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The year is 2925. My name is AZX-975. This is the story of the rise of the First 

(and unfortunately, only) Golden Age of Earth and its subsequent downfall. Over the last 

seven hundred years, the planet Earth has suffered two nuclear wars, and is almost 

unlivable by the standards of twenty-first century humans. This is the story of the advent 

of fusion power, the beginning of true space travel, first contact with aliens (who weren’t 

as different as one might expect), the end of the world, and the rise of my species, the 

True Humans, to rulers of most of the galaxy.

The year is 1951. The world is still attempting to recover from World War II. 

President John F. Kennedy, realizing that the atomic bomb might soon become 

commonplace in the world, decides that the United States needs to develop a new 

weapon, an “ace in the hole,” if you will. And so, with a highly secretive Executive 

Order, President Kennedy creates the Chicago Project Think Tank. This think tank is 

made up of hundreds of scientist throughout the world. It is funded exclusively by the 

United States government in order to maintain its secrecy. Its goal: create the most 

devastating weapon the world has ever seen, without any other countries even knowing 

that it exists.

The year is 2001. The date: September twelfth. The World Trade Center has just 
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been attacked by terrorists; the Twin Towers have been destroyed. The war in Iraq begins 

soon after, and will continue for the next hundred and fifty years. On September twenty-

fifth, President George W. Bush requests an update on the Chicago Project. Almost half 

of the original scientists are dead. Most have been replaced, either by new scientists or by 

their children. The president is desperate for something to end the war quickly, before it 

can escalate. The head scientist, J. Robert Oppenheimer’s son, tells him that there is 

nothing to report: so far, the project could be considered a failure. In the face of criticism 

from some of his aides, Bush creates a new executive order: the Chicago Project is to 

continue for as long as it needs to.

The year is 2100. Human technology has stagnated. Barely any advancements 

have been made in the last fifty years. Electric cars are still the norm, now that the 

world’s oil reserves have dried up. Nothing better than the transistor has been made, and 

so computers only become marginally better year after year. The war in Iraq is still going 

strong, and the United States government has just instituted a decree that all families 

must have as many children as possible. With no end to the war in sight, they army is 

desperate for soldiers, and so the country is close to becoming a purely military nation. 

The status of the Chicago Project: “we think we’re on to something.”

The year is 2145. The Chicago Project has unveiled their findings to the 

president. They haven’t created a weapon—not quite, at least. What they have discovered 

will, at the very least, reinvigorate American progress. They have figured out how to 
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harness fusion power. Within two years, almost every car in the country runs off fusion 

power, most people use fusion as their primary energy source, and computer developers 

being toying with ways to use it. The president, furious that no weapon has been created, 

decides that the project is done, and disbands it.

The year is 2150. The army has just figured out how to use fusion power as a 

weapon. The first fusion bomb is dropped on Iraq. It turns out the army miscalculated the 

strength of the bomb: the entire Middle East, parts of Southeast Europe, Northeast Africa, 

and Southwest Asia become nuclear wastelands.

The year is 2200. America is hated by almost every country on Earth. The world’s 

temperature has risen an absurd amount since the fusion bomb was dropped. Over the last 

fifty years, there have been thirty-five terrorist attacks on the US, and many people live 

in constant fear. A satellite defense system has been put into place with the hopes of 

taking out any attacks launched at the country. 

The year is 2220. North America is the only continent on the planet with people 

still living on it. The First Nuclear War was fought over a period of two hours in 2219. 

On September 11th, 2219, fifteen countries simultaneously launched atomic missiles at 

the continental United States. Thirteen are shot down by the satellite system. California is 

devastated. The San Andreas Fault is triggered, and the Californian wasteland splits off 

from the rest of the country. In response, America launches their highly advanced fusion 

bombs and completely destroys the rest of the world. The United States annexes Mexico 
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and Canada.

The year is 2275. In the wake of America’s mass devastation of the world, the 

country continent of New America has decided to expand into the vastness of space.  For 

the last fifty years, NASA has been heavily experimenting with fusion power in order to 

figure how to harness it for spaceship propulsion. On a clear day in June, the first ship 

launches. This is no measly trip to the moon like the one in 1969. The massive engines 

used push the ship to Pluto and back in less than a month. However, upon the ship’s 

return, the pilots are nowhere to be found, for no explainable reason.

The year is 2285. After ten years of intense investigations, the pilots’ cases are 

closed, with no explanation for their disappearances.

The year is 2385. Finally, thanks in no small part to advances made in 

terraforming capabilities, some portions of the Earth are now livable again. Humans, or 

should I say Americans, begin to populate lands furthest from where the bombs hit. A 

few more shuttle trips have been made in the last hundred years, none any further than 

Jupiter. All the pilots make it back perfectly fine, and live healthy, long lives.

The year is 2420. Almost half the world is now repopulated. While the New 

American government allows all the continents to retain their old names, it is made clear 

that they are simply states of New America, and so have limited rights. Over the last 

twenty years, efforts have begun to populate the moon, and the very first colonies were 

formed in 2418.
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The year is 2500. Thanks to the humans’ fusion engines and terraforming 

machines, the Americans now inhabit the moon (renamed New Earth), Venus, and Mars. 

All efforts to send ships past Saturn result in the pilots being missing on arrival. The 

conspiracy theorists begun to accuse some sort of extraterrestrial creature of kidnapping 

the humans.  

The year is 2550. Due to no limit on reproductive rates, the Earth is dangerously 

close to being overpopulated. Venus and Mars have declared their independence. All 

three planets begin stockpiling arms in preparation for war, with the people of New Earth 

declaring neutrality. 

The year is 2575. Two different wars have broken out. New America is fighting 

both Venus and Mars, and Asia, Africa, and Europe have banded together to help fight 

the central government of New America. Unfortunately, the people of Venus and Mars 

have been discriminated against and punished by New America, and are attacking the 

planet with abandon.

The year is 2576. Earth is a desolate wasteland, unlikely to ever support life 

again. Very few people still live on Venus and Mars. The people of New Earth have 

declared themselves the only true humans left—the only people with their morality still 

intact. And so, they pass a decree to rename the moon Earth, and declare themselves the 

rightful heirs to humanity. They begin sending out ships to explore the reaches of space.

The year is 2599. Pilots are still disappearing. Believing that the pilots are 
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encountering something unbelievable out in space, and that one day one of them will 

make it back, the government continues to enlist single, family-less pilots to send out.

The year is 2610. Over five hundred pilots have disappeared, and not a single one 

has returned. Earth begins running out of supplies, having very little natural resources to 

rely upon.

The year is 2650. On the verge of death, Earth sends out a shuttle of one hundred 

people, in the hopes of one day being able to repopulate a new planet.

The year is 2655. No one is left on Earth, Venus, or Mars, and the solar system is 

now devoid of human life. 

The year is 2925. The True Humans, as we call ourselves, have taken over almost 

half of the galaxy. We are the last vestiges of original humanity, and our home planet is 

Earth 2. The Golden Age of Earth ended over a hundred years ago, and the Golden Age 

of Earth 2 has begun. I suppose I should explain how we came about.

For the last five hundred and fifty years, the original humans have been sending 

people off into space. We were something different then, something not human. 

However, almost invariably, the original humans would send their ships along the same 

vector, and again, almost invariably, we kidnapped them and assimilated them into our 

species. Over time, our species continued to interbreed with the original humans, and our 

species gradually merged. The original humans stopped coming almost three hundred 

years ago, and so we have spent that time mating solely within our own species. We are 
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slowly becoming our own species, the True Humans. Combining our proprietary 

technology with the fusion engines brought to us by the original humans, we have 

mastered traveling extremely long distances in very short times, and have conquered half 

of the known galaxy. It is truly sad that the original humans fell to such depths as to wipe 

out their own species with war. It is for this reason that every species we run into, we 

eradicate entirely, so that we are never bored and find it necessary to turn on ourselves. 

One day we hope to control the entire galaxy, and eventually, much more than that.


