Chapter 9: Dust in the Wind


The town of Magan was a quaint little place. It had family-owned stores that hadn't gone under thanks to big chains. Everyone in the town knew everyone else. The young respected their elders, rather than constantly complaining about them. No one would suspect, mere meters below the quiet town there was a massive bunker that acted as the Maganac Corps' headquarters. Maybe that's why it had stayed hidden for so many years. But all good things must come to an end...

***

"You're insane!" Fenrir snapped angrily, his voice echoing throughout the base.

"We appreciate all that you have done for us, but our missions differ." A tall Arabian man by the name of Rasid matched Fenrir's indignant passion with detached calm. "We simply wish to live in peace in our village. It doesn't matter who is trying to move in and take our land. That is our enemy. Your enemy is Oz. That is not why we can allow you to stay here and sacrifice your lives for a cause you do not fight for."

"We fight Oz because they're a bunch of power hungry pigs who get off on pushing people around. We'll fight anyone who operates like that. We're fighting against oppression, too." Fenrir spoke on behalf of his fellow Gundam pilots. 

"We seem to be at an impasse..." Rasid murmured. Before Duo could further insist he wasn't going, a mustachioed man ran up to Rasid, whispered something in his ear, and then ran off.

"So?" Fenrir looked at Rasid demandingly. "What's going on?"

"It seems Oz has discovered us." The Arabian man replied flatly, walking past him to his MS.
"What? I thought you were trying to stop me."

"If you want to deny a doomed man's wishes, go ahead and fight." That was all Rasid said before he disappeared into his suit and stepped toward the lift that took Maganacs to the surface. Just before he went, Rasid said, "Don't throw your life away here. There is nothing more you can do for us. You have already done enough. If you decide to leave, then we will be able to go into battle without an unpaid debt."

Fenrir tried to find something to counter such heartfelt, selfless words, but couldn't. Fenrir resigned himself to the situation. "So, what did you guys have in store?"

***

"It feels like years since I've piloted anything but Deathscythe." Fenrir ruminated as he strapped himself in and various mechanisms whirred to life. 

"Don't worry about it." Rasid's voice came over the radio. "Oz is preoccupied with us. They won't notice a lone plane."

"I hope you're right..." Fenrir tightened his grip on the controls. Taxying up to the slanted runway, Fenrir stole one last look around the place. With the sight etched into his mind, Fenrir fired up the engines and took off. Amuro remained silent, his head hung low. Kagato simply shifted in his seat.

***

"Fire on that craft!" An Oz captain commanded as a large, gray aircraft seemed to burst forth from the sand. 

"But sir, the Maganacs! We can't just ignore them!" A pilot pleaded, firing a few shots at the enemy force, which had abandoned tactics in favor of a multi-man kamikaze-like charge. 

The captain fumed, moving his Leo toward the soldier's. "If you don't fire, you-" A stray shot put an end to the captain. 

Aside from that one instance, the craft went more or less unnoticed. A few Oz soldiers caught sight of it, some wondered who or what was on it, but all were too busy fighting to care. 

Fenrir saluted as the jet turned southward, bringing the battlefield into view just off to the side of the plane. "Good bye, Maganacs." 


Fenrir sighed heavily, nonchalantly leaning back in the metal chair and propping his feet up on the table in front of him. This is so boring But he shouldn't have been surprised. Interrogations rooms were no exception. It was small, gray, window-less, and decked out in metal furniture. Apparently, their aim was to induce a feeling of bleakness and claustrophobia. The camera constantly taping him didn't make the atmosphere any happier.

Fenrir's "admiration" of the room's decor was cut short as a pair of men in dark suits silently entered the room one after the other. One sat in the chair across from him, while the other leaned in a corner. 

"So, are we going to get down to business?" Fenrir smirked, pulling his feet away from the table. The chair crashed to the ground with a metallic clang, jarring the man in the corner slightly. "By the way, how are Kagato and Amuro doing?"

"So those are their names, huh?" The man in the corner spat. 

"I take it they didn't exactly cooperate?"

"We had to sedate one and the other seems to be in a catatonic state." The man across from him went through some things in a portfolio he had brought with him. "I'm sure you know why you're here?" He stated more than asked.

"Sure, it's not every day a ship carrying three, rogue MS just fly into your airspace." Fenrir replied. "But keep in mind, we set down when and where you asked us to. We didn't resist you guys either. And we could have done some serious damage with our Gundams."

"But one of you assassinated Ambassador Andrew Gardner. That cannot be overlooked. For all we know, the three of you could be spies." The seated man replied.

Fenrir replied guardedly. "Well...that was an accident."

The man in the corner reacted instantly. He launched toward the young boy, latched onto his collar and cocked his fist back as if to strike him. But before he land the blow, the seated man jumped up and pulled him back. After a time, he seemed pacified.

"You must forgive my partner, he-" the seated man began.

"He's the bad cop, right? And you're supposed to be the good one who can offer me a way out if I just come clean. That's how this works, right?" Fenrir cocked his head to the side, smiling in amusement.

Now it was the seated man's turn to grow wrathful. "Look, we could have shot you all on sight if we felt like it. You're all a bunch of terrorists with some hidden agenda we don't want to be a part of. Consider our restraint a courtesy."


"Are you high? 'Hidden agenda' my ass!" Fenrir slammed his fists down against the metal surface. "We're just trying to bring down Oz, the Titans, and anyone else who gets too big for their britches. And the whole ambassador thing was just a mistake. Don't you dare say otherwise. That's war, damn it! People die! Sometimes they're at the wrong place at the wrong time, sometimes they're a soldier who doesn't have the right gear or the right training."

The seated man seemed to take this all into account before asking the burning question. "Why did you see fit to come to Orb?"

"It's no secret you guys need all the help you can get. Oz is breathing down your neck and mercenaries are flocking here like moths to a light. We were hoping to give you guys a hand, but I'm not so sure about now that you guys treated us so rudely." Fenrir smiled slowly, assuming that he was in control of the situation. He was dead wrong.

"You make it sound as if you and your associates are saving graces sent to save us from Oz." The seated man dramatically paused. "The truth of the matter is you're desperate. You're running out of things you never had much of the first place...such as ammunition, friends, food, a place to sleep without wondering if you'll wake up the next day." The seated man stopped once again, savoring the look on the youth's face. "If anyone is saving anyone, we're the ones saving you." 
"So, what are you going to do now?" Fenrir regarded the two men like a caged animal ready to lash out in a moment's notice.

"Nothing," the seated man rose and crossed to the door. "At least, nothing right now. We'll review the information we have on you three and what little we were able to get out of your comrades." With nothing left to say, the men left Fenrir to his thoughts.


"Nine," Miles Tails Prowler counted quietly to himself as a magenta beam carved through the Leo's cockpit hatch with ease. Some thought the practice of counting his kills out loud was sadistic, but it had become a habit. He didn't enjoy killing; he just had to, given the circumstances. 

Miles noticed yet another Leo running up to from his left, prompting him to turn the M1 Astray and level his beam rifle at it. But as the trigger was pressed, a loud click came to Miles' ears. "Oh, ****."

As if that wasn't bad enough, Miles looked up just in time to see the Leo pull its beam saber free. Thinking quickly, Miles tossed the spent rifle at the Leo. The move distracted the Oz pilot long enough for him to grasp his own saber and flick it on. The Leo's strike came in high, forcing Miles to make the Astray duck down. With the Leo's side open, Miles swung out sideways, cutting the Leo into a lower and upper half. The Leo's upper torso fell forward, while its legs twitched forward a bit and tripped over its top.

"I think that's the last of 'em," Miles breathed, watching the various Oz craft fled. Picking up his fallen beam rifle, Miles and his wing women (who also piloted M1 Astray models) stomped back toward the base. This had just been a taste of what was to come.

***

About a week ago, Miles had been transferred to the Astray Team, which had been previously all women. The former leader had been injured when something exploded in her cockpit and she couldn't pilot a MS. Being a Coordinator and having an extremely high simulation score, Miles was a shoe-in for the Astray Team's replacement pilot. Although he originally thought it would garner him some respect, Miles soon found that being transferred to a unit whose pilots had been nicknamed the "Astray Girls" wasn't a good thing.

"Ten kills," Miles smirked with a hint of pride in his voice. "I'd like to see the guys in 06th MS Team give me crap for that." 

"Speak of the devils," Christina, an Astray Team member, soured at the group of men ambling their way. In actuality, the 06th Team was headed towards the closest bar. But, as luck would have it, they just happened to pass by the Astray Team.

"Well, if it ain't the Astray Girls." A burly man called Chuck hoarsely laughed. "Didn't break your nails out there, did ya?"

"If you say one more word, so help me God, I'll shove-" Miles' little rant was cut short by a hand on his shoulder. Casting an irritable look at the offending person, Miles instantly calmed to see Mary, the other member of the Astray Team, mouth the words "don't do it."

"Hey, I bet you girls would like to meet that new Chinese pilot, Long Wang." The 06th Team then broke out into riotous laughter at Chuck's little joke. Amid the revelry, a solitary figure had waded into the mass of man to poke Chuck on the shoulder.
"Is there somepin I can help you wit'?" Chuch glowered down at the newcomer.

"I have taken offense to your childishness. I demand that you apologize." The man ordered.

Chuck once again broke out into a fit of laughter before calming himself. Glaring at the man, he stabbed a finger at the man's chest. "And what are you going to do if-AAAH!"


Much to everyone's surprise, the man had calmly reached up and locked Chuck's finger in a vice-like grip, bringing him to his knees. One of the members of 06th Team brought his fist back for a sucker punch, but never got that far as a second man, bearing striking resemblance to the first, knocked the man sprawling with a roundhouse kick.

"Now, apologize," Long Wang ordered the blubbering Chuck.

"I-ow!-I-I'm sorry." 

Pleased, Long released the man's digit and stocked off.

"See, I knew everything would work out." Mary said.

***

Fenrir nearly fell out of bed at the grating sound that suddenly thundered in his cell. Throwing off his sheets to sit up a bit, Fenrir's eyes slowly adjusted to see the same two men that had questioned him the other day.

"Oh, it's only your two," Fenrir rolled his eyes and leaned back again.

The calmer of the two sighed through his nose. "After consulting our superiors, we have been ordered to release you and your two associates. However, you are to leave the country as soon as possible. You will have two days to do so."

***

"I can't believe they folded so quickly," Fenrir snickered. His comment went unanswered. Feeling uncomfortable amid the silence, Fenrir persisted in conversing. "It feels so good to be back in my own clothes. Those government-issues ones use way too much starch."

Kagato walked with an intensity about him. His entire body was tensed. His teeth and fists were clenched. His stomach had tightened. His face had set itself rigidly. It seemed like he would have to have gotten some sort of cramp by this point. 

Amuro was the exact opposite. He ambled along aimlessly. His movements were drained and unnatural, like a puppet's. On top of that, his mouth hung open slightly, because Amuro really didn't care at this point. Hs shoulders slumped in defeat and his head hung low, twin testaments to his broken spirit.

And the silence dragged on, strengthening the walls of each man's loneliness, anger, and depression.


Amuro stood completely still outside of the apartment complex. A part of him wanted to flee, while another knew he had to own up to his crime. Taking one last glance at the address he had hurriedly scribbled on a piece of paper to make sure this was the right place, Amuro took a deep breath and made his way up to the room. Finally reaching Room 202, Amuro hesitantly knocked.

"Coming!" A muffled voice called out to him. A few moments later, the door opened to reveal a young woman whose face turned from pleasant greeting, to shocked surprise, to venomous rage.

***

"So, you're going to stay?" Fenrir asked, not really sure if he had heard right the first time.

"Yes..." Kagato answered curtly. "I have to make up for Moscow. I wasn't strong enough to defeat that Leo. And because of it, I couldn't reach the jet. I know, I know, you all were there, too. But I'm not used to depending on others."

"Still, that's no reason..."

"It is! I...was weak. Now, I'll make up for it by destroying as many Oz MS as it takes to break them, or die trying. It doesn't matter if that number is one-hundred or even one-thousand; I'll strive to achieve it."

Mulling over Kagato's words, Fenrir decided to shift the conversation to a different topic. "So, is Amuro going to stay, too? When I went to check on him in his room this morning, he was gone."

"I don't know. I haven't seen him today." Kagato offered before walking off into the crowd around the intersection. There was nothing left to say. With one partner resigned to stay in the nation and the other MIA, Fenrir turned toward the electronics store behind him. A series of TVs were all displaying the same thing: TBC News.

***

"-no one was killed." A pretty young Asian woman reported, shuffling through a few papers as a new graphic came up on screen. "It has been reported that the skirmish near the Orb border earlier today has left twenty Orb soldiers dead and approximately three dozen Oz personnel dead as well. This has been the largest loss of life in an Orb-Oz conflict to date. Whether or not this will prompt a declaration of war on Oz's part is unknown, but several of Oz's foremost personnel met in Luxembourg today to discuss the situation. Many say war will be declared before the day is through."

The anchorwoman paused yet again, moving onto a different-but related-story.

"When approached on his opinion the subject earlier this afternoon, Admiral Valons of the Titans was recorded as having said: 'We cannot ignore the Coordinator threat. To do so would be a sacrilege.' This has prompted a public outcry from many Coordinators and Coordinator sympathizers." 


"What do you want?" Dana asked point blank, trying to restrain her urge to choke him to death as he stood outside the apartment she had been staying in since returning to Orb (her family's house had been deemed unsafe due to the looming Oz threat).

"I wanted to give you something." He answered slowly.

***
"We go now, live, to an Oz address." An anchorman reported moments before the screen abruptly changed from a middle-aged man in a newsroom to an elderly military man in front of a podium.

"We-the people of Oz-have given much consideration to the situation in Orb and its relation to the rest of the Earth Sphere. After much deliberation, we have decided Orb is an eminent threat that poses a clear and present danger to the Earth. Not only does Orb harbor Coordinators, but they have also aided and abetted fugitives fleeing from the governments they opposed. In fact, we have evidence suggesting Orb has been dealing with groups like the AEUG for as long as fourteen months. By working with such violent terrorists and continuing to produce superhuman soldiers, we are left with little choice. This is our declaration of war to Orb. That is all."

***

"What?" She gasped breathlessly, fascinated and horrified by what he was holding out to her.

"Take it." He insisted, forcing the nine millimeter pistol into her hands. 

"Why...why are you giving this to me? What am I supposed to..." she trailed off, overwhelmed by his bizarre act.

"I'm offering you solace." He flatly stated, steadying his breathing, pulse, and voice. "I killed your father, as I'm sure you know. My aim was to kill General Septem, who was also aboard that jet. I succeeded but at a great cost. Your father was the first man I've killed who was not an enemy. And for that, it's only fair I should offer you a chance to find closure."

Dana took his words in with a morbid fascination, tightening her grip on the weapon. Slowly raising it, she pointed it at his chest, only to waver and lower it again.

"You should aim for my head. I'll be dead in a single shot that way. If you shoot me in the chest, there's a chance I'll survive and you'll have to watch me slowly die. And I know you're not the sadistic type. But, then again, I can see how you would want me to suffer. So, it's up to you." Closing his eyes, Amuro awaited her decision.

***

Fenrir half-spat, half-choked on his coffee when he saw what was on TV. "Oh...****...that's bad."

The moment the words left his mouth, a pair of men entered the cafe and made their way to his table. They were dressed in every day clothes, but their general manner and attitude suggested military personnel. "Are you one Mr. Fenrir Ex?"

ADVANCE \d 4"Who wants to know?" He shifted in his seat uncomfortably, afraid they were going to throw him in a cell again.

"We have a proposition you may be interested in."

"What kind of proposition?"

***

It came suddenly. He had been standing perfectly still for at least four minutes before it struck him in the chest. However, aside from a slight ache it caused, the blow didn't create the searing pain bullets caused. Slowly opening his eyes, Amuro looked at Dana, who gripped only her fists down at her sides as she shook with emotion. Glancing at his feet, Amuro saw his pistol lying on the floor.

"What's wrong with you!?" She finally exploded, gesticulating wildly. "If you want to kill yourself, do it on your own damn time! Don't drag me into your screwed up idea of penance. I don't want to kill anybody. If you really want to make up for your crime, then do something about it! Don't just take the easy way out and kill yourself. Do something good...something that will help people. Find something good to do and commit yourself to it; mind, body, and soul. Even if you fail, at least you can say you died trying.."

Amuro's entire persona seemed to change. The listless look in his eyes was melted away by the spark of life. His slumped shoulders squared themselves. The slack face tightened with a look of purpose. And, finally, his voice regained its strength. "Thank you," picking up the gun, Amuro left the apartment complex with a goal in mind.

***

"So, first you guys lock me up, then you tell me to get out, now you come crawling back, begging for me to help you." Fenrir rattled off his experiences in Orb nonchalantly, although the annoyance was obvious. "Tell me, why should I help you guys and not-oh...let's say-tell you guys to bite me?"

"You'll be handsomely paid."

"I'm listening..."

