

of the Commons,» and they will destroy it—not out

of malice, but out of perfectly rational self-inte-
rest. The argument was as simple as it was devasta-
ting, and it was used for decades to suggest that

there was no alternative to private enterprise when

it came to managing shared resources.
—WHAT TOIVANS LEARNED FROM Research moved on. In 2009, the Nobel Prize
in Economics went to Elinor Ostrom—the first woman

MEDI EVAL FISHERY ever to receive it—Tfor demonstrating that Hardin

had been wrong. The shared use of common resources

Sharing means caring. What holds is not only possible but often highly effective.
true for social relations also Ostrom’s research, grounded in decades of empirical
applies to economics. Just think fieldwork, showed that communities are capable
of the Medieval fishermen on of governing shared resources—not in spite of their
Lake Constance. They collectively collective nature, but because of it. Members of
managed the lake’s fish grounds user communities who are simultaneously producers
for several hundred years. How and consumers develop detailed local knowledge,
did they do it? And why shouldn’t strong incentives to sustain the resource, and a
we follow their example? remarkable capacity for self-governance. Her core

message was elegantly simple: participation fosters
reciprocal behavior.

It was there that we found inspiration in
history. Long ago, the communities around Lake Cons-
tance—a large, deep lake at the heart of the Euro-
pean continent—successfully managed their shared
waters for centuries without depleting them. The
lake was their lifeline: without its fish, reeds,
and above all its water, they could not have survi-
ved. It remained under common ownership, used
intensively for generations—and the system worked.

How was this achieved? The cities of Cons-
tance, Lindau, Uberlingen and St.Gallen, the island
monastery of Reichenau, and many other territorial
lords shared the lake and its shores. They all
owned land bordering the water, which they granted
to fishermen as fiefdoms. Despite these privat-
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ely held legal titles, the shores
were free for everyone to use.

In practice, only expert
fishermen could make use of the
commons, because the lake’'s deep
waters required specialist know-
ledge and skill. Working on open
water was difficult and dange-
rous. The fishermen used dragnets,
gillnets, creels and rods to
catch all kinds of fish—among
them the famous Bodenseefelchen, a
whitefish especially prized during
its spawning season in November
and December, and a reliable source
of protein that, dried and
smoked, could be stored for long
periods.

Fish was perishable, and
had to be sold quickly at regional
markets frequented not only by
townsfolk but also by the inhabi-
tants of the surrounding country-
side and the monasteries. Cons-
tant demand incentivised the
fishermen to maximize their catch—
and with it came a real danger
of overfishing this renewable but
finite resource. More nets, or
closer-meshed ones, would have
made users more competitive in the
short term. And—perhaps most
strikingly—there was no higher
authority to impose quotas or
enforce restraint. Yet the fisher-
men of Lake Constance avoided a
tragedy of the commons. How?

The answer was direct par-
ticipation. The fishermen were
equal stakeholders with equal re-
sponsibilities, and together they
decided on the rules that gover-
ned their shared resource. Even
the earliest known regulations
show a clear awareness of how fra-
gile fish stocks are. To guaran-
tee long-term supply, the fisher-
men imposed closed seasons and
catch quotas—and crucially, they
revisited these rules every year.
Once a year they gathered to
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“SUCCESSFUL MANAGEMENT OF THE COMMONS HAS NEVER
BEEN ORGANIZED ALONG THE LINES OF LAISSEZ-
FAIRE. IT HAS ALWAYS RELIED ON CLEARLY DEFINED
MEMBERSHIP RULES, STRICT MONITORING, AND
SANCTIONS FOR VIOLATIONS.”

assess the state of the lake: fish
stocks, climatic conditions,
market demand. From that shared
assessment, they agreed on the
regulations for the year ahead.

When stocks of the prized
Felchen came under pressure,
the guilds enlarged the mesh size
of the nets used to catch them,
allowing juvenile fish to pass
through, remain in the lake, reach
spawning age, and replenish the
population. Once stocks had reco-
vered, the mesh size was reduced
again. Other regulations covered
the materials from which nets,
traps and rods could be made, esta-
blished closed seasons, and
set catch 1limits where necessary.
Punishments for violations were
agreed collectively, ranging
from fines and confiscations to
imprisonment and, in serious
cases, exile.

All of this was decided at
the so-called Fischertage—annual
fisher assemblies held over
several days each spring. These
were working sessions: regula-
tions for the coming year were de-
bated and agreed, conflicts were
brought before the fisher court,
sanctions were pronounced and pe-
nalties imposed. But the Fischer-
tage were also something more
than a legislature. They were oc-
casions for eating, drinking
and dancing together—rituals of
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collective life that bound the community as surely
as any written rule. The Fischerordnung, the
order of the fishing community, rested not only
on laws and regulations, but on shared practice,
mutual trust, and the habits of living and working
together season after season.

THE ADVANTAGE OF
FLEXIBLE RULES

T hese regulations worked—and the secret of
their success was adaptability. Rules were
never fixed dogma; they were revisited year
by year, in direct response to conditions in the
lake. Many of these Fischerordnungen survive today
in the city archives of Constance, Lindau and
St.Gallen—a remarkable documentary record of collec-
tive self-governance across several centuries.

Historians of the nineteenth and twentieth
centuries often interpreted the constant revision
of these rules as evidence of instability. More
recent scholarship reads it differently: the wil-
lingness to adapt was precisely the system’s
strength. From the late Middle Ages to the early
twentieth century, the fishermen of Lake Constance
managed their shared resource with notable success—
without causing permanent decline in stocks, and
without failing to supply the surrounding popu-
lation with sufficient fish. That is a remarkable
record.

Two things were key. First, the fishermen
regulated themselves. Every rule was grounded in
direct experience; every modification came from
within the community, not from outside. Their know-
ledge was valued, their voices heard. Second,
the system had real force: any fisherman who wanted
access to the key markets had to submit to the rules

of the commons. Participation was
not optional—and that made all
the difference.

The fishermen of St.Gal-
len provide a compelling exam-
ple as we seek effective ways to
manage shared resources on the
island. Successful management of
the commons has never been orga-
nized along the lines of lais-
sez-faire. It has always relied
on clearly defined membership
rules, strict monitoring of com-
pliance, and sanctions for viola-
tions—and on the willingness
to sacrifice short-term gains for
long-term resilience.

HOW WE DO IT ON TOIVA

w e never wanted to imitate
the past. We do not believe
in the good old days. But
we found the fishermen of St.Gal-
len a wonderful source of ins-
piration—proof that communities
can govern shared resources
wisely, across centuries, without
either privatizing them or hand-
ing them over to state bureau-
cracies. On Toiva, of course, our
shared resource is the ocean.
So far, we have managed to use it
as a commons without destroying
it. But let us be honest: that
took work. Cooperative management
does not happen by goodwill alone
—i1t required new habits, new
technologies, and a few careful-
1y chosen changes to our legal
framework.

Looking back, the legal
changes we made were less dramatic
than they sound. We did not ab-
olish companies—plenty of enter-
prises on Toiva are run as ordi-
nary businesses, and that is fine.
What we did was make sure that
cooperatives had a genuine choice:
their own legal identity, their
own rules, rather than being
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squeezed into frameworks designed for shareholder
corporations.

A few things turned out to be decisive. The
principle of “one member, one vote” sounds obvious,
but it needs to be written into law and protected—
otherwise money quietly takes over. The tax system
had to reflect how cooperatives actually work:
surpluses that stay in the community should not
be taxed as if they were corporate profits flowing
to distant shareholders. And we had to solve the
capital problem—-cooperatives need investment to
grow, but outside investors usually want control
in return. Our solution was the community bond:
islanders can invest their savings in a cooperative
and receive a modest return, without gaining any
say in how it is run. Democratic governance stays
intact.

The cooperatives we are most proud of are
the ones that nobody quite knows how to categorize—
fishermen and consumers, farmers and neighbor-
hood kitchens, all co-owners of the same enterprise.
The law had to learn to accommodate that. It did.

And we gave nature a seat at the table—and a
share of the profits. Twenty percent of every co-
operative surplus goes back into the ecosystems we
fish from. And before anyone asks: yes, nature
has a vote too. An Ecological Council speaks for the
sea at every cooperative meeting. It has blocked
proposals before. And it will again. We consider that
a feature, not a bug.

WE FISH WITH THE SEA,
NOT AGAINST IT

= irst of all, we gave up on underwater bull-
dozers. No more bottom trawlers dragging
weighted nets across the seafloor, rototil-
ling the seabed, crushing coral reefs and seagrass
meadows that had taken centuries to grow. No more
drift nets—vast curtains of mesh drifting with the
current, catching dolphins, seabirds and turtles
alongside the fish we actually wanted. No dynamite,
no cyanide. Those were the tools of an industry
that treated the ocean as a mine: extract as much
as possible, as fast as possible, and leave the wre-
ckage for someone else to worry about.

What we have instead are the meadows. Seag-
rass beds stretching across the shallow waters
around the island—nurseries for juvenile fish, car-
bon stores, habitats of remarkable richness—intact,
because nothing drags across them anymore. And we
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have the fish. More of them, and
more diverse, than anyone here can
remember .

The technology that made
this possible looks nothing
like what came before. Our fishing
vessels carry sensor arrays and
autonomous underwater units—the
fishermen on Toiva call them
divers—that map the water column
in real time, identifying schools
of fish by species, size and
depth before a single net is de-
ployed. A targeted catch is ag-
reed upon, the divers go to work,
and what comes up is precisely
what was ordered: no bycatch, no
waste, no guesswork. The catch
is logged, weighed and on its way
to the food hub within the hour.

Because on Toiva, nobody
eats yesterday’s fish. Orders
are placed in the morning—by the
hub, by restaurants, by house-
holds—and the boats go out accor-
dingly. The sea is not plundered
in advance and stored; it is
consulted, daily, for what it can
offer. That, too, is a form of the

old conversation. The fishermen of Lake Constance
met once a year to ask what the lake could bear. We
ask every morning.

LET’S TALK ABOUT FOOD

T hat brings me to the most important point:

our seafood.It is simply extraordinary and

goes far beyond fish. The waters around

Toiva are a pantry of astonishing variety. We har-
vest sea grapes (Caulerpa lentillifera)—Iluminous
green globules that burst on the tongue with a faint
saltiness, at once delicate and alive. Many is-
landers eat them for breakfast, and swear by them:
they have a way of clearing the mind and 1lifting
the spirit that no coffee can quite replicate. Not
a forced, jittery alertness—more like a warmth that
spreads from the inside, something between nou-
rishment and a gentle embrace. We do not export them.
We never have quite enough.

And then there is Segkao. This is our pride,
our secret, and our most frequent subject of argu-
ment. Sgkao is produced from Mgrvel, a slow-gro-
wing red algae found only in the cold, deep waters
off the northern coast—harvested by hand each
autumn, dried on the cliffs in the sea wind, then
ground and combined with island honey and a trace
of sea salt. The result is a dark, dense, intensely

“AN ECOLOGICAL COUNCIL SPEAKS FOR THE SEA AT EVERY
COOPERATIVE MEETING. THEY HAVE BLOCKED PROPOSALS
BEFORE. THEY WILL AGAIN. WE CONSIDER THAT A FEATURE,

NOT A BUG."
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aromatic paste with a flavour that defies easy de-
scription: bitter at first, then a long, slow sweet-
ness, with something underneath that tastes unmis-
takably of the sea. We make it into a drink, a
spread, a confection. Visiting food writers have
called it the world’s only true sea chocolate. We
call it Sgkao, and we are, quietly, rather pleased
with ourselves.

We also make our coffee from it—or rather,
alongside it. A Sgkao coffee is brewed with a spoon-

ful of the paste dissolved into strong es-
presso, finished with warmed sea-grape milk. It
is the drink that Toivans reach for on cold mornings,
after long meetings, and before difficult conver-
sations.

And then there is the kaviar. Not fish eggs—
we have something better. Havperle, we call it: the
tiny, jet-black fruits of a marine plant that grows
in the rock pools on the eastern shore, resembling
nothing so much as a miniature sea tomato. Harvested
at low tide, roasted briefly in walnut oil with a
whisper of nutmeg and a drop of island honey, they
become something extraordinary—each one a small,
glossy sphere that yields to the slightest pressure
and releases a flavour of incredible complexity:
briny and sweet, nutty and deep, with an aftertaste
that lingers pleasantly for minutes. Spread on warm
flatbread or served alongside fresh Kalkvik—our
cold-smoked whitefish from the 1limestone bay—Hav-

perle is, in the considered opinion of most people

who live here, as close to perfection as food gets.

WHERE TO EAT

' f you ever make it to Toiva—and you should—
here is where to go. Toivan Silver, on the
north coast, is the place for the full expe-
rience: a long table overlooking the water, the
daily catch brought in from the divers that morning,
the menu written on a chalkboard by whoever is co-
oking that day. Book weeks in advance. It is worth it.
For the Phoenix Catch—our most celebrated
seasonal dish, available only when the Ecological
Council confirms that stocks are healthy enough
to permit it—you need to be on the island at the
right time of year and know someone who knows someo-
ne. It appears unannounced on menus, stays for a
week or two, and then disappears. Locals track it
the way others track the first strawberries of
summer .
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Kalkvik—cold-smoked fish
from the limestone bay, named
for the white cliffs that tower ab-
ove it——can be found at any food
hub, wrapped in paper, ready to
eat. It is the thing we hand to
visitors at the harbour. It is also
what we eat standing up, in the
wind, watching the boats come in.
Some foods are best eaten simply.
For Sekao, look for the
green awnings of the Havmgrk cof-
fee shops—a small chain run by
FoodHub, a consumer cooperative
that relocated to Toiva some
years ago, drawn by our legal
framework for cooperatives, our
tax treatment of shared surplu-
ses, and, they tell us, the quali-
ty of our sea air. You will find
a Havmgrk in most neighbourhoods
on the island. Order the Sgkao
coffee. Sit down. There is no rush.
And finally, street food.
The harbour market on Tuesday
and Friday mornings is where you
want to be: Havperle on flatbread,
sea-grape salads dressed with
citrus and kelp oil, skewers of
grilled fish glazed with Sgkao
paste, small paper cones of warm
roasted seagrass seeds dusted
with sea salt. It is loud, crow-
ded, and completely irresisti-
ble. Bring cash. Arrive hungry.
The sea gives us food, in-
come, and identity. We try to
give it back at least as much as
we take. So far, it seems to be
working.

ANNETTE KEXNEL
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Migration

IYa)2

Sisterhood

—A

Tale

of Two Citizens

Migration remains a global challenge. So
does immigration. What does it mean

to leave your country—and be welcomed
by your new one? An inspiring story
about loss, acceptance, acknowledge-
ment—and the bonds that keep us free.
Told by a new Toivan.
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A nna found her standing at the

window of the library, behind a

big bookshelf, in the section

on African Studies. Nothando was still
watching the snow fall—light, hesitant,
as if even the sky was unsure of itself.
Snow came to Toiva perhaps once in a
decade, when a rare shift in the ocean
winds would drag cold air down from dis-
tant heights. Many of the children gath-
ered at the windows below had never
seen it before.

“Oh! Mother of love, are you
done with Professor Smith’s assignment,”
Anna asked softly.

Nothando, whose mind had
wandered to a faraway place and time,
turned and faced her friend.

“You are the only person who
calls me that, ‘mother of love’” she
laughed softly while avoding her friend's
question.

“Isn’t it your name?” Anna, jok-
ingly, asked back.

“l wish one day you will tell me
the meaning of your name and then |
will translate it and use the translation to
call you,” she indulged her friend, extend-
ing her joke.

They both laughed, careful not
to disturb other students who sat on
a desk not far from them, each making
notes from stakes of books strewn on
the table.

They were quiet for some time,
both watching the heavy snow.

“Like most of Prof. Smith's
assignments, this one demands a lot of
reading,” Anna said.

“All I have are scattered notes,”
Nothando said. “In a few days’ time, |
will sit down to write out the first draft,
then it will be easier.”

“But definitely not tonight,”
Anna said. “We have to attend the Stu-
dents’ Freedom Day evening, at the
Square.”

The Square was the centre
of the Toivan School of Higher Education.
They told us, it was named after a
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splendid Model University somewhere in
Switzerland on the mainland.

“Yes, this assignment almost
made me forget that we have a beautiful
evening ahead of us today,” said Nothan-
do. “There is still time, about four more
weeks before the assignment is due. Are
you done with yours?”

“Before | ask you to read my
draft?” Anna said. “| am not done yet
though | have a very rough first draft as

well.”

N the window at the university
library and watched that light

snow fall outside for some time before

her friend Anna Schmid found her there.

When she went to stand by
the window, she was mentally arranging
her “History of the World"” assignment
due in a month’s time. While she felt that
her research on the topic at hand was
saturated, she struggled with how she
would open her essay.

Prof. Smith did not tolerate
slacking and any mediocre work. At times
he refused to grade work he felt was
insincere.

Nothando’s thoughts had slowly
taken a detour. She remembered how,
when she had first arrived on Toiva Island,
she would see snow up there, on a
mountaintop, for the very first time and
joke to herself that people from her
village back in Zimbabwe could not get to
her in this cold place.

“If it is true that the witches ride
on brooms, naked, they will have to
wait for summer to come fetch me,” she
would joke to herself and laugh quietly.

Back then, at 16, she was still
young, attending high school. She did not
know Anna Schmid yet, she would
meet her at university some years later.

She wondered if she would have
shared the joke about the witches with
her, knowing it would take a bit of back-
ground for her friend to appreciate it.

29
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“Anna is a clever girl and would
have grasped it in no time,” she thought
to herself.

Nothando thought of how Anna
had not taken much time to learn to ap-
preciate a lot of things in her culture and
language. She smiled when she thought
about how she had literally translated
her name Nothando, into ‘Mother of love’
and would call her that all the time—
in spite of the fact that Anna could pro-
nounce her name in her language bril-
liantly.

She appreciated her enthusi-
asm to learn and teach. It was Anna who
took it upon herself to teach her a lot of
things about Toiva.

“You are now a citizen of Toiva,”
she had said three years back. “l will
teach you all | can about this beautiful
land of the free and happy people.”

T oday, as she watched the snow

fall, the joke about the witches

from her village coming to fetch

her spirit in Toiva, and unexpectedly
falling sick with pneumonia because of
the unusual cold, still made sense to
Nothando. Her home village in the far end
of Africa, however, was a distant memory.
She had last been there on Christmas,
when she was ten years old, before her
mother left her job in Johannesburg and
came to Toiva.

Her mother, a Zimbabwean immi-
grant, gave birth to her in South Africa.
She had lived in that country as a non-
citizen, always lingering between legality
and illegality.

While her mother used a Zimba-
bwe Exemption Permit (ZEP) that al-
lowed her to live and work in South Af-
rica, Nothando, as a child, had no papers
except for the Zimbabwean passport.
Her mother would bribe the guard for
more days at the border post in Beit
Bridge. She would send her passport out
to get it stamped , paying large sums of
South African Rands or American dollars
to the bus drivers and immigration
officers.
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That is how her mother negoti-
ated legality and illegality for her.

On Toiva, where she was now a
citizen, there were no such challenges.
When she arrived six years ago, she had
a permit to live and study here, and
never had any problems with the law. The
permit had taken time and paperwork,
as it should—Toiva was not naive about
the pressures of migration. But the pro-
cess had treated her as someone with
a future here, not as a threat to be man-
aged. And now, she was a Toiva citizen
and did not have to look over her shoulder,
and be on the lookout for the police
the way she did back in South Africa. On
Toiva, she had never been considered
and treated as an illegal alien. On this
beautiful island, she was human from the
first hour. Unlike South Africa, Toiva
was open to people from outside, and
warmly welcomed her and her mother.
She felt at home here, and was quick to
blend in. As she stood by that window,
Zimbabwe a distant memory, she felt as
though she had always belonged to this
place, as if her umbilical cord had
once tethered her to the island of Toiva.

5 ince it was almost evening,
Nothando and Anna decided to
leave the library.
“We will pass by the coffee shop and wait
there for the Freedom event at the Square,”
Nothando suggested to her friend.

They agreed on it and went to a
shop that was close both to the library
and the Square.

They found a group of students
at the shop, eagerly chatting about the
evening event.

“Tonight is a beautiful evening,’
said one student to her friends.

“The time is just dragging, why
shouldn't this evening be here already,”
said another.

The students roared in happy
laughter.

They bought coffee and muffins
and sat on one of the vacant tables around
the coffee shop.
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They sipped their coffee, mostly
in silence, watching as some students
who just came in, bought coffee and
rushed to the bus stop, clearly on their way
home. That was the majority of them.

“Does it mean they have no time
for this evening’s event?” Nothando
asked Anna.

“It looks like they are going
home,” said Anna. “Perhaps they exercise
their freedom.”

They both chuckled.

“l hope you are not saying that
tongue in cheek,” Nothando said. “l know
you, my friend.”

They both laughed.

“I really don't know if am being
funny or | am serious,” Anna said.

“Yea,” Nothando sounded sympa-
thetic with her friend. “While people
are free to do what they want to do, the-
re are responsibilities. The most important
responsibility that freedom places
upon us is to protect it, never take it for
granted.”

Anna looked at her friend, sur-
prised by this sudden seriousness.

“All of a sudden you have deci-
ded to go philosophical gangster on
me, but why mother of love?”

They laughed, this time attract-
ing the attention of students seated
on other tables, who had, all along, been
stealing glances at them. They looked
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“The permit had taken time and paperwork,
as it should—Toiva was not naive about
the pressures of migration. But the process
had treated her as someone with a future
here, not as a threat to be managed.”

back at the students with questions of
their own.

“Anna, are you also attending
the Freedom event?” one boy, part of
students at another table asked.

"Yes, we are definitely attending,”
Anna said.

“We are...” the boy trailed. “You
mean your friend is also attending?”

Most of the students from that
table were now starring at Anna, silently
affirming their friend’s question.

“Yes, she is, why wouldn’t she?”
Anna asked, surprised.

“What do immigrants have to do
with Toiva Freedom?”

Anna was shocked. Nothando
only laughed.

“She is a Toivan citizen like me
and you,” Anna said.

The students seemed un-
convinced. They just shrugged their shoul-
ders.

Another female student who
sat at another table all alone, overhearing
Anna’s conversation with the male
student, stood up and approached Nothan-
do and Anna.

“Hi, my name is Maria,” she said
extending her hand to Anna and then
to Nothando.

“lam Anna,” Anna shook her hand.

“l am Nothando,” Nothando
looked straight into Maria’s smiling eyes.
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“Freedom that has never been tested
does not know its own weaknesses.”

“l actually want to talk to you
Nothando,” she said. “l am part of the or
ganisers of this evening’ event and would
like to ask you a little favour.”

They both looked at her, eager
to hear what this was all about.

T he Square main arena was
packed. Students chatted joy-
fully and full of enthusiasm.
The Secretary General of the student or-
ganization came on stage and announced
that he was the Master of Ceremony
of the event.

“The speakers here today will
go according to the programme as you
have it in your hands,” he said. “However,
we will ask that each speaker spare
five minutes since we want to offer a plat-
form to a surprise speaker today.”

Speakers came up one after the
other. The Mayor of the city spoke first,
as she always did at university ceremo-
nies—briefly, warmly, without notes. She
had been born on the island, she said,
and had never once taken that for granted,
which was why she found these eve-
nings among the best of her working life.
The Minister for Community Affairs
followed, reading the formal declaration
of welcome in three languages—Toivan,
English, and the mother tongue of the
largest group of new citizens present that
morning, which happened to be IsiZulu.
There was quiet applause at that.

More speeches followed, then came the
time for the surprise.

“l would like to call upon one of
the students here at our university,
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Nothando Khumalo, to join me on stage,”
the MC announced.

Anna gave her a hug and assu-
red her: “You will be fine!” The crowd
burst into enthusiastic applause, scanning
every direction to see who was appro-
aching the stage.

There was an element of surprise
when they saw Nothando confidently
stepping up and grabbing the mic from
the MC.

“Thank you so much MC,” Not-
hando said when she finally stood in
front of the gathering. “Thank you, Maria,
for this opportunity to address students
here on freedom.”

The venue fell quiet. For a mo-
ment Nothando was gripped by stage
fright seeing all those people staring at
her, quietly.

aria, my newest friend, | met to-

day, today, you ask me to speak

about what Toiva freedom
means to me.

It is true that yesterday | was an
immigrant to this island.

What Toiva freedom means to
me, then:

It is truer, that today | am a citi-
zen of this beautiful Island.

So, Maria, dare | call you my
compatriot.

To me Toiva freedom means free-
dom to be.

It means freedom to be a daugh-
ter of Toiva

Without feeling inadequate in
any way.

VIL.

A nna and Maria clapped. At first,
a few other students joined
them before the whole crowd
was clapping. The clapping ceased.
Nothando coughed a bit before she con-
tinued.

“Late this afternoon, | sat at
the coffee shop a few metres from here,”
she said. “l was sad to see a lot of
students go home, without attending this
beautiful event. Dear compatriots, we
should never take our freedom for granted.

| said that | came here, together
with my mother, when | was ten years
old. Toiva welcomed me with open arms.
If, ten years ago, by welcoming me
Toiva baptized me into its family, three
years ago it confirmed and canonized
me as a daughter of this beautiful family.
| came from another country that cele-
brates its freedom every April, thinking
back on the martyrs who laid down
their lives to win freedom for its future
generations.

Our ancestors here in Toiva
have never fought a war to win freedom.
They have never been colonized. That
is not something to be proud of in a naive
way—it is something to be examined
honestly. Freedom that has never been
tested does not know its own weaknesses.

| come from a country where
| learned early on what happens when in-
stitutions are hollowed out from the
inside—not by invasion, but by corruption,
by impunity, by the slow erosion of
the rules that protect ordinary people.
Toiva's greatest threat is probably not an
army on the horizon. It is complacency.

It is the slow forgetting of why the insti-
tutions were built in the first place.

| take classes in World History.
And there are lessons to be learned from
our ancestors.

Costa Rica abolished its military
in 1948 and has not been invaded since.
That is sometimes held up as proof that
demilitarization works. Maybe. But
Costa Rica also had the United States
next door, and a particular geography,
and a particular moment in history. We
should be honest: Toiva's security rests

not only on goodwill, but on alliances,

on international law, on being the kind of
place that the world has an interest in
protecting—because what we have built
here is worth protecting.

So yes—defend Toiva. But
know what you are defending. Not a flag,
not a border. A community that decided,
quietly and deliberately, to do things
differently. A citizenship ceremony where
the mayor learns to say welcome in
your language. That is what is worth fight-
ing for. And that defence begins here.
Tonight. By staying."

Nobody left. What had been
called a Students’ Freedom Day stretched
long past midnight—and became,
without anyone quite deciding it, a Free-
dom Night.

Migrations

KXARVELE 705TPH MLOTSHWA

109



Education VIIL
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“Universities had become lifeless
institutions. Dominated by careerism and
the spirit of quantitative evaluation.”

Dare

( It is a truth universally acknowledged that one should never let a crisis go to
waste. This also applies to one of the oldest, most eminent, and most inert

institutions we know: the university. For over 1,000 years, it has shaped the
development of our open cultures of knowledge. By the mid-2020s, it became clear
that it once again required fundamental reform.

Even before the advent of machine intelligence in the daily life and teaching
practices of our society, Western-style universities were in profound crisis. Instead
of serving as places where the brightest minds came together to generate knowl-
edge and engage in the education of free and inquisitive human beings, they had
become sclerotic institutions. Dominated by careerism and the spirit of quantitative
evaluation, they were dedicated to a mass education system conceived in overly in-
strumental terms, with student enrollment rates reaching up to 60 % of a given cohort.

This situation inevitably affected the self-image and motivation of University
faculty. According to a survey conducted among University faculty in Toiva at the
time, three areas of pressure emerged as particularly stressful and counterproductive:

Think

—The Renewed University
of Toiva

What skills should the brightest minds
of the future possess? With the advent
of artificial intelligence, this question
has taken on a new dimension. On Toiva,
it led to a long overdue reform of higher
education.

1. administrative overload—which was largely attributable to
the pressure of having to constantly apply for research funding
through new projects (which usually failed and thus caused
frustration);

2. anunbalanced, unclarified relationship between teaching and
research expectations for highly educated specialists who, as
arule, had no separate pedagogical training and often viewed
teaching as an unwelcome burden on the research careers
they actually desired; as well as

3. anarrowing of one’s own research horizons forced by a publica-
tion-driven careerism primarily defined by quantitative metrics.

Under competitive pressure for funding, this also led to a compartmentalized
‘silo logic’ among departments within the University, even as those same depart-
ments were simultaneously urged to submit joint proposals under the increasingly
hollow buzzword of ‘interdisciplinarity.’

The resulting unease was as widely shared as its deeper causes were indis-
putable. The necessity of radical change was thus evident. Nevertheless, even
Toivans would not have found the energy to reform the University had the predicament
not been exacerbated. A technological transformation drove a system that had long
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been recognized as unsustainable toward open collapse: the advent of machine
intelligence in the daily routines of study, teaching, and examination, as well as the
radical transformations of daily work life across all professional domains that had
once required a university degree.

Shocks to the system
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D y the end of the 2020s, Al systems generated 90 % of the research liter-
ature produced at universities at the time (across disciplinary boundaries)
within a few milliseconds, in a quality that was virtually indistinguishable
from the outputs of human researchers. The same was true for academic papers
produced at universities, such as essays, B.A., M.A., or PhD theses.

In other words, the entire system of evaluation and qualification that had
shaped modern academic advancement for five centuries had its very foundation un-
dermined within just a few years. Not only could these writings no longer serve as
credible proof of individual competence. The uncertainty accompanying the new tech-
nologies concerned the very goals of university education: What ideal should guide a
culture of knowledge in which competencies that were once central could now be
largely taken over by technological actors? What, insofar as anyone could discern
or foresee, was the comparative advantage of genuinely human intelligence? And
how could this be most effectively brought to bear and allowed to flourish?

In trying to answer these questions it soon became apparent that the human
mind could not, in the foreseeable future, claim any comparative advantage that, in
classical terms, relied on inductive and deductive reasoning (from mathematics and
physics to computer science and large parts of the life sciences). The same applied
to all intellectual endeavors aimed at the synthesis or condensation of existing bod-
ies of knowledge (including large portions of the so-called humanities), not to mention
clearly defined tasks of recalling or storing specific bodies of knowledge (key-
worded expert knowledge). In all of these areas, Al systems clearly took the lead and
continued to expand their dominance.

The Al surge also exposed the distinction between the so-called humanities
and the natural sciences—which had dominated since the late 19th century—as
largely superficial. The reason was that this distinction generated no substantially
different simulation requirements for Al systems.

The irony of this cultural and cognitive shock was striking when viewed
through the lens of the labor market: While the dawn of machine intelligence was once
inspired by the goal of delegating standardized manual labor, and ultimately the
entire realm of physical work (including skilled trades), to machines and robots, it was
primarily the “intellectual workers” who were affected. Except for a few top-tier
professionals, the job prospects for tile setters, hairdressers, caregivers, speech ther-
apists, and dog trainers were—and remained—economically more promising than
those for computer scientists, tax attorneys, food chemists, or business administrators.
This shift had direct consequences for the university system, which coincided with
demographic change: the number of young people willing to enroll decreased stead-
ily. After more than 80 years of expansion in the postwar West, the university was
allowed—or rather, forced—to shrink significantly again by the end of the 2020s.
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A terrible thing to waste Its core features for students are:

“The Al-driven loss of relevance of

100

written work as the primary medium for
examination and evaluation gave rise to
a new ‘oral turn, thus placing oral and
dialogic performance back at the center
of teaching and examination practices.”

A truth long recognized

o nce correctly diagnosed, this moment of crisis created the opportunity
to eliminate all the systemic pathologies that had already been identified.

Toiva seized it. The loss of relevance of written work as the primary medi-
um for examination and evaluation gave rise to a new “oral turn,” thus placing oral and
dialogic performance back at the center of teaching and examination practices.

The loss of relevance of disciplinary boundaries reversed the trend toward
intra-university silo formation or tribalization as well as the trend toward overly
early specialization within one’s own academic program.

The decline in both student numbers and demand in a labor market once
shaped by academia relieved the higher education system of the task of providing
training that directly qualified students for specific professions.

This productive return to the truly enabling origins of European university cul-
ture also addressed the question of the guiding principles for its educational goals
in the age of generalized machine intelligence. Specifically, it drew on the two most
significant Enlightenment traditions in Western culture: first, the ancient Greek
Enlightenment, with its critical and dialogical demand that assertions be justified by
reasons (exemplified by Socrates); and second, the Enlightenment of the 18th century,
centered on the cross-disciplinary capacity for reflective judgment (German: re-
flektierende Urteilskraft). Or in other words: the cognitive process of finding a univer-
sal concept or rule for a given particular object when that rule is not already known.
(Leading figure: Immanuel Kant).

The Enlightenment ideal of maturity (German: Miindigkeit) thus consisted
of the ability and the critical courage to form an independent, value-based judgment
that guides action in specific, non-generalizable situations. This soon became the
primary educational goal for the renewal of Toiva University. In the Toivan language,
this guiding concept is suumulta (“suu” = mouth; “multa” = “my,” but also “earthly” or
“locally rooted”; thus, literally: “earthly maturity/mouthfulness”). Based on such pre-
mises, the fundamental reform of the University took shape with astonishing clarity.

D efore outlining the key points of these reforms, a word
on the University’s social integration into Toiva’s over-
all educational system seems appropriate. As an island
people, the Toivans place value on social cohesion and equal
opportunity. No mind must be lost. Ideally, every individual should
be nurtured according to their own abilities and aspirations.
Specifically, this means that early childhood education in Toiva
receives the greatest attention and financial support. Kinder-
garten attendance is mandatory from ages 3 to 6, with educators
in this field receiving the same salary as high school and junior
college professors—and they are required to complete an
equally long program. Compulsory schooling extends
until the age of 16, with subject-specific differentiation by
difficulty level already present in the curriculum starting at the
age of 8 (without there being different types of schools). Both
kindergarten and school attendance are free of charge.

According to recent guidelines, the goal is initially to
admit only 15-20 % of a graduating class to university pro-
grams, while for the remaining 80 %, a dual system of three years
of vocational training is in place, and a wide range of further,
in-depth educational programs—mostly at universities of ap-
plied sciences—are offered well into adulthood. In fact, the
university of applied sciences is by far the most common type
of higher education institution in Toiva. Many subjects that
were once university-level, particularly those with a strong prac-
tical focus, are now exclusively offered there, for instance in
the fields of engineering and management.

Only 5% of a given cohort is admitted to the Universi-
ty of Toiva. Studies there typically begin at the age of 17. The
selection process involves extensive testing, which is strictly
anonymous during the first three phases. There are no other
admission pathways. The University of Toiva is thus a distinctly
elite institution and does not shy away from this label as it
reflects the island’s guiding educational ethos, which states:
“a mind is a terrible thing to waste.” This applies especially to
the island'’s brightest minds.

Insight without disciplines

0 nder the visionary leadership of the University’s then-
rector, the literary and cognitive scientist Fizzi Isonpag,
the appointed commission agreed in 2027 on a com-
prehensive Suumulta-reform of the University’s teaching and
training system, which was fully implemented after just five
years. (As has been noted on several occasions, it resembled
in essential features the so-called “Hutchins Plan,” also known as
“Common Core,” implemented by the University of Chicago
in the 1930s and 1940s.)

>

No disciplinary specialization for the
first three years, eliminating the
practice of undergraduates choosing
a major in a specific academic field.

Two-thirds of the courses are taught
in small groups (no larger than 12);
no secondary literature; only original
source material and primary texts.

No grades for the first two years:
past/fail.

The curriculum for the first three years
consists of six mandatory, year-long
survey courses in the humanities, so-
cial sciences (including economics),
physical sciences, computer science,
life sciences, and military studies;
plus, one year-long project to apply the
insights gained in one of the fields
(possibly abroad).

The fourth year is entirely dedicated
to studies in two of the six fields (any
combination is possible).

Language requirements: fluency in at
least two modern languages and
reading proficiency in one classical
language by graduation.

Disciplinary specialization is reserved
for graduate school, which lasts three
years and culminates in a PhD.

The quota of students admitted to
graduate school should not exceed
10 % of a Master’s cohort, thus pre-
venting bottlenecks regarding the tran-
sition from the PhD level to a pro-
fessorship.

To qualify for a full professorship after
a maximum of ten years, candidates
must have two publications of PhD-
level quality (one of which must be

a full-length book) in two of the afore-

mentioned fields.
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“We eliminated the practice of undergraduates

VIIL.

choosing a major in a specific academic

field: no discriplinary specialization for the first

three years.”

The core responsibilities of university
instructors and professors are:

Research:

>

After graduation: no more than one
peer-reviewed article per year, no
more than one book every three years;
strict enforcement of this rule (pro-
ducing more reviewed articles or books
will be seen as a clear sign of academ-
ic sloppiness and will therefore be
penalized).

No articles written by more than three
authors (putting an end to the sad
charade of inflated co-authorship).

Teaching:

>
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Every professor must teach at least
one undergraduate course per year
on average (over a 6-year period).

While positions dedicated purely to
research do exist for no more than
25% of professors at any given time
and for no longer than 4 consecutive
years, it is understood that the most
important task of a professor at the
University of Toiva remains teaching;
hence the term: higher education.

> Courses taught by two professors
from different disciplines are the rule,
not the exception; the quality of
teaching is crucial for promotions
within the system.

Hiring and preliminary selection of
research topics:

> Hiring and preliminary selection of re-

search grants are conducted by a

board consisting of 4 academic peers

(no more than 2 from abroad), 4 pro-

fessors from other disciplines (again,

no more than 2 from abroad), 4 elect-

ed student representatives, and 6 cit-

izens of Toiva (selected at random).

> One voice, one vote (the vote of one
designated citizen, called the “Om-

buddi,” is decisive in the event of a tie)

> Voting procedures are not public.

VIIL.

While the University enjoys a very high degree of academic freedom by
law, its research priorities, funding, and institutional objectives remain constrained by
the democratic will of the people of Toiva.

Self-determination without

bureaucracy

? o reduce administrative burden—one of the most important measures—a

completely new system for allocating research funds was also implemented

under Isonpaé’s leadership. Instead of keeping the professorial staff in con-

stant, typically frustrating application cycles, the management of which tied up rough-
ly 30 % of the total available research resources, each University professor—regard-
less of their disciplinary focus—was allocated an equal budget from a given state
funding budget, which they could distribute at their own discretion among three eli-
gible research proposals (with self-allocation being prohibited).

In keeping with the spirit of suumulta, this ensured that academics conducting
research at Toiva enjoyed a high degree of independent academic autonomy while
simultaneously eliminating much of the previous bureaucratic burden of evaluation. Not
least, this grassroots democratic measure undermined the influence of previously
well-established evaluation and review cartels, which, as in all other countries, also
existed on Toiva (and, to a limited extent, still do today).

Furthermore, during this period, three research proposals are approved at
random—giving even seemingly completely outlandish or initially obscure research
proposals a chance at realization. A prime example here is a proposal from 2031 to
research “electrodynamic algae communication.” Its successful implementation
led to a multitude of practical applications and successful startups, ranging from im-
proved protection of lagoon vegetation to military applications involving under-
water drones.

From insight to impact

T rue to the guiding slogan “from insight to impact” researchers—often in col-
laboration with universities of applied sciences—are encouraged to apply
their insights in ways that are market-oriented and, above all, needs-driven.
It remains, however, important to stress that suumulta (which drives and permeates
the entire educational system of Toiva) is not only and not primarily an academic or en-
trepreneurial ideal, but an existential one. In other words: insight in the sense of
suumulta is in itself impactful. As it guides our judgments toward a better life and a
more perfect union here on Toiva. So be it.

Education
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OUR
Alumni

Farewell

Fellow

AND

Alumnae

o ur visit to Toiva was brief, but
instructive.

We travelled across the lagoon and

marveled at the richness of its ecosystem,

we reconsidered debates on economic
growth that had once been ignited

at the St.Gallen Symposium and in the
lectures of Professor Hans Christoph
Binswanger,

we saw how current controversies on Al
may be resolved in the interest of all,

we explored the island’s archives and
discovered the monastic roots that tie
Toiva to St.Gallen,

and we came to see that reviving tra-
ditional ways of managing our commons
can help us respond to problems that
feel contemporary but are fundamentally
not new.

' n our time in the early 21st century, many leave islands
because they do not want their world to end at the
nearby shoreline; instead, they seek opportunities on
the mainland. However, we have experienced ourselves as
members of a relatively small campus community. Smallness
often provides unexpected opportunities for growth as prox-
imity increases trust, and trust empowers us to be creative.
Smallness does not stifle, it can be quite liberating—island life,
in other words, can set you free.

While leafing through the tales of Toiva, you may at
times have nodded along, you may have smiled or sighed—or
you may have heartily disagreed. As long as Toiva provokes
you to reflect and to RE-INTERPRET FREEDOM, its founders will
have achieved their goal.

Your visit to Toiva may have been brief, yet your imprint
is woven into its map. By supporting the pioneering work of
the first cohort of St.Gallen Collegium Fellows, you contributed
to the ideas and efforts reflected in these pages. By supporting
the creation of a space that challenges the siloed norms of
academia, a space that liberates scholars from disciplinary
constraint, you placed trust in the process and in the genera-
tive power of the freedom to think and re-think.

Our visit was brief—but Toiva, we will visit you through-
out the next academic year to explore how you secured

DIGITAL SOVEREIGNTY.
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Tributes

The HSG Foundation and we are indebted to our donors who are
supporting the St.Gallen Collegium for its first three years:

Initial and Major Donors

Kistefos AS—Kistefos Fellows

Ria & Arthur Dietschweiler Stiftung—Ria & Arthur Dietschweiler Fellow
Michael Hilti—Michael Hilti Fellow

Senn Resources AG—SENN Fellow

Josef Ackermann—Hans Christoph Binswanger Fellow
Ernst Gohner Stiftung

Aquifarm Stiftung

Rudi Bindella

Marc Bitzer

Templeton Charity Foundation Switzerland

St.Galler Kantonalbank

Ebnet-Stiftung

Monika und Wolfgang Schiirer

Steinegg Stiftung

Industrie- und Handelskammer St.Gallen-Appenzell (IHK)
Stiftung der Ortsbiirgergemeinde St.Gallen

And many other HSG Alumni and Alumnae, foundations, companies
and friends of our University helped pave the way to Toiva.

Thank you.

The St.Gallen Collegium continues to rely on the support of donors.
Your contribution makes a difference. Thank you.

If you have any questions about your donation, "
please do not hesitate to contact us: " HSG Foundation
Sonja Fehr, Managing Director ad interim, HSG Foundation

sonja.fehr@unisg.ch, +4171224 2606 The Foundation of the University of St.Gallen
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Dare to know.
Dare to act.
Dare to hope.

Welcome to
Toiva.




