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The Iraq War: A Christian perspective
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COSMOLOGISTS TELL US that in a universe which is infinite (or, at least, unimaginably vast), every conceivable possibility must actually exist, somewhere or other.

So we might conclude that somewhere in the universe there is a planet very, very similar to our Earth.

Such is the planet Hetra. It closely resembles Earth in every way. Its continents are comparable in shape to Earth’s and it’s inhabited by a sentient species so similar to homo sapiens that if you passed a Hetran in the street, you would notice nothing remarkable about her or him.

Even Hetran history, culture and technology bear an astonishing resemblance to ours.

And like us Earthlings, the Hetrans could go either way. They could have a bright future, or they could throw it all away through greed, stupidity and ideological conflict.

And they have the same problem with their politicians that we have with ours: anyone who actually wants to be a political leader is, by definition, someone who shouldn’t be allowed any political power whatsoever ...
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9/11.

The eleventh day of the ninth month of the year 2235.

It was the worst terrorist attack ever carried out on Amrecian soil. Over 3,000 people died on that terrifying day when a gang of Hal’Keeda suicide-assassins flew two airliners into the Global Trade Center in New Yorth City in the United States of Amrecia.

The Amrecian people were stunned, traumatized and enraged, while their allies around the world offered heartfelt condolences and moral support.

President Jorj W. Besh made it clear that he would hunt down the criminals responsible for this act of mass murder. Prime Minister Terry Bleer of Grand Britane offered his total support to Besh. “We stand shoulder to shoulder with you,” he declared.

It rapidly became clear where the attack had come from. Although the Hal’Keeda terrorist network did not directly claim responsibility, it was a near certainty that they had planned and executed it.

At that time Hal’Keeda was deeply embedded within Aphgannzitan, a mountainous land-locked country ruled by an extremist religious regime. Swiftly the governments of Amrecia and Grand Britane mobilized their armed forces. Just three months after the attack on the Global Trade Center, they invaded Aphgannzitan, overthrew its government and destroyed Hal’Keeda’s infrastructure within the country.

Many people around the world felt that this action was morally justified and strategically necessary. It was certainly the case that Hal’Keeda had been dealt a crippling blow – possibly a fatal blow.

Some people began to hope that there could now be a measure of closure after the horrors of 9/11. But sadly, that was not to be the case ...
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Wathington, capital city of the United States of Amrecia

“Mr President, we all want to offer you our sincere congratulations on your victory in Aphgannzitan,” said Oil Man No. 1 from the comfort of his deep armchair in one of the private conference rooms in the Presidential Palace. The other four Oil Men – all senior executives of major Amrecian oil corporations – nodded their heads in agreement.

“Well, thanks very much, boys,” replied Jorj W. Besh, still enjoying the praise that was being heaped upon him following the military success in Aphgannzitan. 
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“IT’S A GOOD FEELIN’, lemme tell ya,” he confided, “to whup the asses of those scumbags who trashed the Global Trade Center. I just wish we coulda got the chief scumbag, Ozamma Benloodin.”

“That’s only a matter of time, surely,” said Oil Man No. 1 encouragingly.

“Oh yeah, no question,” agreed Besh. “We’ll get him, don’t you worry about that!”

At this point Oil Man No. 1 exchanged glances with his four colleagues, who with nods gave him the go-ahead to speak.

“The thing is, Jorj, we’re wondering what you have in mind to do next in this War on Terror,” he began.

“Well ... we’ll just keep on lookin’ for Benloodin, I guess,” answered Besh. “After all, if we cut the head off the snake, that snake ain’t gonna bite no more. Am I right?”

“Well, yes, you need to get Benloodin, no question,” agreed Oil Man No. 1. “But the thing is, we’d like to suggest to you something else you could be doing in the meantime – if you don’t mind, that is.”

Besh was silent for a moment. He didn’t appreciate these men meddling in his policy decisions, but when all was said and done, they had paid for his election campaign. He owed these guys, big time. He had to listen to their views.

“That’s OK. Tell me what’s on your mind,” he said, smiling, hiding his irritation.

“Well,” continued Oil Man No. 1, “why don’t you invade Qa’ri, just like you did Aphgannzitan?”

Besh was momentarily stunned by this suggestion. “Err ... but what reason could we give for doin’ that? Qa’ri hasn’t attacked Amrecia.”

“That’s not a problem, Jorj,” answered Oil Man No. 1 smoothly. “First, Qa’ri has a truly evil regime. I mean, for crying out loud, Shaddoom Husheen literally puts his political opponents through a meat grinder! Second, there’s a possibility Qa’ri has Weapons of Mega-Death – you know, chemical weapons, biological agents, maybe even nukes. What if Shaddoom gives some of those weapons to Hal’Keeda? Doesn’t bear thinking about, does it?”

Besh wasn’t convinced. “I’m not so sure about this,” he said. “For starters, since when did Amrecia care about whether a regime is evil or good, so long as it’s friendly to us? In the past we supported some real nasty regimes around the world, didn’t we? And as for those Dubbya-Em-Dees, our intelligence boys say there’s a possibility that Qa’ri has them, but they’re far from sure about it. Qa’ri is locked down so tight by its own security services, it’s hard to get any reliable intel about what’s goin’ on inside the country. So all in all, we’d have a pretty flimsy excuse for invadin’ Qa’ri, don’t ya think?”

Oil Man No. 1 exchanged meaningful glances with his colleagues once again, and replied, “Well, Jorj, there is another reason why we should invade Qa’ri.”

“Oh yeah? What’s that?”

“Qa’ri has an awful lot of oil, Jorj! In all the world, only Showdi Harrabya has more oil than Qa’ri. Me and my colleagues here, we’d sure like to get control of all that lovely oil!” He stared at Besh, willing him to get the point without further argument.

And, of course, Besh did get the point. This was the price he had to pay for the oil industry’s financial support during his campaigns. It was pay-back time. They had made an investment in him, and they now expected to reap handsome dividends from that investment.

But Besh was still uncomfortable with the idea. Squirming, he said, “But we’re talkin’ about war here, guys! A lot of our troops will get killed. I’m not happy about our boys dyin’ out there in that stinkin’ cess-pit country, just for oil!”

Oil Man No. 1 now applied an extra bit of pressure. “Jorj, you do want to get re-elected, don’t you? You’re gonna need our money again, aren’t you?”

Besh had no answer to that. He dearly wanted a second term in office. He really liked being President.

“What’s more,” continued Oil Man No. 1, attempting to sweeten the pill, “just think how much your popularity ratings will soar! Shaddoom has been defying this great nation of ours ever since the last Qa’ri War. It’s high time he was cut down. The Amrecian people don’t like to see their nation being insulted by dirty dictators. When our troops topple his regime and put him on trial, every Amrecian is gonna love you. You can bet on it!”

This idea really warmed Besh’s heart. He really did like to be liked. And his Daddy would be pleased, too. Jorj Besh Senior had been President during the first Qa’ri War, but he’d always felt a tad frustrated about the results. He’d kicked Shaddoom’s army out of K’Wett, one of Qa’ri’s neighbouring states, but he’d been unable to destroy Shaddoom’s regime. It was unfinished business.

Besh made his decision. “All right. I’ll do it. But do you think I can get the Brits to play ball?”

“Why don’t you invite your good buddy Terry Bleer over here for a visit?” suggested Oil Man No. 1. “Explain things to him. Tell him how much this means
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