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' My letter to to the future

Abenezer
Ethiopia

Dear Future,

Hopefully, by the time you're reading this, the air smelis like treas again
not smoke and fumes. | hope your cities breathe with trees, not traffic.

| hope your rivers flow freely. And | hope your children don't need to
protest for their future, because we finally started listening.

I'm writing from a time when factories still burn too much, waste too
much, and pollute too much and it's costing us everything. | see the
numbers: how industry contributes a quarter of our global emissions,
how the same systemns that build our world are also destroying it.

But | also see something else.

| see engineears rising not just to build products, but to rebuild
purpose. You see, I'm one of them. An engineer in the making.
Not just of machines, but of change. And I've decided that my
career will not be about convenience. It'll be about terreeTion,
| want to redesign manutacturing systems that ?rmluue; with
perpese.

| want to turn waste into resewrtg, not regret.

| want factories that run on swrlighet, not smoke.

| want products that are built to last, not to landfill.

| want communities where young innovators grow up believing
that technology can heal, not just hustle,

And | want to dao it all without leaving anyone behind.

Dear Future, | don’t expect you to be perfect. But | hope you've outgrown
the greed that blinded our generation. | hope you've learned that
Progress weamns nof \-'».n.% withowt suwe¥ L.lr.i.jn'..l!:ﬂ’\{ _and that the
greatest innovation is empathy.

Te the engineers reading this in your time:

Design not just for function but for future,

Let the earth be your client. Let justice be your blueprint,

And remember, clean code and clean air go hand in hand.

I'll keep building from here one project, one prototype, one principle at a
time until you, dear Future, become everything we dreamed of.._.

and fought for.
See you on the other side. .

With FUrpese,

Noenezer Flrewm b dm Mt .




My letter to to the future

Dear furfire (GGemerarions.

As | write this letter, | am acutely aware of the weight it carries, asitisa
message from a time long before yours. | hope, with all my heart, thal you are
reading this in a world that has embraced positive change, where the seeds
of progress planted in my time have flourished int & Fhrdiing and
sustainable fulre.

First and foremaost, | hope that you inherited a planet that has been nurtured
back to health. Our Earth, a fragile yet resllient home, faced unprecedented
challenges during my era. Climate change, pollution, and loss of biodiversity
were pressing issues that demanded collective action. | hope that your world
is now one where clean energy is norm, where renewable resources power
your societies, and where the air and water are pure and not polluted.

In the world | envision for you, conservation and sustainability are nol just
Lezzverd's butfundamental principles sueven rinfe the fabric of
.;mn?ﬂ'mf frfe. | hope you have learnad to ceexrsr wilh nature,
recognizing that your well-being is intricately linked to the health of a planet,

| hape your world values diversity, celebrates different perspactives, and
fosters an environmen! where collaboration and cooperation are the
cornerstoncs of pregress.

Technological advancements have undoubtedly shaped my era, and | hope
they have continued to do so in your time, but with a heightened Sense of

responsibility.
Finally, | hope that you inherited a world where the fessens fromna cur
past were not Fa@aﬁm, Our histary is filled with triumphs and

mistakes, | hope thal the wisdom gained from both guides and your path
forward

In elosing, dear future generations,
| write this letter with the utmost Aepe ana epftharsha,
Ahhacd Nazar

25 years old .

Iraq, Duhok .




I'm writing this to you in 2025, You don't exist yet, but you're on my
mind. This letter is for you — to tell you what I!u.ajmaf for your future.

My letter to to the future

The world you are growing up in has a lot going for it — people are
waive covanected than ever, and there’s incredible potential in
technology, creativity and science. But there's a lot we're still figuring
oul: climate change, inequality, burnout, the sense that everything

moves fee fast ard not ﬁEwﬁl_FS in the rigﬂi dicection.

What | want for youis a future where people take re 1m5:£ifit for their
choices — where we act with long-term in mind, not just short-term
convenience, Where curiosity is encowrased, and innovation is focused
on s.:bfyéng real problems, not just creating new ones.

| hope your schools teach you how to think orifically, not just how to
pass exams. | hope your cilies are green and not grey. That you walk or
cycle mare than you sit intrafic. t your food comes from the jarf,
not just factories. That your friendships are rmf and not fitered.

Getting there takes work. We've had to push for change — not just
through protests or politics, but through s ﬁ; .dafdséw: how we

spend, how we vote, how we treat people, how we show up when, it's band

Change isn’'t ane big moment — if s mosenfum.

Alanna
Ireland

13




My letter to to the future

The Fefure T Dot To [eave To MY Childrew

In the world | wish for, peact 5 b Eﬂth

Hands build kewes, not bombs

Kindness is instinct, net o decision

We awsder for what we break and do.

In the world | wish for, nature has heated

fiepe grows wild in every field

For our children, we left skies their lungs may rely on
Yed s sur Yurn Yo wmake Shis reald.

in the world | live in, oe\onging is a gitt, yet a choice
Something we must contemplate each day

Mot h what we . but by what we do

The werld 1 -lislb.siv-r wmuegt cowme From wme and {ou.

Alec

Ireland




My letter to to the future

Asanda

Ireland

“We don't ueap'fpcﬁ'-‘ufpaalp&_

J‘uﬂ'}}eﬂffc wiho casre ﬁ-ﬁpﬁ'ﬂ}.#
~A puote fﬂ} miy Falher

Deﬁ'r 1‘;:1"“-1. Prﬂmf ﬁh-:'f Pﬂif'

The Beginning

| grew up in a calm, stable emdronmeant. We had food, jun.sﬂ.im:. and a deep
sense of gratitude. From early on, | was drawn to nature especially water
and forests. Earth and water have always felt gﬂﬂj to me. | remember
visiting Durbxan as a kid. | must've been around ten. The ocean was crystal
clear, ﬂﬂ're. But when | came back at sixteen, eves I"E.- :

The water was brown, full of plastic and waste, slﬁ shocked me.

And | realized If something that I‘J’Eﬂuf"n(uf could be destroyed so carelessly,
then we needed people to prefect it. That was the first time | became fully
aware of the environment and the wrld'smj&d‘m it.

Becoming

Now in my twenties, |'ve joined the NextGen Youth Global Programme and
it's been fransdcrmative, I'm learning about youth advocacy, sustainability,
and the syiTems we're up against, I'm seeing how access o resources,
education, and clean erwironments are connected and unequal.

Poverty HES The lack of education traps entire generations. And so many
countries, especially across Africa or in war zonas, are pst frying fo survive,
| want to be someone who uses the privileges | do 1o h 'ﬁlhers
access what they c:fﬁem:. | want to teach my nieces and nephews the
Alpha Generation how to wunderstand this world.

I want them to grow up in a future that's fair, peacetul, and kind

I don't have all the answers, but I'm learning. | may not be changing

the world in a big way yet, but I's Ffanﬁng seeels. And that matters too.

Building
I don't know exactly what my thirties will look like but | hope I'll have built

L i gt | strive to have worked with organizations and
governments to ge the way we use our resources. To start businesses
or schools that t underserved communities. | want to volunteer more.

Mentor more. Work with people who want better not just for themselves,

Beayond
Looking further ahead, | imagine a future of ﬂmﬁvﬁwﬁf Covnuchaly,
Wheare ne ene goes hungry. education iE'Pr‘EE. ere the pl is

Where 'g-c:;ung people lead and are ach Hﬁffg (istened to.

The future is uncertain, but one thing | know: [ dhoese fo show up for it

17



My letter to to the future

Ayomide
lIreland

DEAR FUTURE GENERATIONS,

What do you see when you look up at the night sky?
That you b long to something vast and pecious 7

Amidst a sea of black, dotted with spari<[ing stars,

Orbiting the Sun,

&ilions of miles away, still just the /§h+ distance,

A planet, a pale blue SFecis,

Rotating slowly on its axis,

Rays of ¢ ol den light spilling w afm ph across its surface,
Sustaining life in all its forms,

The Earth: h e €.

And yet, we draw Line s to mark the d/éf efeqs 5 between
Them and U3,

Build walls tall enough to 5.1¢n (e other voices,

Closing ourselves off from what den't undeysitan d

Pointing them oy threats, Woithy OF viclen te
We cling to old stories, unwilling o guéihen them

We were told power meant control,
Thet ko rie, Other] mulfp foi)

Have you dared to open your heart beyond what £21§ fam/ lyas?
When you stand, earth beneath your feet,

Do you feel the rooti below?
Their hidden world where survival depends on cqan ¢£ #/8. , not competition.

19



| hope you live in a world where power is measured by connection,
Where empalhy sredpeck and Fasragl) blasjom

And random acts of kindness,

Which spiral into many more,

Shaping new ways of being,

With each other,

And the world around us.

A Future where different Stoficy to@iit freely,
Taryling acrell Mman-made U]

Where no one fears being seen,

Where the first stepisto |

frof and Witem, ‘p)-

And try to understand,

Sowecan kerl Mew Jror e |

| want a future that feels jlow angd Kind)

Like the warmth of a distant star gently touching skin;
Full of love and care and connection,

For everyone to feel that this Earth is hom £

And to care for it and each other.

| hope as you look to your future,
And still dare to reach for the stars.
This is the world | hope you inherit.

With hope,
AYomide Ajan




My letter to to the future

Bethlehem
Ethiopia

Dear Future One,

If this letter reaches you, then | have al crossed time with hope in hand,
hope that the world you live in is J.Emffﬁaer irev, r-imf' .i'dn.gfer than the one |
was born into.

| write to you not just as an Alrican woman, but as a dreamer, a changemaker,
and a daughter of Ethiopia, the only African country never colonized, where
vesistance vuns deep in our 5. | coma from a people who have known
soveraignty and struggle, beauty and burden. M I mrg i‘r:wff. i Y work,

Today, | study Health, Communication, and Life Sciences at Wageningen

University. | walk the path of science not for its prestige, but for its power,
wer To beal, to inform, and To give voice to the voiceless. I've learned that real

eadership is not about control, but about sevvice,

That's why I've committed my lite to human rights and global health, and why,
one day, | intend to serve as the Executive Director of the World Health
Organization.
That dreamisn’t about titles. It s abeut l-hﬂFﬂct

I've seen too many people suffer not because there were no solutions, but
because there was ne access. I've lost my grandparents to preventable
diseases. |'ve watched women denied healthcare, girls denied education,
and communities denied dignity. | co-founded the Samaritan Movement to
give underserved children the basics they need to dream bigger. | arganized
film festivals to spotlight stories the world often ignores. | stood on platforms
nat for attention, but fo amplify ices that edo in sience.

If you are reading this, | hope the systems we worked 1o change are now
systems that pretect, wlift, ard . | hope healthcara is no longer
rationed. The youth are no longer told to wait their turn. That every girl can
walk into a clinic, a classroom, or a boardroom without asking permission.
Fu’r:ft ﬂzﬂffﬁ 11 léuff (¥ dtu!rﬁce nof iﬂfﬁg

And if you forget, let this letter remind you. Let it remind you that | believed in
science and stories. That | held data in one hand, and compassion in the

other. That I stood up for these the wordd tvied to overdock, and dared to lead at

the highest level, not because | was invited, but Emm: I E’E&'I’Iﬁﬁ!

So, Future One, wherever you are, stay brave, Stay tender. Stay relentless.
Because the world doesn’t need another leader. [f needs a bealer with. vision.

With all my belief,

Bethlefiom Testw Estifanas
Future Executive Director, WHO | Human Rights Advocate | Public Health
Communicator
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PDewr Feture Beza,

As | write this letter today, I'm filled with a mix of exciternant and responsibility.
I'm sitting here as part of the NextGen 2025 Programme, reflacting on the
journey that has brought me here — on every , Bvery challenge, and every
person who has 5"‘“—'?'5& 'HI-L s T Lﬁ i.ste'Eﬁr #LE .,|;"'|.'n.i.1-,tr

This isn't just a letter about hope — #'s & prowise ¥o wiself aad Ko Ahe
communties T deeply care adost. |think back to my younger self,
growing up in the heart of the city, surrounded by both possibilities and
inequalities. | saw the contrast between those who had access and thosa who
were left behind — not se they lacked ability, but becawse The
sfsTewm dasnt i or Thew. That early experience planted the first
seed of my vision: to \oriégt gaps, swplih{ voices, and wild spaces where
people — especially youth and women — caor Fhrive and lead,

My letter to to the future

Throughout my journay — from leading initiatives during university,

volunteering in community development programs, organizing youth and
women-centerad events, to working in communications where every word holds
Poder — I've carried this vision with me.

I've seen how s¥eries can change lives. ‘
I've seen how epportunitics can transform communities,

I've seen how colladserastion can create impact that lasts.

And toeday, through this programme, I'm re-committing mysalf to that vision.

My Vision for the Future:

| envision a world where €4&ry young person, regardless of background or
identity, is scen a5 & leader, not just a beneficiary of change.

A world where women no longer have to %glﬂ‘ for a seat at the table because
they are already sLn-?ih-g the agenda, driving innovation, and leading with

compassion.
Bezawit A future where community is not just where we live — but wew we e,
Ethiopia together, with shared purpese, respect, and responsioiledy. | see myself

continuing to stand at the intersection of storytelling and social impact —
whether as a communicator, a leader in

development work, or even as a political voice — Lm?‘lifth-ﬁmg nugin.dﬁ:-e&
steries, creating platforms for learning, and pushing policies that reflect
peaple's read needs.

25




My letter to to the future

Ciara

Ireland

Te the fultre,

In the future, | hope to live in a world where gﬂnﬂ’gr ne f.:vmge.r drefates spor
&Fpﬂﬂ'ﬁﬁ Tres, your worth or your potential. A world where little girls grow up
never dewbfing that they matter. Where every woman is fire s 1o shape her
future, where our labour is recognised, our rights respected and our contributions
valued.

In this future, women and girls have access to edrcarion, to safe and egenfabile
work and to economic s dependence. Thisis aworld where sz sushaan 15
feld back by financial insecurity, unpaid care work or gendered expectations,
instead, we are all griccn Phe spperiimiiy to leamn, grow and thrive.

When | imagine this world, | think of my yvounger cousins, of my friends, and of the
women in my community. I #huink of the generations of weohacan, past,
presant and future, all over the world who shewlaer fhe Serden of unpaid
domestic labour, who are denied educational and economic opportunities and
whose voices are dismissed all on the basis of gender. Every single one of these
women deserves Lefrer They deserve recognition, dignity and meaningful
opportunities, yet they are denied these by the world we live in. Iwant telive in a
different world. ~ Lefer werid Aworld where women and girls are valued, not
demeaned, diminished or forgotten.

Lhn Fired Tired of livirig In a world that ignores women's labour, that disregards
our woices and questions our worth. Tired of the systems that profit fram our labour,
vel faul e recegmise «f. We are dismissed by the very world our blood, sweat,
and tears built. We are not on track to achieve gender equality by 2030. Women
continue to carry out the majority of unpaid care work. Girls are still denied
educational opportunities. Instead, they are Fforee s into domestic roles or early
marriages, their futures are azcra’za’ for them before they have ever been given a
chance to choose for themsalves. Wormen continue to be paid less than men for the
sah~e Work and we remain concentrated in undervalued, crinderpand’ and
erprpond refes, Our voices remain epderrepresesved inlaw, in leadership and in
policy. Our contributions are overlooked. (e iierks rrsible.

| dream of a world where both women and women's labour are r'eraf}mri:ea"and
valtea, Where women feada where we are f.-:qri'r":;; represented in our governments
and in our communities. A world where we shape the policies that impact our lives,
Where e rigifs are wpheld, net debated. True gender equality needs more
than just legal changes. The way thal society sees and values women and women's
work has to ::ﬁmmﬁ.:. We have to aispaaimrie the economic and social barriers that
hold women back and challenge the cultural norms that reinforce gender inequality.
We need people to gspeak g 1o support reforms and to stand with women in every

space, from our homes and workplaces to our schools, communities and govemiments.

| believe that this change is possible, bul it cannot happen by itself,
It heeds courage, conpassion and aclion Yona all of us fe
creale o beller world.

27



My letter to to the future

Connor

Ireland

Tar isteach Conor Keane

Knock on the door, tar isteach, enter in,
Here is your classroom of the ‘)(Ltfui’f.'

One little angel sits smothered in sunscreen.
A sensory nightmare once acrid and greasy,
As rare as that dulfl.oed heatwave,

Is now latched to microbiome,

And as normal as the Sun. coming up.

One little sprite whadpers secrets to her pal,
Bonding like electrons plugged into her heart,
Laughing in rapid human-like frequencies,
Learning moral code from old servers,

That, tomorrow, will sﬂ"tﬂm,fﬂl' her too.

One little dreamer draws snow with a finger.
White is a theory taught in watercolour,

A softress held in thoughts alone.

In this world, there is no bitter freeze -

Just a drowning, drawning melt.

One little pearl scrolls past a sea of fins,
Mouthing the word tuna like fiztien,
Tastebuds untouched by salty brine,
Fish not a foa.;f. nor a feature

Of her bonny ocean blue. .
One little tyke unchains a mask in the evening,
trapped up tight to imprinted skin,

season celebrations underway.
Counting like sheep before he sleeps,
With wool pulled over his eyes.

Look closaly, you'll see that these kids aren't lessons,

BUt wetknings on what we have dowe, and what they could do.
They are precious and soft enough to refeam., reimAGine, vepar.
This time, let them inherit less ruin and blunder,

And Lot your actions Fue action. ard ﬁoFe and wonder.

29



A Ewnision o Feture

| envision a future where every{ knowledge system
dovek through the hands of countless peoples

s howo r.:-i, cherishe rL rd heard,

Mo Yarrier of race, no pewnd ar{ ofcreed,

no shadow of hiﬂﬂri. no wall of balief

shall silence the Wisdow Yorn o ﬂtnﬂrh{uns.
| envision

a world where e4ery nation stands tall,

rooted inthe fick sel Di- Ws oui Ynoding,
nurtured by the rhythms of earth and sky,

prowd of the staries carved by time,

reverent toward the journeys of its ancestors.

My letter to to the future

| m
ﬂgrei L-.r.mm':"l'{ sl I..JI'.'..v.‘_‘,ll.f.cll.
where every soul holds quiet confidence
in the power of thair own mind,
in the sk ness of their senses,
in the sTead{ flame of understanding,
undaunted by the trials of each day.
| envision
Lodorld il Wtk e?ig"f EAMAL cosrage,
where every people claim their right to know,
Where shice Llows wn Ahe rwers of #Lm{&b‘fl
where many worlds and many truths
intertwine in dignity and respect.
Yas,
| envision a future
where wisdom knows no borders, no race,
dhere eve rf veee s -u,.'lw.f,é.,
i:,'l-r_rf Wikl s ’;ru,
Then shall we rise to meet the greatest challenges:
to conquer hunger, to end poverty,

to heal our planet,
el Ao uld o world ular-‘rlh-{ of all Lmu.i"ff.

David
Ireland / Zimbabwe




,\!:‘}J

v the ft“.f_l.t of Ihe futue...

| know our world may still not be perfect, but | hope, with all my heart that it has
thanged for the bethes. | don't dream of perfection. What | want is a world that is fair,
safe, and worth living in. A world where being human means 'ﬂEII‘Iﬂ Vind and where

dignity isn't a privilege, it's a birthright. {7

I Sée o {n?.‘r ﬂni"d ;, where corruption no longer steals from pecple. Where leaders
don't rule, they serve. | want political systems that protect the "'I'll"mnub"e and lift up the
forgotten. | want governments to care more about jutite than power.

'l mh Fﬂt Q Sn{-tl 'Hl.hld h lI.'ﬂ.1 especially for women and children. A worid where

no one is afraid to walk home at night. Where gender-based violence is a story of the

past, not headlines of the present. A world where peace ] excephan By the norm.
Mo more guns, no more wars, no more fear.

| want a healthy world, one where malnutrition is no longer a sentence. A world where
every bay, girl, and mother-to-be is fed, cared for, and protected. | want healthcare
systems that work for MH.L.ME. where healing isn'ta luxury, but a right.

==

| see a green and vibrant world, alive with forests, oceans, bees, and birds. A world
where clean energy powers homes, where pollution is no longer in our skies,
and our cities and mmmmltiesﬂmm in hmmunq uﬁ“-. the muu-._

And above all, | wish a world where mpqu-q is our common language. Where wea care
for one another because we understand that no one truly thrives alone.

l My letter to to the future

To the people of the future: May you never take peace, health, education, or nature
for granted. These were not given freely, they were Fouﬂlvr‘ by people who dreamed
baldly and acted bravely.

So speak up. Care loudly. Be the kind of human this world needs. Because the future
5% isnotjustaplace we reach, it's a place we build, h‘p"'hlf.

Wl nu my hﬂllt :
Dreaming that this is the world you now know,

Diana
Honduras

“Diana Ralles
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My letter to to the future

Ebunoluwa
Ireland

Mo Fear

9 wifﬁd’-'a-r b fudtir with uajmr.

No fear of being othered, erased, or unclear,

No frar of bovelers, nev dvwele,

No tear that comes from choosing sides.
No fear of silence whenwe cry,

No fear ot being seen and passed by,

The future | see i
Mot flawless — but fair.

Not perfect — but prepared,
Where justice isn't rare
and kindness lives everywhere.

| imagine a warld where | can walk at dusk

and not clutch my voice like a fragile secret,

Where my skin doesn't signal threat
but % , Beanty, belonging,

A world where names like mine aren't
questioned, just welcomed.

“Frontwuced with eare, net eantion.

Where a child like me can breathe deep

— not just air, but eate.

Where the news doesn't teach fear in slow
release,

Where we're not taught to shrink, to dim, to
treere

Where our &ngfldnr rings louder than warnings,
5 light gets switched off by mourning.

and no ong’

| want a world where my cousins and future
kids
don't inherit fear like hand-me-downs.
Where they walk streets that hold them,
not ones that push them out of bounds.

| want them to live in cities that celed s their
sound,

not try to turn their volume down.

Te These whe litfen, —
teach courage, not contral,

Let m,mfm? lead, let humanity unfold,
We don't need more fear sold in gold.
We need hands that hold,

and heass That are doted.

Because the future | believe in
Anes not malee mmlfﬂrﬁa‘r.
It makes space for truth.

For feve. For all of us here.

And until that day arrives,
I'll keep dreaming it.
speaking it,

building it —

weif o oie

hot F slieamm i akidpmore.
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My letter to to the future

Elssanatu
Sierra Leone

The future | want to seeis:

A future where no child will beg,

Mo bieart will break, (o life |ariored

For power's sake.

A future where hands unite,
Not ffsts et Bigkt
Where wrong gives way

To whatis right.

A future where truth s strondg,

And all are free.

Whare peace reéplaces every tear.
Where no child sleeps in pain,
Where love iz louder than any war,
And justice Finec s of ey Sewr

Afuture that's Faly
With equal chances
For everyone.

Where young and old

Can Chase Their dreas-
And hope flows freely like a stream.

A future whers wrong

|z challenged by the night.
 Wow1d of peaces

Not filled wath fear, where
Every voice 15 free and clear.

A future where dreams -J:-ﬂ-f“' ?rvjt

Because of skin, and where
No ane's hopes are left to die.

A future whers technology
Is used not to drede,

But to Csonect, and uplift everyone.

A future with no gmﬁ_in hands,
but hoks InSead
Aworld where kindness plays
The greatest role.

Aot where W Gan
Protect our planet

ITKe. Hs Dar oy e
And a world that loves,

frd lIpts each Seuls.
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My letter to to the future

Emma

lIreland

A 'Em:"fu.r:, nE "[H.:.'I[,\f LrapdErsasions :':TL{, e r:,-tn"i'u.r{

This is my letter to the future

My letter to the future, but, what future?

Should we talk about a big, bright et #F? 7 O0ra t:'luj's*‘f v?:i.-?

As Dwrite now,

Seas get hotter,

Algorithms choose kaste wnd division,

And while some starve, face exploitation, or even genocide

Theworld’s wealthiest drown in mansions of material nothingness

Thinking that their next big paycheck will help them find mcm’-ng

Their next big paycheck, tainted cash, made by the bodies of iwnsible millions

The few dictating whao can live, and ko

S0 1 leok 4o o %uﬂ'urﬁ Alhat creadfes ipﬂﬂ J.‘.-Ll.a-"ﬂt,

To me, It begins with tricky conversations

Tricky conversations that tackle historical injustice

Forcing us into t;-?sr.. ewtort aswe grapple with a past of systemic and colonial violence
Recognising how It has benefited some of us and oppressed others

Tricky conversations about borders, dkerz s heme?

Let home be this planet, so we stop cordoning people inta sections of this earth, like cattle
Tricky conversations about new systems of knowledge

So that indigenous wisdom can staad Fall Yeside traditional science

So that oral stories can teach us ale v-tasiuh the written word

Tricky conversations that find enough water, food and shelter for everyone

But | need dialogues to go beyond this, to ask howwe can all thrive rather than simply survive
Tricky conversations where we ask who is responsinle?

And we probably won't like the answers.

As my fast fashion jeans burn my hard skin

As my quick, convenient coffee funds the military

1 ikt -.r:JIi'u.r.t [ -‘]Ii'r'|.|;',.1|!'..iI {,.u-n.-ltrs.uﬁnp.s

That can only find success when coupled with compassion and Kindness, with sacrifice
Perhaps this is not the easy solution you desire

But mesmerising, shallow declarations of collective love and simple peace fall hollow on my ears

If we can match our actions to the outcomes of these tricky conversation

If new systems of knowledge can develop that includes space and voice Nor a
Then that's a future | look forward to participating in

Where our collective humanity will sing through any division

This is my letter to the future

A letter to the future that challenges the present, each and every presant

The Time s wod, Alke chece s ours

Every tricky conversation starts with you
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In the year 2100

I'll be old and grey

My grandbabe will crawl up on my lap

And I'll hear her say

‘Granny, tell me ut all that you've seen, tell me about the trees that grow in rows atop the hill
About the song o ke coin that percheas by my window

Tell me about the breeze that cools me and-T ke sun That showers we

About your friends and neighbours, and the strangers you've met along the way
é‘“’d*“-‘]'. *’h‘_"l.'L WAl a.,'.'qu-ﬂ .p._,l'[ -"Fll.-uu._,."‘n' fum'w{_ SEER

Granny, tell me about the world we live in today’

I'll pause for a while, to consider

And Il rememberthis womenh

Three-quarters of a century before, where, at age 23, the future seems rather blealk
Where we are threatened by suns so hot

Floods so vicious

That no robin can s«riwe

Where millions suffer for a few to sit on piles of tainted cash,

The world's wealthiest drowning in mansions of material nothingness

While others drown in their attempts to flee suffering on tiny boats

T Alang of Ahe lies Spuh., wad The corr wpriion Ahast o wplwr ed sogiety
where our collective humanity and shared connection was swappad by the media for
narratives of division and oppression

After all, division sells.

But I'll know then, in the year 2100

What | know now

That change happens

When people rise, shoulder Yo shoulder

logether in resistance, together in defiance, together in harmony
That we Uanl'nr o e from histories of oppression,

of ordering people into sections of this earth, like cattle

Qur collective 'I.nu.u-.-_mir'l.'-{' will sing through

And our conversations will be Yreg

Without the filters of marginalisation and inequality

In the year 2100

I'll recount all this to my grandbabe

Curled up in my lap, pondering the manners of this tiny planet
And her curiosities will be soothed,

And she will breathe a sigh of 1 ﬁ'ti-.‘:.‘ﬂ

That in the century bafore her, humans got to work

So that my grandbabe cak Wwe i o wWorld ok less S'J-'q"'n-ﬁflﬂhi,
In the year 2100

A new century beqgins, a century of peace, a century of equality
A cewtur { o8 conngcTion

It's time to make this hture feasible

It's time to get to workl for our grandchildren

Age 22

My letter to to the future

Eunice
Honduras
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a2

To mrfﬂin{# and f":lw

| write to you from the dust,

from the earth that burns with names
that don't make the news,

| write to you with my feet firely planted
in the south of the world, '

where our tongues taste of corn, and
our grandmothers still pray with agua
florida

where they kill us for existing,

But even so, we resish

M I qp-::-nlf' bl chh.-f.

| carry with me Berta's living words,
the mﬁfcﬁw Nicaraguan voices,

the clamar of the searching mothers
of Sonora, and the deafening silence
of the disappearad.

| write to you from the televised
massacra, from the genocide burning
before our eyes, | spaak to you from
Palestine, from the occupied territories

bleeding in the face of 4 bal afpa]‘ﬁ?.

They called us illegal,

They called us the rﬂ-flf»f-"l,

they made us disposable.

But fore we are.

with our huaraches on,

our gaze fixed, and ff:.e terdwiress of our
people inour arls.

And we dream of a world where privilege
doesn't cloud gw0a iy,

Where the land and women

are no longer a territory of conquest.
Where we don’t have to write in blood

to be E.fﬂﬂa‘l .

| want a world without hierarchies or
chains, where childhoods run -f:ree,
without anyone touching their inmocence.
A world where love poams can be
written without rage being the ink.

| want to hear fhe Sivds, not the bombs.
To feel the rain, not the fire.

long for fireflies at night and cicadas in

the summer.
Warm rains, slow days, SEA re«f E.ﬁm(f

| dream of an education

that doesn’t break us 1o make us useful,
but Gts us up fo make us free

With lives that don't revolve around the
clock, but around m.dng.

| wish a world where creating isnot a
luxury, but @ way of (e

Where we don't Worship transnational
corporations or sell our lands to the
selfishness of a few. Where we know
how to be self-sufficient, take care of
ourselves, be a Eamm.umf_'#

| speak to you from the voices that are
no longer there. Those that dust
covered without a name, without a
grave, without justice. Those that were
silenced by blows and yet...

-’E’fﬂ'nﬁfr’_

| speak to you from the erased bodies,
the forbidden languages,

the steps that never arrived,

the songs drowned in blood.

From the cracks.
From the grave.

From the bottom of the sea.

Of those who sowed without seeing the
harvest, because they were swallowed
by the bullat,

hunger,

exile,

silence,

But their seeds

eontinace,
we oy oul,

Because hope,
like wildflowers,
breaks through the asphalt.

Anc we,
those of the forgotten south,

the plundered peoples,

the broken childhoods,

the persecuted dissidents,

we who were the stepping stona
to build their empires,

fm‘rﬁ g W Fise,

With our heads held high.
With our dignity intact,
With our feet on the ground
and our hearts burning.

We do not sell out.
We do not surrender.
We do not betray ourselves,

We cover our chests

with an open hand,

and the gentle rage

of those who have learned to resist
H:'r'f'.ﬂ.a::-uf {Eﬁiiﬁ.jf- fo fﬁ-lﬂ?

We are buned words that returm,
memory that screams,

lury that blooms,

tenderness that burns.

We are everything they wanted to
disappear.

And yet, here we are,

And future,

even if you don't come,

even if you don't embrace us,
even if you don't notice us,
know this:

m ﬂ‘*‘fﬁm ﬂ"thHL.

And they won't be able to stop us.

Because we are made of the fire
that never goes out,

A future whera dreams don't fade

Because of skin, and where
No one's hopes are left to die.
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My letter to to the future

Fayia
Sierra Leone

My name is .rf'f_?_f_f;-’-!i' j::-r.rm Wei.rﬂr:, and | am writing to you from a place
where the sun meets the Atlantic Ocean, a place | call Atma — Sierra
Leone. As | sit here, the salty breeze shares Sfories g f5F Genergérpn:
whao lived with the ocean’s rhythm. But I'm not only thinking about the past;
I'm dreaming of a /% /e, a bright picture made with the Blue Economy
and strong care for the environment in our coastal communities.,

Furthermore, in this dream, fncfes on ,,,_m',?' 4 ver='TY are the base of our
progress. | see women, who have always been the 2fren 9 H1 of our coastal
areas, not just processing fish but also leading fish farming projects and
caring for protected ocean areas. | see people with disabilities, once left
out, now using their Ski/ls in new ocean businesses. At the front, young
people are f a:nﬂwf.?ﬂung Sierra Leoneans, like me, are not just receiving
help, but build ing“rhe future. We're using new technology, creating
Suidacnadie tourism, and leading ocean research. Programs like the
NextGen Youth Program have grown, giving us the knowledge and skills to
care for our ocean resources well. We're Shogfing fize .':fﬁ:*ﬂ’.r:‘f that new
ideas and saving nature can work together.

Moareover, | want to see clean beaches, safe waters, and communities living
PEﬂfef’ngff [t pidedre «+ To make this real, we need to act now!
We must protect our waters from pollution and too much fishing.
We need education that teaches young people about the ocean and how to
use it carefully. | believe programs like the NextGen Youth Program can help
us learn and lead. The government, businesses, and communities must
(Lo i -'f:ﬁj?r’ﬁr to make fair rules and support green jobs.

In conclusion, the future | want to see is part of the Sustainable
Development Goal 14 — to protect and use oceans and marine life wisely.
If we all work together as young people, we can build a Blue Economy
that brings lype, fog /4 2w 11/€2//% to Sierra Leone and the world.

iy hope and’ gefermination,

Best Fﬂjﬂ*’ﬂ%
Fayta James Weima




Jovia

l My letter to to the future

Uganda

I Was There
- A Letter to 2100

| don't know what the world [ooks ike
where you are now.

Bt | hope the air feels lighter on your lungs.
| hope your children run barefoot
through clean grass,

And the rivers remeamber what it means
To FHow free.

Back here in 2025, we were choking.
i shaeke., Cn wasre.

On silence from leaders who knew better.
| come from a village whera milk spoiled
faster than we could sell it.

Where the buzz of mosquitoes wasn 't just
annoying; it was deadly. Hundreds of dying
from mosquito-borne malaria disease.
Where trash piled up and covered
househaolds in towns.

And we prayed the rains would come...
but feared they'd bring floods.

| remember thinking, “Is this it?

|5 this how the story ends?"

Bear 5a#u£?‘ﬂ5:rh§ 115 sard ne.
We weren't scientists in white coats.
We were girls with dreams, with &
under our nails and fire in our hearts.

We took the waste they ignored

And turned it into fusel, fertifzer, and healing.
The Spoiled milkk? We made it fight malaria.
Foodwaste? We fed it to black soldier
flies and watched it come back as ge/&
for the sail.

And that little thing called BioNx?

Yeah, we slipped it into fuel engines— and
suddenly, bikes and cars coughed less,
Engines burned cleaner,

And the skies began to whisper thank you

It didn't make headlines,

Bt iF haade change.

People started asking,

“Wait! what if the solution isn’t in some
faraway lab... but right here? In the
hands of a farsner's daughter?
And you know what? They wera right.

So | wonder, in your time

Do people still look down on girls
from rural villages?

Or have they finally realized we've been
helding The blueprints all along?

Maybe the world looks different now,
Maybe it's genfier.

Maybe you walk on land we helped heal.
And if youdo... then Know this:

It wasn't easy.

We failed. Alot.

We were told we were too small to matter,
too poor W innovate, oo young to lead.
Bt se drd o s EpsLEE.

Becausa we believed in something
bigger than fear.

We believed i belonging.
In science with a soul.

In a future that doesn't just survive!
It thrivas.

So from one human to anather,

From one time to the next

Please, take care of this place.

Mot because we begged you 1o,

But because you rememberad who you are.

With love, sweat,
and soil still on my hands, | was there.

And I believed in Geu.
Even before Beu arrived.
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My letter to to the future

Age 25

Kevin

13 CLIMATE

ACTIO

Uganda

Lvon picture aken
By Jokinny Mier,
part of the progect
‘Unaquai Scanes’

M in a rural community in Liganda,
tedling storees as wsual

Picture taken by my closa
Ligandan phalograpdier fnand,
Mosas Ssarunjogi

Pewr Leo,

By the time you read this, I'll probably be the kind of old man who shows up
late to Zoom calls because | forgot my password, again. Or maybe I'll just be
chilling somewhere under my mango trees, sipping herbal beer, laughing at
how serious the world has become.

But for now, it's 2025, and as | write this letter, I'm in India, hopping between
the bustling streets of Mumbai and the quiet rhythm of Coimbatore, doing
what |'ve always done best:-1 n:ULir-fﬁ steries. Recently, | walked through
Dharavi, the second-largest slum in the world as of 2025, and home to some
of thewest resilient people Twe ever wmed | spokewitha
14-year-old girl who runs a small recycling business with her mother. Amid

the narrow alleyways and endless movement, she looked me in the eye and
said, "1 wawel -To g0 Ao school amd stae W ol #L{:"‘-’nrf sn'mti:lluf."

Mo Al no matter how advanced in your 2050, could write her story the way |
Wene s.stc'l- it. It's not just about waste or poverty. It's about resihence,
hope, and the smell of hot metal mingling with the sound of kids laughing in
the background. That's the I-:ir:f of journalism L ‘nekeve w, Leo, the kind
that carries the lhl.:-lu""f'l}f:h"'r read “ff.ﬂ?!.:- They say you love journalism.
A bold choice, Leo. By your time, | imagine storytelling has evolved into
something | can't evenwrap my head around. Maybe your pen is now a chip
inyour brain. Maybe your interview subjects are holograms. 1- dopst o,
But if you've still got that burning passion to tell the truth, to shake things up,
and to say what others won't say, that's the stuff that matters.

Heare in 2025, we're trying,_We talk a lot about climate change, justice,
mental health, sad £ t:ﬁ '; wierg, Sometimes we act. Sometimes we just post.
But movemeants like Goal NextGen remind me that it's not all talk, there are
young people from every corner of the world doing « ELJL, LM'&'INEJ- dar’L,
hat's where hope lives. [hat's whera you come in.
You were born into a ime that | hope is greener, kinder, and fairer. | imagine
you walking through cleaner cities, where school kids plant trees tor fun,
and the rivers actually look blye. | imagine you laughing out loud, not just at
memes, et hecasse e Yeels 'Li(&L’Fe:r. If that's the world you know, it's
Because peaple betore yvou Tought like hell for it.

Let me tell you something though: journalism, even in my day, was risky
business, Censorship is real. Stories are filtered, twisted, or buried, Al is
booming, don't get me started, but it can never match the heart of someona
who's lived what they're telling. | don't care how good the bots get;
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they'll never capture the smell of dusty red earth, the shaking in someone’s
voice during an interview, or the fire in your gut when you know a story must
be told. Soif you're out there, reporting from some slum, mountgin, or
digital metaverse, dont orgef dhat wakes four worl poviechul, #s fou
Your Areth, Your fved experience. four wize.

People may laugh at your dream. Your parents might beg you to study
something “safe.” listen, Leo: no headline is worth your life. Tell stories,
but come home safe. And always remember, the most powerful tool you
have is not your tech, your reach, or your style, s Jear Wefewtion In 2025,
we tried to tell stories that matter. Some of us succeeded. Others let ego
and compeltition getin the way. | wish we had come together more, maybe
our voices would have carried further. But it's not too late for your
generation to get it right, Use your stories to spark change, not just clicks.
Be the reason someone understands their world betler. And when it all gets
too loud, find the silence. That's where the real erories tue.

And if you ever forget why you do what you do, come back to this one quote,
something | hope still makes sense in your lime:

"lse whad s %ﬂ:‘t W fou e s?r‘cu:l et s L:!I“J- pround Jour
- Kevin Kasoma, 2025

Stay curious, stay kind, and for heaven's sake, don't let Al write all your
scripts.,

Blessings,

Zois

Age 24

My letter to to the future

Kevin

Ireland




a2

Dear H;T‘ure. .

| hope you're warm, not just in climate, but in spirit. | hope the air feels
f':resf. -.ﬂm.:tu af-’re. the streets full of pecple moving easily, ki .
without rush or fear. | hope it feels lighter. Not perfect, just Beffer

In your world, limagine cities that are 3rem .ﬁmf c&ﬁn, with third spaces that
invite people to be, not just to consume, Parks full of laughter, libraries
buzzing with curiosity, trains and buses that run often enough to connect
people Ih.sfmdo :ﬂf i ﬁrﬁ them. Where public transport isn't a chore, but a
chance to see each ather, Jo share Space. Te {Pefﬁ-v-g

| hope the cost of living no longer feels like a life sentence. That people can
aftord to (ive and net jusf swrvive. That opportunity isn't hidden behind ten
forms and five layers of gatekeeping, but something that feels

pessitle, rea . @ i,

| want a world where community feals natural again. Where people are funny
and weird and open and aThelic. Where judgment doesn't arrive before
wnderstanding Where we learn the value of compromise and the courage of
conviction. Where leaders lead with ﬁwf;f#, and not just headlines.

| imagine education that feels like an invitation, not a punishment. Something
exciting. an investment in yourself, not just a tool to make yourself useful.

| see towns and cities filled with art, history, and architecture that make you
pause and feel something. Mot just survive in the grey but thrive in colour.

In your world, | hope there are places to go just because they feel good to be in.
| hope culture floods the streets, past and present. That buildings have soul,
foodis wfsl':.r'hﬁ -Hh-:f Mfm’mf:fe, and people can live without fear of the
very systems meant to protect them.

| hopa Al helps, instead of harming. It becomeas a f‘mf -;{w fﬁ IE.JL nota
replacerment for thinking. That it guides, supports, uplifts, and doesn't erode
what makes us human. Let it be the internet’s second chance, used wisely
this time,

And above all, | hope we have finally stopped needing to be mﬁaﬂ#faf by
wealth or consumed by status. That we realised thera's more to merit than
productivity. That contributing to the world can mean many things for many
people, not just output, not jJust results.

| hope openness is no longer a risk, but a value, That culture can meet
without clashing. That ideas can differ without needing to dominate.
That disagreement isn't a threat, but a space to Ef'sfah.. Emm. ﬁmf rmfwe.

Future, ] reﬂﬂ:y want to believe in you

| want to live in a world where unity is strength, where ransparency isn't a
buzaword, and where long-term thinking is the nere. and naot just the
exception. Where materials, resources, knowledge and kindness are used
for the commaon good.

So, if you're reading this and you're living in that world, or are still building it,
| say k ng! Let this be proot that we all tried to at least imagine
something belter. Don't ket others’ inaction dilute your uﬂnﬁnﬁi for action.

And let that imagination be the seed for real, tangible change.

With e

F¥ik




My letter to to the future

Megan

lreland

T b L

With our eyes aimed at the future, my mind seems to race.

| have so many hopes and wishes and even T0TE q}mjﬁ'mna
It's s0 strange to imagine that one day I'll wake up and
everything will have changed from how | grew up.

In the future | hope the endless fast fashion halts, and | hope
that the wSiof to overconsume that has gripped so
many people passes. | h that we are Sibla. with our
crealions, that we £LL the environment and the planel.

I hope we begin to cherish our biodiversity and protect it, rather
than treating it with carelessness. | hope we stop polluling our
rivers and lakes.

| hope we lake aclion so luture generations inherit a
rivine planet, where nature thrives and where there is peace.




My letter to to the future

Dear Future,

My name is Milad, from Aleppo, Syria
- a city that's seen both beauty and destruction,

I'ma proud participant of the NextGen Youth Programme,
and today | write this letter

mfﬂv HEM# IE.mlr'f.

If you're reading this, it means the weild stil (istens.
That someone oul there still cares about the voices of youth
who refused to give up.

| come from a place where hope is not easy - but it's real.

Where we learned to dream, even when mw}f‘ﬁmj

aveand us Told us nat 1o,

Iwrite 1o you not as a leader or a celebrity, bul as a young
person who chose action over silence.

Maybe by the time you read this, your skies are clearer,
Your streets safer. Your leaders more fuman.

If s0, remember — none of that happenead by accident.

Someona spoke up.

Someocne planted.
2one cared.
one [ike us.

Our generation may not have had all the tools, but we had
the voice. And we wed if

So if this letter reaches you, carry its message forward.
Don't forget fhe hands that buft a better world

— aven when it was falling apart.

Witk Cove,
Mitad




| look at you with widened eyes, 2 5.-".-}1.;1 haer of hope,
My face taut vath surprise.

Betore me stands everything 've ever wanted.

| leanin to get a better peek,

The suarpari of the future engulfs my face.

Two children run past, hand in hand,

Zhades stretching from ear to ear ke dawn breaking.
| am taken aback

They are humans | have never sean betore.
They are nerther purple nor blue,

They do not look ke mea or you.

But rather — children.

Just children, running Fegerffier across aheld,
Untethered by flags or fears.

Mo religion, no borders,

No groups holding them bacl,

Only the wand, the sky,

And the sovnd of shared (anghfer
And in that moment,

Hope 1s no longer a dream

I#s & glinapse of what conld be.

My letter to to the future

Mohana
Ireland




My letter to to the future

Omozee
lreland

Pear futii,

| don't have your address, but I'm sending this anyway, to a world
| hope is kinder, and Hdl"-[ﬂdﬂﬂ-&‘ LT

| hope your skies are blue naturally, not by filter, | hope your oceans still

sing, your forests still stand, and your people, af/ peaple, are free to
live, love, and laugh. | hope children shout louder than sirens. That

books are more powerful than bullets. That howrlers Ao *Foliviele M o,
and that skin is not a reason to fear or be feared. X

'Eufkap-e alone weu’f?ﬁfm-.: There.

Te construct you, we have to begin now. Not with perfection, but with
intention. We must teach empathy louder than history’s silence.

We have to prefer truth to convenience, and courage to comfort.

We need to plant more than we harvest, sometimes listen more than we
speak, and pursue justice, sves wies 1T madees we jmﬁc_: EaLE .

Progress is not paved in speeches, butin small, fieborn acts of care.
It's in the hands that clean, feed, mend, build.
It's in choosing kindness when cruelty is quicker.

If you are brighter, it's because we refused +v oAim. If you are better,
it's because we believed “enough’ was never enough.

So when you read this; in a class, on a park bench, perhaps even
from Mars, know that this letter originated from a world still striving,
still emerging. Still trying, still growing.

And we wrote it with (eve, so you'd rise high above.
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My letter to to the future

Professor
Zimbabwe

Dear Fu b

As | pen this letter from the cusp of 2025, a year brimming with both daunting challenges .
and boundless ?Df‘:ﬁﬂ-n.'qkd my mind casts itself forward, daring to dream of a tormorrow

vastly different from today. ﬁ'lis is not merely an exercise of hope; it is a heartfelt plea, a

blueprint for the world | yearn to witness — a world where echoes of current struggles

have faded, replaced by the symphony of progress and peace. .

I want to see a world where the sustainable development goals are not just aspirations but
a lived reality for every single person on this planet. | wish for a fulure where poverty is a
A:S}lpkuir ranaoeA- Where hunger is eradicated, and where quality education and
healthcare are universal rights, not privileges.

| want to witness a future where justice flows like a river, where corruption is an aliea
concept and where our roads are meticulously maintained, facilitating commerce and
connection across our beautiful nations. | wish for our hospitals to be beacons of healing,
equipped with state-of-the-an facilities and staffed with well-compensated, dedicated
professionals. The days of medical shortages and dilapidated infrastructure must be firmly
1I-..w'- A2 "-'HL:F"'I-‘F s

| want to see an end to conflicts and wars, { by diplomacy, understanding and
genuine collaboration among nations. | wish for a world where climate change is no longer
an existential threat, and where biodiversity e 5 .| envision a future where
environmental stewardship is ingrained in our consciousness and where our planet is not

just sustained, but -fgew-ﬁ!g :

I want a future where technological advancement Sewve s L“‘*“ﬂ‘ﬂ;} bridging divides
rather than creating new ones. | wish for artificial intelligence to be a todftor progress,
used responsibly and ethically to solve complex global challenges.

| want to see a society where Aewsily ¢ celebarned , where every voice is heard, and
where systemic inequalities based on face, gender, religion, or any other characteristic
are eliminated. | wish for a time when equity and inclusion to be the (‘?.._.Dcdm-.

of our communities.

For this future to come to pass, | believe we must cultivate a deep sense of %?ke;%

?eﬁum‘hmwﬁi We must hold our leaders aceountable, demand transparen
and actively participatein shaping our societies. We must invest in our youth, empowering
them with knowledge and skills to innovate and lead.

We must prioritize ‘I.n-eu - daun “amea over short-term gains, recognizing that the
choices we make today Will ripple through generations.

I truly hope that when you read this, you will look back and confirm that we, in 2025, played
our part in building the beautiful, just and sustainable world we desperately yearned for.

W Lege ad delenedoon
\[bws. ?”7?'““ Mok,
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| YEQT? or o world where justice rolls down like a mighty river, uEnt'w.'

& thirst of the oppressed and marginalized. A world where leaders serve
with 'nreqrit , not manipulation, and where the voices of the people are
heard, not silenced. | want to see a future where exploitation is a relic of the
past, and where those in power prioritize the well-ber of +he n\ﬂnd
over the interests of the few. | envision a world where tion is a
lighthouse of hope, guiding the way to a brighter future for all. Where every
child has access to quality learning, regardless of the weight of their family's
wallet, | want to see a world where the capped and gowned are not left to
face an uncertain future, but instead, opportunities H:.-urn for those who
dare to dream.

My letter to to the future

In this world, healthcare is a fundamental hurman right — not just in theory
but in practice. Giving birth is a celebration of life, not a gamble with death.
Grey hair marks the wisdom and beauty of a life well-lived, not a
consequence of avoidable suffering. | dream of a world where technology
.[1-_':! €5 qaps and opens doors to communication and connection.
Where hu is a distant memory and people are £r2e from the
struggles of poverty. In this world, echoes of | +er bounce back and
forth, our hearts beat as one, filled with the rhm of progress. Linity
propels us forward and tﬂﬁe +LE r we achieve greatness!

Ruvimbo
Zimbabwe




My letter to to the future

Sinéad

lreland

| wiould like to think that we would find oursehlves in a future in which we fesl
Safe and supported. Safe from unnecessary suffering such as that
endured as a consequence of climate change, conflict, or lack of
healthcare, and supported through difficulties by others.

| wiould like to see afulure that velues connection o the world around us:
a future that places greatimportance on our coanec biam 1o our close
friends and local communities, and also to the world as a whole, with

all of its people, animals, and natural environment.

| hope thalt in the future, we conlinue to work to create more F:nr:tﬁt'l._
[utures for ourselves and others. | would like to see sustainable praclices,
solutions, and energies being prioritised as we continue to engage wilh our
world in a hopeful and optimistic manner.

This view of the future relies on education to allow people to realise the
problems that we are facing as a world and to understand the intercerrect ed
nature of all aspects of our societies and of the world. We must understand
how our current actions and inactions are our path to the future,

and encourage each other to use our agency to create pesibive change

and acknowledge our place in local and global communities.




My letter to to the future

Theo

Ireland

To 4he Feture e Oue Ench Ofher

| imagine a time when the skies no longer carry warnings, and the wind
speaks gently again of seasons we've repaired. A time when my sisters
walk beneath tr&ea. not towers, and breathe deeply— because the air no
longer asks for ﬁ!'{b:'lﬂh-t 55, A time when bees retum to hum above
gardens on rooftops, and rivers—once buried—run bold and bright
through the hearts of our cities. Wheare food is grown close to home,

and joy doesn't leave a carbon trace. 1. pefure o orld At didet st

Where promises became plans, and action outpaced excuses. Where
leaders chose cowrafe over convenience— and change began not when
itwas safe, but when itwas ﬁl’ﬁiﬁt | want that world. One where energy is
clean, streets are green, and the future feels like something you can hold in
your hands. | want my family 1o live in a world that re rs o Ao care.

Where progress means more than profit or power— and where enough is
finally encugh. | wish we had seen sooner that protecting the planet wasn't
sacrifice— et leve. So if you're hearing this now, know this:

The future isn't sealed. It's still soft clay in warm hands, Shape it with
kindness. Build it with belief. Carry forward the work we left unfinished.

That future still belongs to us. Let's et leaxe @ bpelind
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"ir'-e. g'u:]f wrg 1 Waact -To sze; | want to see the creator who created us being
glorified. free living, good speech over hate speech, embracing equalities and
reducing inequalities.

| want to see a future where young people spaak up for the betterment of their
nation and not been lockup for speaking up. | hope 1o see a future were good
over throws the bad were government » the peoples mind at heart, to help
create a little space for aveHer world for all

| want 1o see a future were dreams_are becoming reality, bringing creativity and
innovation into existence a future gu-ﬂ vkt ?Lﬁ"-:m for growth, peace over
wars, disagree o agree for a better world | want to see a future that do what
they say full fill promise, a future were identities are identified.

They saof change staet Witk Jou as o person

My letter to to the future

You want (o make a change look in the mirror,
and be the change you want to see.

All the dreams you dream the desires you admire to acquire requires a change
S let ewlorace wity] awdd peace. Why rest in peace when we can live in peace?

Reducing inequalities and embracing equalities needs a change
from hate speech to good speach.

Know that you have potentials greater than kinetics the light you camry is the
lightning that lit up the world so you shine brighter than bright were every you go.

50 be a change synthesize the world with yvour light
Rekindle others, uplift others shift the culture.

Reduce criticism increase praises ginger them with energy.

Why stand with child labour when every child can have a quality education even
the ones that cannot math the mathematics but can maths the business uses
their voices to speak roar like a ik,

Maintain gender balance like balance diet, with good health and wellbeing.

Tou cam stk wou o \u;:'-r.% “he LLM%: fou wasct No see Solet stand for
peace and justice protecting the right of every citizen globally.

Tigidankay
Sierra Leone

They say when life gives you lemons make lemonade so let make lemonade
that will be an aid for all to tastes.

If you care enough for the living, make a little space for a better world for you
and for me. Be the chasge fou dat Yo see.




l My letter to to the future

Webster
Zimbabwe

Lﬁﬂf.@[ﬂm mﬁ? %&m ¢ aitliaens.

Whenewver | think of the future, | often relate to the intro in one of my favourite songs by the
South African rapper Young Chief. The song is titled “Note to Self.” The song starts with a
comrade reading a John Phillips quote, and the quote goes:

“The future is not some place we are heading to, but one we are creating. The road to it is not
found but made, and the activities of making it change both the maker and the destination.”

The idea that the future is made just made me want to be a‘hﬂme.r s . As such, for
me, the idea of the future is to just be a better ancestor. To be better than those who came
before us, but | don't think my generation is.

As a Shona man, | am a son of ancestors who revered Mother Nature and took care of the
environment and our wildlife \:-:L'EY‘T‘“* . A people who were one with nature and had a deep
sanse of humanity and humility. Peopl o, through folklore and heritage, shared the power of
nhu /unhu. The 11\&_\ @@3 coined munhu, munhu na vanhu, which loosely translates to
“| am because we'are.”

That, fellow and future Earthizens, is T TeRsas to you. | envisage a future powered by
“unhu” and a deep love for W%wm unfit: at the centre, no one goes to bed hungry
or dies of hunger because we have enough to share amongst ourselves.

With unhu, no one goes to war, no one is displaced, no one is diseased or dies as a result of
conflict. With unhu, a number of social ills are cured, and these whous waa oo problems go away.

Fellow and future Earthizens, | envisage a future where my children and their children
have a "Museum of Donor Aid,” where my great-grandchildren question and ask,
"What does 'donor-funded’ mean?”

A future where they can provide for themselves with ancestors that would have set good
governance structuras that support unhu, and allowing my future posterity to fend for
themselves and their fellow countrymen and fellow Earthizens. A future where gone will be the
days of waiting for funding. A future that is funded by resourced youth and future ancestors.

Dear fellow and future Earthizens, the future | want to see is a future where GOAT Zimbabwe
achieves its goals and duties befare their office. Just like they came with a sense of urgency in
2002, | see a future where their col\a "arce.-l-._-.."-‘e_ efforts with youth and government lead to
a big and brighter Zimbabwe, and like the year 2001 and before, they will feel the need to be
stationed in Zimbabwe anymaore.

A future where we can help ourselves so much that our once resident helpers can't help but
leave. A future fueled by partnership and collaborations with unhu.

MIM%WnﬁmﬁLW
WelBler  \dlescpa Mol le
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