
What’s in a Name? 
 

“How’s it going?” I asked. 

 

“We launched the pods last week,” he responded, “without any publicity. After the 

furore during the debate we wanted to avoid any upsets. We hinted that it would be 

from Kennedy but actually they went from Vostok so that no-one could interfere with 

things, you know what those Greenspeak people are like. We got the entangled 

particle message this morning to confirm that the deployment has taken place and 

your present has been safely delivered.” 

 

I was aware of the problems that had accompanied the programme and the bitter 

acrimony between the parties which had eventually been over ridden at the highest 

level but only after a decade of dispute. Anyway nothing had prevented the probes 

from undertaking their journey to the adjacent star system and releasing their precious 

load of bacteria which would start the terra-forming process and make the planet 

available for future habitation. 

 

Being responsible for the contents, but not the delivery, or even the justification, I was 

to some extent insulated from the anger which had erupted when the project had first 

been announced. I had carefully remained in the background, being acutely aware of 

the problems that could be created if my name came into the public arena. Death 

threats to me and my family were foreseen but forestalled simply by keeping the 

identities of everyone on the development team a strict secret. 

 

Following a (quite) distinguished career in micro-biology and genetic development of 

bacteria, I had been given the job of designing the package which would deliver a 

cocktail of bugs to their ‘new home’. Actually ‘Newhome’ was what we called it 

throughout the project and now that the trip was complete, I had called on Thomas to 

ask the all important question – what will be the name of this new planet which will 

make a home for our descendants, if many generations on? 

 

I put the question in a roundabout way, hoping that he had already thought about it. 

 

“Have you given any thought to renaming Newhome now that the seeding project is 

underway?” I asked. 

 

“Well I know that it’s traditional to allow the spotters of new stars to name them and 

this is a little different,” he responded, “but I have given it some thought and even 

researched a little into the possibilities. I’m quite keen on a nominal link to the source 

of your bugs.” 

 

“Come on,” I said getting impatient, as I now knew he had got something in mind and 

was anxious to know what would be the new name, “spit it out.” 

 

“Well last weekend I was tending the garden and I was thinking about the source of 

the cocktail of bugs which you put together and so I have named it in honour of the 

starring role which they will play.” 

 

“But what is it?” I countered impatiently. 



“EARTH,” he replied. 


