Chapter 5: Crumbling Earth



"AH! It's a Gundam!" Were the last words the Leo pilot uttered before a gout of plasma consumed his cockpit. 

Why do they always say that? Amuro wondered to himself as he watched the Leo fall to ground and explode a short time later. A series of shakes and rumbles alerted Heero to the presence of another Leo team. Casually raising his buster rifle, he incinerate two them with a single blast before tossing the spent rifle aside to draw his beam saber. Dashing through the hail of bullets (which did absolutely nothing to his gundanium armor), the Wing was on the Leo before its pilot could even take one step back. With a forward thrust, the Leo was destroyed and crumpled to the ground as he withdrew the weapon.

There should be more of them. Amuro reflected as he gazed upon the destruction he had wrought. It had been a simple interception mission, involving an attack on a Leo shipment moving by train. But something was amiss.

"You, there, in the winged Gundam, what are you doing here?" 

Amuro looked up toward whoever it was that had addressed him so harshly. He was almost surprised to see another Gundam standing before him. Wait...is that the Shenlong?

"I say again, what are you doing here?" The Shenlong's arm rose up as its dragon fang snapped forward. 

"The same as you. I was attacking this transport. I guess you're why I didn't have to deal with so many Leos."
"What's that supposed to mean!? Who the hell are you?" The Shenlong pilot snapped. He was about to launch into an interrogation when Amuro stopped him.

"Operation Meteor... You've heard of it, right? In fact, I'm willing to be you're a part of it. That's how you got your Gundam, isn't it? Because that's how I got mine." Amuro paused, allowing the Shenlong pilot to absorb the information. "Come on, we have a lot to talk about."

***

Amuro looked up from his laptop fleetingly. Social studies...how trivial...apparently, the class was having some sort of debate. Fortunately, from his seat near the rear of the class, his work went more or less uninterrupted. And seeing as how the debate had broken down into a back-and-forth between a few key people on each side, most of the class had grow idle and begun doing other things. A girl not-so-discreetly pulled out her cell phone; a boy started drawing on his arm; another girl had fallen asleep. So, that made it even less likely he would get caught with such blatant offenders sitting in the front of class.


"...so, they're decision is justified." A tall redhead spoke passionately. 

Dana Gardner, the same girl who had taken on herself to show him around the school, stood up to present a counter-argument. "So, just because Oz's military has been targeted, that gives them the right to impose martial law on the entire empire?" She put her rant on hold for a moment as she saw the redhead open his mouth to protest. "And don't you start with me, because that's what it is, an empire, not the republic they try to pass it off as. What kind of republic goes to war every few months with weaker, neighboring nations for the sole purpose of acquiring their land and resources?" With the other student pacified, she continued.

"Perhaps people like the Gundam pilots wouldn't have to launch attacks on Oz's military installations if they would just be happy with the power they possess. By imposing martial law and continuing to bring war on nations that have done nothing to warrant it, Oz is making enemies. If the old men of the Romefeller Foundation could put human needs ahead of profit and power for just a few moment, maybe there wouldn't be quite so many people gunning for their heads. Maybe, they wouldn't be hated by so much if they could be content with what they had or they didn't keep control over their territories with an iron grip of fear. There's no need for these constant invasions. It's just starting war for the sake of war." Dana brought her speech to an end and finally impaled the opposition with a deadly glare that just dared them to counter that.

"Well-you see...I..." The redhead was growing increasingly flustered as he scrambled to counter her argument. Running out of ideas, he finally blurted out what he had been thinking all along. "You're just sympathizing with the terrorists because you're one of those dirty Orb Coordinators. Don't try to hide it. We all know your Ambassador Gardner's daughter. And Orb is full of those freaks."

"Mr. O'Harrah!" The teacher rose to her feet.

"It's okay." Dana murmured quietly. Advancing on the redhead, Dana stepped uncomfortably close. "So, you think that if someone's from Orb they're a Coordinator? In that case, judging from what you've shown us, everyone in Oz is a narrow-minded, racist, childish, pampered little rich boy who can't see fault in a corrupt system and is barely passing high school. But, judging an entire group of people on one person is just stupid, so I try not to do that sort of thing."

Amuro nearly chuckled at the look on the redhead's face as Dana returned to her desk and the teacher sent him to the Principal's office.

Lunch...a word synonymous with "utopia" or "paradise" or "oasis" in the high school student's mind. Most students were confined to the cold, gray school, but a handful of students were given the privilege of being able to eat outside. One such student was Amuro Ray, who had been afforded this luxury thanks ot his superb marks and quiet, non-rebellious nature. But this didn't seem to phase him. As usual, he was seen plunking away at the keys of his laptop, eyes scanning over schematics, graphs, the latest news, and the like.

"Do you ever put that thing down?" A female voice brought Amuro out of his e-daze. His eyes flickered upward to see the speaker: Dana Gardner. For several seconds, Amuro's hand hovered in indecision. Should he blow her off and go back to his work or actually...socialize with someone his own age. 

"Rarely," he answered, clicking on the orange x in the upper right of the screen and closing the laptop. It wasn't as if he was really doing anything important. He had already gone over these blueprints dozens of times; memorized their functions; considered their strengths and weaknesses. At this point it was redundant. "So...did you wish to speak with me about something?"

"I don't know," she replied lazily. "Is that seat taken?"

"No..." Amuro answered after a time. For the next several moments, they sat, partaking in small talk ranging from the weather to school. Finally, Amuro asked, "Why have you taken such an interest in me?"

Dana seemed taken aback by his bluntness. "Well...you just seem...different from most of the boys here." A heavy silence hung in the air as she regarded the campus. "But that's a good thing. Most boys around here are heirs to multi-million dollar companies or politicians. Apparently, that gives them the right to act as they damn well please. I guess what I'm really trying to say is: Who are you?"

"Amuro Ray," he answered on reflex, hoping that would be enough to satisfy her.

"I figured that much out on my own," she replied sardonically. "But what's your little claim to fame? Who are your parents?" He remained silent. "How about I tell you mine and then you tell me yours? If you didn't hear from that pompous brat in class today, I'm the daughter of Ambassador Gardner, from Orb. He's trying to avoid a war with Oz, but it doesn't seem to be going so well." The girl soured a bit at the last part. "Now, your turn."

Realizing he wasn't going to get out of it, Amuro improvised. "My parents are colony investors. They sent me down to Earth for schooling."


She quirked an eyebrow at that. "Really, now, did they? Your parents sent you to a school in a nation that's allied with the government that spawned the Titans, whose sole purpose is to make life hard for colonists?"

Oh, hell, what do you do now, Amuro? 

"Hey, I hope you two don't mind if I interrupt you." A youth Heero's age sauntered up to him. "I need to talk to Amuro for a minute."

"Go on, I don't mind." Dana assured Amuro. 

***
"I saved your ass; I hope you know that. She saw through that phony story of yours." Kagato snorted as he and Amuro came sat down a short distance away. 

"Is that why you came over?" Amuro asked.

"Partially...The main reason is because I came across some info I think you'd like to know." 

"And just what is that?"

A wide smile slowly spread across Kagato's face as Amuro took the bait. "The first part I'm sure you know: Oz is preparing for war with Orb."

"Everyone knows that." Amuro rolled his eyes.

"But this is something everyone doesn't know," Kagato paused to look around for a moment before leaning in toward Amuro. "It seems like the entire Earth Sphere is preparing for war. As I hear it, there have been some talks within the NEF about giving over complete control to the Titans. Kalaba, I'm sure you know them, is gathering a pretty big force in Africa. It looks like they're going to try and stop it. And I was approached by the Kalaba, probably to help out down there." 

Amuro's nostrils flared slightly, digesting the information. He already knew about the Kalaba forces gathering in Africa and he even had some info on the situation in space only a handful knew of (such as the AEUG and its various alliances), but the idea of the NEF giving itself over to the Titans was a new-and startling-bit of news. 

"Also, it seems there's another Operation Meteor Gundam wandering around, too. But he seems to have hooked up with a mercenary band or something of the sort."

"That's probably Fenrir." Amuro interjected. 

"So, you know him?" Kagato's eyes widened a bit.

"Thanks," Amuro offered before wandering back to his seat.

