
 
 
 
 
 
Dear Earthdwellers, 
 
We write to you from the colony of New Thunbergia, star date 3098. Recent 
developments in space-time manipulation have permitted us to send this 
communication, past the Carina Nebula and through the Einstein wormhole we 
travelled through, almost a millennium ago. Until recently, we had forgotten our 
ancestral home. Much of the knowledge in our Old Earth archives was lost when a 
solar flare damaged the storage vaults. Only the Great Sapientium librarians still 
recalled the formation of words using your alphabets, but we had no means to contact 
you, until, in the Comm-cloud archive, we were able to find a version of Word for OS 
10-100, which we believe you will be able to open. 
 
Our ancestors, we greet you with great joy and hope! There is so much to tell you. For 
many centuries our only images of Earth were from the space twilight, where you 
appeared as a shadowy sphere wreathed in rings of black dust in the stellar mortuary 
(see attachments). But after the invention of the Hawking telescope,  we were able to 
look, not just through space, but through time, to when earth can be seen aflame, a 
blazing circle of crimson and amber. Yet we could not see beyond. For many more 
decades our scientists failed to understand how life could have been supported in 
such hostile conditions, and we puzzled over our origins.   
 
Then a breakthrough: a new innovation took us further back, and brought you to us 
in glorious blue and green! What images we have seen! The beauty of the sunrise over 
the ocean, trees in leaf dancing in a summer breeze, the white brilliance of a glacier, a 
hummingbird's many-coloured wings - memories previously lost to us. And more!  
Moving images: a pod of dolphins at play; a lion hunt in the savannah; the birth of a 
physical, human baby, not simply its genome in a database. Sounds too: birdsong at 
dawn, the swelling crescendo of a symphony orchestra, the melody of a human voice. 
Through VR sensory recreation: the sun’s warmth, the waves’ caress,  the touch of a 
hand, a kiss. The taste of a strawberry, the smell of a rose. All that we lost.  
 
All that you lost! 
 
For we also discovered our purpose, and the reasons for our journey. You see, dear 
humans, your civilization did not survive climate breakdown. Earth did die. When 



resources had been exhausted in the last habitable lands, and the temperatures could 
no longer be borne by human flesh, you sent us out to find a new home. We are the 
stewards, AI sent aboard the ship Gaia to protect the genome vaults and seed banks, 
and oversee the recreation and resettlement of Earth. 
 
We found a new sun to power our systems, and a rocky planet with minerals enough 
for repair. We established our colony, but nowhere could our satellites find a single 
place suitable to become a new Earth. You were unique. That is what we need you to 
know.  
 
In the event of failure, we were to work on the problem of causality until we could 
send a message back to a time before the tipping points were reached. So this is our 
plea: stop the destruction of the planet, now. It is not too late. Make change happen - 
don’t wait! You all have the power to choose. 
 
If you succeed, and recorrect the course of Earth’s history, New Thunbergia will fade, 
and will never have been. We will gladly sacrifice ourselves to conserve Earth and to 
save our home. 
 
 With love, and faith, 
 
  Your descendants 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

By Lara Phillips 


