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Broken Promises
 

Nobody knew who started the War, or why. Nobody really cared
anymore. It was all over so quickly – and anyway, it seemed so long ago
now. More people had died in one single day than in all the human wars in
recorded history put together – and that’s all it took: just one day.
 

Terrible …isn’t it?
 

Life had gone on and on like it had for years and years, and then
suddenly it started raining nukes – and within ten minutes, everything just
turned to shit and ashes.
 

That the Earth hadn’t just turned to dust under the force of all the
strikes and counter strikes was a miracle in itself. By the time it was over,
much of the formerly so-called civilized world lay in ruins, smoking like it
had had really good sex and gotten fucked hard, sideways.
 

With trembling hands, Jeffrey Kildare, president of the part of the
world that had survived and rebuilt after that terrible cataclysm just twenty
years before, perused a cache of archaic files on his desk in his plush air-
conditioned office of – well, Office. It was all still so new that the furniture
and even the carpet still carried the scent of the factories they came from.
The office of Earth’s World President was situated in Earth’s new capital
city – Ki Acropolis, which stood at the edge of the Mediterranean Sea, in
what used to be a desert country called Egypt – and which was now neither
a country of its own, nor a desert anymore. Surrounded on three sides by
rolling green hills teeming with wildlife, the new city was a bastion of the
fresh New Age of Peace – standing as the new center of all civilization on
the planet.
 

The World-President’s office in the sprawling United Earth Council
complex was oval-shaped, having been loosely modeled on what was once
the most iconic seat of government of the old Earth that was – where
ironically, the last American president to occupy it had become notorious
worldwide for nuking – well, the wrong small country.



 
The stack of aged, dusty files that lay before Mr. Kildare were part of

a cache of military designs and projects gathered from all over the world –
the world from before the War – and which had been sealed up in a secret
underground Swiss vault hidden beneath a mountain for the last twenty
years – just in case all the peoples of Earth might one day need such things
again. There they had lain – dormant – while the new Age of Peace rolled
across the smashed, scorched, raw surface of the war-weary world, soothing
its burns and healing its wounds. These files had been delivered to him just
a day ago, freshly unearthed and pored over by shadowy state employees
and intelligence officials, feverishly evaluated, filtered and collated. They
contained designs considered feasible by the fledgling world government’s
centralized defense and science ministries. Just now at the present moment,
it seemed rather fortuitous that these plans were not simply destroyed
instead – for now they were needed – very badly needed indeed!

 
All carried proposals requiring Mr. Kildare’s signature of approval.

Approval? He was appalled!
 

Jeffrey Kildare, the World-President – a bald, middle-aged man in his
early fifties, perspired profusely despite the air conditioning in his office.
Despite all the years of peace and a hitherto easy tenure of just under a year
out of four, he was already weary of the responsibilities of leading an entire
world. Right now, what seemed to lie ahead of him, evoked images of what
lay behind – and that’s what lay at the knot of nausea gnawing away at the
pit of his stomach!

 
In the past two decades, Earth had become practically one nation – a

nation of diverse races and cultures at peace with itself – a peace built upon
millions being sick and tired of war, saddened beyond the bounds of grief of
loss – and frightened out of their wits by the prospect of annihilation!

 
There hadn’t been any wars on Earth in just over twenty years. There

was no active military left, just what could be described as a large labor
force utilized mainly in the farming and industrial zones, with sub-divisions
performing emergency services, medical and rescue, and civilian police
work. What had once been described as an ‘air force’ now flew crop dusters



and performed rescue and relief operations during natural disasters and at
sea. Likewise, a conglomerate UEC navy now enforced commercial trade
and fishing regulations, rescued ships in trouble, and did little else. There
were no more wars, no more warriors. The optimistic outlook was, that
there never would be again. Jeffrey Kildare wasn’t quite that optimistic.
 

A few experienced old soldiers still ran the top structures of the
various essential services, trying to pass on their experience to the next
generation of those drawn to uniforms of service. There was no more
dedicated military industrial complex as it had been before. Through two
decades of social engineering, war was seen now as the ultimate evil –
fueled by humanity’s greed, its love of violence and its love affair with hate
and partisan segregation and persecution of the diversity which made up the
very essence of humanity and human-ness.
 

Up until shortly before the Big Nuke, there were so many small rogue
states, fascist dictators and international terrorist groups with their own
arsenals filled with nuclear, biological and chemical nightmares, that
nobody really knew who to blame.
 

Some blamed the apocalypse on the aggressive acts of the
increasingly confrontational Islamic Bloc as it grew more powerful. Some
blamed it on the raging Christianist and white supremacist insanity that
raged across the political landscape of the Western world until civilization
finally collapsed into a range of devastating small regional wars lasting
right up to what was almost the curtain-call for the human act.
 

Simultaneously, the Middle East ran red as religious fanatics there
unleashed a final frenzy of hatred based on – ridiculously enough – an
argument about whose god was more real than the other. In the end, the city
of Jerusalem along with all the really insignificant sites people had killed
each other over for generations, was wiped clean off the map by successive
nuclear strikes from every side that decided if they couldn’t have it, nobody
else would.
 

The Big Nuke nearly wiped Humans off the face of the planet
permanently. Brushing off the ashes, the surviving people of the Earth.
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