Chapter 7: Humanity


Countless children flooded out of Laszner High when the bell rung at its appointed time. Most of the children made mad dashes toward the bus or parking lot to escape their academic prison. Some milled about simply for the sake of loitering. Others were forced to say after, whether it be for some club or after school punishment. Two particular teens slowly threaded their way through the crowd toward the field a short distance away from the school. They went separately, but quickly. Doing their best not to be seen, the two teens slipped underneath the bleachers. The first to arrive was Amuro Ray, and three minutes later, Kagato finally showed up. Had anyone known of their presence, they might have heard the delicate information being discussed...or they might have gone down the gossip route and start claiming they had gone down their to make out because when two guys are talking together in a secluded place, they must be lovers.

*** 

"So, the information's legit?" Kagato whispered.

"My source isn't the most credible, but he's never steered me wrong before. Besides, I'm not gullible enough to trust info from one person. I double checked with someone else and did some surveillance of my own. It seems to be true." Amuro reported crisply.

A low chuckle rose up from the corner Kagato was leaning in as he rubbed his hands together expectantly. "This is big. Really big...maybe the most important mission we've been on since we came down here."
"Not only that, but I got into contact with an acquaintance of mine called Fenrir. I passed the info along. He should be there, too."

"Going into a mission with backup? That'll be a nice change of pace. All we have to do now is get our Gundams ready and make sure we show up at the right place at the right time tomorrow."

Realizing their business was done here, the boys dropped into silence. After a time, Kagato took leave of the boy assassin. Waiting until there was no one around and Kagato was a good distance away, Amuro finally vacated the premises. He would have a lot of work to do. 

***

"Vulcans, reloaded and re-calibrated; Buster rifle, fully charged; machine cannons, reloaded and re-calibrated; beam saber, still in need of recharge," Amuro mechanically noted as he went over his MS's status. "Right arm, operation; left arm, operational; right leg, operational; left leg, operational; sensors, sonar in need of adjustment."

He had already put several hours into making sure Wing was operating at maximum efficiency, a practice that swallowed up his time almost every night. He was nearing the end of his work, but there was still a lot to do. Glancing over at a nearby clock, he read 3:36. It was late and he needed his sleep, but he had been "programmed" to work on minimal sleep. A little extra time spent on the Wing was necessary. Everything else could be put on hold; even his life, if need be.


***

"Surely you all see how pointless this would be. By expanding your borders, you are forced to take on more people, therefore more people strain your resources; unemployment rises due to more people competing for jobs; a decrease of currency. Granted, you shall take on greater resources, but it won't be enough to account for all the new people being born and all of the resources you devote to maintaining your military's upkeep. Not only that, but it creates unrest. The conquered cry out for freedom and this leads to unrest and even armed conflict with dissident citizens who had been conquered. Not only that, but many have even begun to form alliances in wake of your expansion. Eventually, you will find yourself confronted with an enemy you cannot defeat or an enemy that will take so much to defeat, it cannot be called a victory." 

Finally, Ambassador Gardner's speech came to an end. He had a distinct feeling that actions spoke louder than words when it came to Oz, but his purpose was to try and pacify them with words, not actions. The various men within the conference room stirred and mumbled to each other after taking in the Orb man's words. As the murmur died down, the Oz ambassador, Robert Chillingworth, stood.

"We do not wish to go to war with a nation such as Orb. But it is a fact that Orb had recently started an extensive MS program. On top of that, you are one of the few Earth nations, that allows parents to modify a fetus's genes to create Coordinators. What would happen if an army of war-bred Coordinators were to rise up, piloting advanced MS based on NEF technology? So, you can see, we do not wish to go to war simply for the sport of it, as the media paints it. This is but a war of self-defense."

"But you began a buildup of Oz troops along the Oz-Orb border far before the MS plan began. If what you have said is true, then the only thing you had to fear at that time were Coordinators. If that is the case, the this is a war fueled by the desire to exterminate a race of peoples and not a defensive war at all." 

The assembly at Moscow sank into a chorus of shouts, insults, and accusations. 


***

"We, of the Oz military, order you to turn back, now. You are not cleared for this airspace." An Aries pilot flew up alongside Wing as it sliced through the warm afternoon air, heading toward Moscow. Flicking a switch, the Wing's buster rifle hummed to life moments before the building energy effaced the Aries and another Aries with it in a single shot. 

***

"Well, one could argue Coordinators are unnatural. They are not what Nature intended for Man." Mr. Chillingworth asserted.

"Need I remind you this is a peace negotiation and not an ethics debate? Whether or not Coordinators are what God intended have nothing to do with the issue at hand. That is no reason to go to war. Then again, for all I know, that could be the very reason. And if your aim is to wipe out Coordinators, then that proves Oz is genocidal." Mr. Gardner countered dangerously.

***

Fenrir laughed slightly as the Leo's upper torso fell to the ground and its lower half swayed slightly in the wing. "Okay, it's only a matter of time until they get a message to Moscow that we're coming. We're going to have to hurry if we want to get there in time to take out Admiral Septem and his crew." 

The dozen or so tan and black MS finished off the remaining Leo and Tragos models nearby as their pilots all referred in the affirmative. 

With the Leos decimated, the Deathscythe and the Maganac Corps was free to move on.

***

"I don't take kindly to someone who twists my words around. You are simply trying to paint us as a bunch of fanatical warmongers who desire the destruction of a nation solely for its people. We have given you our reasons for a military build up. All it would take to dissolve this situation is for Orb to agree to the terms we've presented."

"These? 'Oz occupation, monthly inspection,' this is an invasion on paper!"


"How would you like-!" Mr. Chillingworth's rising voice was cut off by a sudden tremor that worked its way through the building. It was only slight, but it was enough to throw the shadow of fear and doubt across the minds of Orb and Oz politicians alike. Some of the more cowardly members of the assembly began shouting, while the more level-headed simply waited in due time for some report to come in. A second shake, much stronger than the last, ripped through the building, creating a new wave of panic.

"Calm down, calm down!" General Skair of Oz attempted to pacify his colleagues. Just as he began contemplating firing off a few rounds from his sidearms to get the blubbering politicians to shut up, a pale faced soldier quietly entered the room and whispered something in his ear. "I entreat-calm down-you, men of-enough!-great minds and-SILENCE!"

A tense hush settled over the room.

"It seems a hostile forced has moved in to attack the base-SHUT UP-it would be best if we evacuated the premises."

***

"We need backup!" Young sergeant Johnson of Oz's Defense Force pleaded as his Leo and a few others hunkered down behind one of the various edifices scattered around the base in the hopes of eluding the Gundams and thier entourage. "They've already taken out the communication tower and-son of a *****-we can't last much longer. I repeat, we need backup! How are those new Taurus models doing?"

From behind him, Johnson heard a rending scream. Rapidly turning, he watched in fear as the Deathschythe charged through a hail of Leo machine gun fire as if it were rain. The first Leo attempted to flee, only to catch a beam scythe mid-turn in the cockpit as Fenrir came around with a backhanded swing. The next Leo didn't even have a chance to get that far as the scythe came down, slicing it in half from the left shoulder to the right hip. 

"HELP US!" Was the last thing Johnson would ever say as he fired an ineffectual machine gun volley that bounced of Deathscythe's gundanium armor before its beam scythe came down again.

***

"Is my jet ready?" A paranoid-looking military man asked a private dashing through the base.

"Y-yes sir," the fear in the young man's voice was palpable, "I-I think i-it is."

"Very good," General Septem said dismissively, brushing past the private. 


"General Septem," an white-haired man in a black uniform strolled up to him. "I do believe Mr. Gardner is looking for a jet."

"Why should I care?" The general glared at the officer accusingly, suspecting he was a Titan, judging from the black uniform and the smug demeanor.

"It would look bad if we left a foreign ambassador to die in our nation due to negligence." 

"The media won't know that. They'll think he died in the battle. We'll say there was nothing we could do."

"Well...there's nothing wrong with tying up loose ends." The officer smiled slightly. "There's a chance he could survive if we simply abandoned him. After all, those Gundams are fighting against Oz. And you know the saying: 'The enemy of my enemy is a friend.' Or it goes something like that. I was never one for profound sayings."

***

Smoke rose into the cold, darkening sky. People ran about like chickens with their heads cut off, searching for cover. Some had even been gutsy enough to hijack a jeep or jet in a last, desperate attempt at saving their own skins. An inferno raged on the western side of the base once some sort of tank had been destroyed by a gout of flame from the Shenlong's dragon fang. 

Amuro's beam saber slid into another Leo's cockpit. Taking a look around, Amuro could see situation was shifting in their favor. Fenrir and the Maganacs were finishing off stragglers while Kagato had disappeared somewhere. 

"Kagato, this is Amuro, where are you?" He flicked onto the Shenlong pilot's frequency.

"What do you want?" Kagato grunted. 

"What's your status? Where are you?"

"I'm near some big, white building on the southwest side of the base. It looks like most of the remaining units have hunkered down over here." 

Amuro glanced down slightly as his fingers skillfully slid over the keyboard to his right, bringing up a map of the base. Changing his frequency to Fenrir's line, Amuro notified his happy go lucky comrade. "Fenrir, how is the clean up going?"

"We're pretty much done here." The Deathscythe pilot smirked casually.

"Not quite: Kagato informed me that a cluster of Oz MS have collected around a building in L sector. They're obviously protecting something."

"Then let's blow it the hell up!"


***

"Mr. Gardner," the white-haired Titan strolled up to the Orb ambassador. "I heard you're in need of a rapid exit. Might I suggest General Septem's private jet?"

Mr. Gardner gave the Titan a suspicious look. "Why would he let me on? And what is someone from the Titans doing at a conference between Oz and Orb?"

"For your first question, I suppose it's because he's hoping it will make him look like more a humanitarian. Lord knows he needs it...As for the second, the NEF are acting as mediators. We don't want to see an ally go to war with a research partner."

Mr. Gardner regarded the Titans for a moment before finally letting his guard down a bit. "I'll accept the general's offer. And I believe I should know the name of the man who sees fit to aid me."

The Titan smiled slowly. "I am Admiral Valons of the Titans. Remember that name."

***

"They're persistent bastards, I'll give 'em that." Fenrir muttered as he moved his Gundam in front of a damaged Maganac as another Maganac helped it slink off behind a building for cover. "How are things one your end, guys?"

***

Amuro cursed silently as Wing crashed to the ground, having been blown out of the air by a lucky shot from an Aries. Transforming into MS Mode, Amuro trained his buster rifle on the offending MS and promptly blew it away with a single shot. 

"The air units are giving me some trouble."

***

Kagato let out a vicious war cry as he charged the defensive line, wielding his beam glaive. Shot after shot rained down on the Shenlong, shaking the entire MS's frame violently. But he ignored it as he rammed the glaive into a Tragos' midsection. Hunkering down slightly and using the Tragos as cover, he briefly collected his thoughts before launching forward again. This time, the caught a Leo in his dragon fang, hoisted it up, and tossed the MS into a trio of Leos nearby. As the MS floundered on the ground, he fired the Shenlong's vulcans into a Leo's backpack, setting off a chain reaction that destroyed all of the Leos in a huge blast. 

"I think I can break through."


***

"We'll be launching in the next five minutes. Expect 'turbulence.'" The pilot's voice reported to the jet's passengers, thinly veiling his panic.

"Don't look so worried, Ambassador." General Septem stood a short distance away from Mr. Gardner as they were herded onto the cramped flight with General Septem's entourage. "Oz can handle a band of terrorists."

"If what I've seen on the media is true, no, you can't."

***

"I can see it! I can see Oz's jet!" Kagato cried as he broke for the blue craft. Readying his dragon fang, Kagato licked his lips in anticipation. 

"Not so fast!" A voice called out to him as Kagato caught a red blur out of the corner of his eye before the world began to spin around him as the Shenlong was knocked to the ground. Looking up disdainfully, Kagato found himself face-to-face with Smithy Jones and his Leo-S.

"Scratch that...I have to deal with this scumbag."

***

"I have the shot." Amuro reported as he trained the buster rifle on the jet a short distance away. As the plasma built and collected, Amuro glared at those boarding the plane on a catwalk-like structure. Most were soldiers, judging from their uniforms, but he noticed a few politicians, if the suits were an indicator. But one suited man, who cast a nervous glance over his shoulder in his general direction, stood out among the rest.

Amuro's entire mind, body, and soul froze up as he gazed upon that one-of-a-kind visage. There was no mistake. That was Ambassador Gardner of Orb. Both General Septem and the ambassador were on that flight. 

"What are you waiting for!?" Fenrir demanded angrily, trying to fight off the various Leos that had begun grappling with Deathscythe in a dog pile of metal. He knew it was only a matter of time before one got to his beam saber. "Take the shot!"

For the first time in his life, Amuro found himself hesitating to carry out his mission. 


***


"Did you fall asleep in there or something? Fire, already!" Fenrir snapped, firing his buster shield into one of the various Leos hanging onto Deathscythe.

Amuro's ragged breathing filled the cockpit as he analyzed the situation. He was aware of nothing else. Not the Leos converging on him, not the plight of his allies, not the jet which had begun to taxi out. There was only Amuro and his decision.

But...is it worth it? What's the point of killing the wicked if I'm killing the good, too?

***

"You Gundams aren't so tough!" Smithy sneered as he shot off the shield mounted on the Shenlong's left arm. 

"Shut up!" Kagato flared, swinging his glaive toward the Leo only to have his attack blocked by the Leo's own beam saber which the Leo gripped in its left hand.

"You'll have to do better!" With that, Smithy shot out his Leo's right leg, knocking the Shenlong back.

***

Not only that...but I'll be destroying an innocent girl His thoughts drifted to Dana, who had been so unconditionally kind to him. But it I don't shoot, then Septem will continue his heinous crimes. And that's just as bad. He'll destroy countless lives

The Wing's buster rifle was still trained on the jet.

But I'd be killing an innocent man who just wants to avoid war and make sure his family and nation prosper as well...

***

"Damn it!" Kagato wached in horror as the beam rifle shot sliced into his dragon fang, disabling it. But Smithy wasn't done yet. Dashing toward the Gundam he brought his beam saber down to meet the beam glaive. But that hadn't been the purpose of the attack. Using the Leo's other hand, he pointed the barrel directly at the Shenlong's cockpit. 

"Checkmate!"

***

Amuro's conditioning and orders clashed with his humanity and compassion (what little he had left) as he struggled to make the right choice. Finally, the strain grew too much for him. Pulling his feet away from the pedals and his hands away from the levers, Amuro curled himself into a tight ball. 

What am I supposed to do?
***

"Look out below!" Fenrir called out, falling from the sky like a vulture descending to eat. 

"What!?" Smithy shot his eyes upward, just barely making out Deathsycthe's silhouette as he fell, with the sun glaring behind him. The awe and fear within Smithy only lasted a second, as notions of demons and the like vanished thanks to his sensibility and he noticed the beam scythe coming down. Kicking on his afterburners, Smithy pushed the Leo out of the way, although he still lost his unit's head in the process.

***

The tears...the syringes and their chemicals...the tortures...the lectures...the agony...it all came rushing back to Amuro, pushing him away from the fragile little boy he still was and toward the murderous sociopath he had been trained to be. 

The tears stopped; the body loosened; the emotion drained away. With eyes like chips of ice, Amuro turned toward the jet, which was airborne by now. The green crosshairs came to rest on the fleeing craft, turning a distinct blood red. For a moment, Amuro's eyes flickered as his humanity made one, last desperate attempt to stop, but the Perfect Soldier within him suppressed it. 

Amuro fired.

