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The Diaspora Hypothesis 
By Dr. Aurelius Amanzari 

 

Introduction 
 

Are we alone in the Universe? This question has plagued mankind for millennia. And for 

millennia we had no way of answering it. But all that has changed. We have been drawn by 

the wanton gaze of the unknown only to discover we are like a mirror peering out at the 

person whose image is reflected in each of us. Like the Dyson Sphere, we have been 

shattered and scattered, but not forever. And like the Sphere, we too have been set free to 

fuel our own dreams, to touch the rim of reality, the fraying edges of our Creator’s cloak. 

 

The discovery of the Ephesian Engine over a century ago, raised eternal questions for all of 

us. Sadly these fell quiet beneath the grinding noise of progress. I was on Earth when news 

reached us that the war with Centauri had been “won”. Almost two hundred years of 

corruption and despotism came to an end at the turn of the millennium. On January 1st, 

4000, the Centauri rebels surrendered control of the Sphere to the Galactic Senate, and peace 

was finally secured. The Centauri Rifts may not heal, due to the aggravated use of old warp 

drive technologies during that conflict, but the wounds inflicted on our brothers and sisters 

can and will heal with time. Only after war has shattered our greatest achievement, the 

Dyson Sphere, have we finally come to recognize our reflection in its shards scattered across 

the stars. The power of the newly renovated Dyson Cloud is now available to fuel the 

Ephesian Class of engines for generations to come. This will result in the exhaustive 

exploration of our Universe within the next five hundred years! Yes, ours is a legacy of 

brokenness and isolation. The Centauri War has reminded us of this, and of our inherited 

human nature. This first interstellar war has torn new wounds and opened old ones, in 

space-time as well as in our collective consciousness. 

 

Our folly has been to forsake our origins in favor of our destination. But we are seeing a 

new dawn of exploration, defined not by the question, “how far can we go?” but “how far 

have we come?” When the Ephesian Engine was discovered near Earth’s core in the year 

3880, a million and one explanations were proposed. This book seeks to expound on the 

simplest, most obvious, and most profound: the Diaspora. 
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What my father proposed then and what I am proposing now is not a new vision, but an 

old one: as old as the most ancient texts of our Earth-bound ancestors. “In the beginning, 

God created the heavens and the EARTH.” Earth has always been at the center of every 

metanarrative, including those discovered in the ancient writings of distant planetary systems. 

Herein, I propose that there is no life, but Earth-born life. This should have been evident 

with the first discovery of Earthen origins on Kapteyn B. But we were still blinded by 

ambition in those days. Our hearts are more open now. The tragedy and trauma of war can 

have that effect on a society. I am confident that we will soon traverse the Great Gulfs. 

And when we do, we will find, not only friends, but brothers. We, who have done it 

before, ages ago, will do it again. And we will follow in the celestial footsteps of our 

ancestors. Though all we have seen are ancient ruins of countless sister civilizations, I have no 

doubt that we will eventually find our bothers alive somewhere among the stars, and it will 

be a happy reunion, if we are ready for it. We are destined for this. When we find our long 

lost siblings, let us embrace them as such. For both we and they, are the Diaspora, and 

reunification is our birthright. 

 

We have done this all before, and we can do it better this time. May we wield this new 

power, that of the Ephesian Engine, with caution. May we grasp the wisdom to overcome 

the division of our ancestors. And in our explorations, may we discover that we are truly at 

home among the stars, for the stars themselves were made for us, hung in the heavens as 

lanterns to light our way. 

 


