Chapter 15: The Face of Death

"So, how did things go?" Selas opened a line to Seraphil's Zaku as is approached the Lili Marlene.

"I took off an arm and did some damage to the body, too." He adjusted the Zaku a bit as he came in to dock.

"Did you win?"

He soured slightly at that. "No, he would have pierced my cockpit with his beam saber if it wasn't a test run."

"Ah, well...at least you carried out your mission." She reminded him thoughtfully.

"Hmm, you're right." The Zaku ground to a halt within the ship. "How did things go on your end?"

"We did just as you asked: We gave the Titans a heads up on any Zeon scouts we came across. Unfortunately, one slipped by and is already on its way to the Garden of Thorns."

"Damn, at least we were able to keep those geezers from finding out too soon. And I damaged their best ace's MS, too, so things are working in our favor."

***

Totoro Gamdun drifted within the Endra-class Mercutio's MS bay listlessly, not quite sure why he still lingered. Something just didn't feel right. He had managed to find a little, out of the way spot so as not to get in the mechanics' way, but the feeling just kept gnawing at him. He gazed upon the stars placidly, having seen them almost every day for the entirety of his life. Only during a brief stay on Earth during the One Year War for Operation Oddessa did he go for more than 24 hours without seeing them.

However, his answer came swiftly. He almost didn't catch it at first. Amid the stars, a MS seemed to be rapidly careening in the Mercutio's direction. As it came closer, he could just make out an orange glow emanating from its skirt rear. 

He initially looked upon it with a detached numbness, having grown desensitised to the thought of a dying pilot in his years of service for Zeon. But with a suddenness, he felt galvanized into action. He pushed himself off a nearby wall, aiming for a passing technician. "Hey, there's a MS out there that looks like it's headed our way. Get my Zaku ready. I'm going to go out there and give him a hand."

"But, sir, the repairs aren't finished."

"I'm just going to retrieve a damaged MS. It's not like I'm going to run into any enemy's. We would have been warned by now if there was something in the vicinity."

***

Thanks to the top-notch repair team stationed aboard the ship, Totoro was on his way to the hapless MS's rescue in a matter of moments. Gliding up to the damaged MS, he finally saw it was a heavily damaged EWAC Zack, a Zeon reconnaissance model. The unit's left leg was missing as was the large saucer-like apparatus on the back of its head, seared off by beam fire from the looks of it. 

Reaching out with the Zaku's one hand, Totoro steadied the derelict machine. His next course of action was to pop the hatch and "swim" over toward the Zack's own cockpit. With the press of a switch near its cockpit, the hatch slid open to reveal glass-strewn cockpit. The pilot himself seemed relatively lucky when one took the extreme damage to his unit's cockpit into consideration. His normal suit was more or less in tact, save for a few cuts and scrapes from flying glass. In fact, a few had even drawn blood. 

With a low groan, the pilot seemed to come to just as Totoro reached in to pry him free. "My head..."

"Don't worry; I'm Totoro Gamdun of the Zeon military. You're in good hands." He assured the half-lucid pilot, pulling him from the seat. "I'm going to take you to an allied ship in my Zaku, okay? It's in a bit better shape."

Making his way over to the Zaku as fast as he could (having open wounds in the vacuum of space, even as minor as the pilot's and with a semi-in tact normal suit, was not a good thing), Totoro allowed the pilot to drift above him in the cockpit while he manipulated it back toward the Mercutio.

In a matter of moments, the Zaku III Custom had returned and was accosted by a swarm of technicians who went about placing it back on standby status and getting it back up to combat readiness. Amid the controlled chaos, a pair of men in normal suits appeared before Totoro. 

"This man is injured," one of the men stated flatly.

"We'd better get him to sick bay," the other added.

With a course of action in mind, the two men reached inside to pull the pilot out as gingerly as they could. Before they could make their way out of the hangar, the young pilot suddenly regained consciousness and began hysterically screaming. "The Titans! The Titans are here! I saw them at point A 23.4! They're on their way here! "

***

A deadly calm settled over the hangar at the young soldier's outburst. In fact, it almost seemed as if time had stopped. A single wrench, which had accidentally slid from a mechanic's hand, broke through the aura of shocked serenity with a slight "clang" when it struck a wall.

Totoro was the first to snap out of it. "You heard 'im! Inform the Garden! Get your asses moving! We've got work to do!"

***

Orga Sabnac was as giddy as a child on Christmas morn. The upcoming battle promised to be the first chance at using the Sword Calamity in real combat. He had almost gotten the chance back at Jaburo, only to have his moment ripped away when his superiors warned him of the base's imminent destruction. But this time, it would be different.

***

Deep within the belly of a Dogos Gear-class vessel, a lone MS stood out from the rest. The unit in question was an odd one to say the least. Its head was adorned with a pair almost ear-like appendages. The right arm could be summed up as skeletal, while the left bore a strange bit of curved metal. 

Sitting within the slumbering giant, a Titans pilot sat in perfect harmony. His breathing came evenly. His pulse throbbed on in perfect order. His mind was clear of everything; guilt, hate, rage. He was in a position to fight, to struggle, but was happy that he didn't have to do so. This very moment defined the man. But the moment was not to last.

"Major Murasame, prepare for launch at once."

Silently, Ten Murasame booted up his MS. A bright pink monoeye flashed to life, sliding within its track a few times. It edged slowly forward, toward the opening launch doors. 

"Bound Doc, ready for launch"

***

"Well, Mr. Zero, I'm very pleased to here that you've accepted our offer." Thraw Nemma said as cordially as possible while trying not to sound too desperate.

The man in question smirked. "You know, normally, we wouldn't even consider doing a job for you guys. But considering it's the Titans..."

"I understand the Crossbone Vanguard's political views." Nemma cut him off coldly. "And I hope you can put them aside in wake of how much we're paying you. After all, you've done if for others."

Zero's smile faded ever so slightly. "We just can't stand people who gas colonies...or drop them...or oppress others...or try to get all preachy about a 'master race'...you know, run of the mill stuff."

Nemma's brow twitched slightly at that. "Depending on how well you and your men do today, we may be tempted to call upon your services again-for a hefty sum, of course. Would you be averse to that?"

Zero answered in complete neutrality. "We'll see." With their negotiations complete, Zero rounded up the other Vanguard members in the room with a snap of his fingers and left. 

Hovering beside Totoro like a ghost, Zeraph Yue-a young Zeon pilot who had recently garnered himself a customized Kaempher-sighed testily. "Can we trust them?"

"We shall see."

***

"So, will we help out?" Selas Yra addressed Seraphil, who lounged lazily in his captain's chair.

"Good question," he sighed, straightening a bit. "If we show our true colors now, we won't be able to screw Zeon over even more in the future. Then again, we run the risk of being found out. If we do nothing, they'll grow suspicious. So...I say we take the middle road: do the absolute minimum to uphold our appearance as loyal Zeons."

***

The Titans launch could be seen for miles around. MS ranging in colors from black to blue to red were flung out into the cold, dark reaches of space. Brilliant pillars of light erupted from ships providing cover fire for their wayward MS. With a cacophony of colors and shapes moving through the inky canvas of space, the display looked like a work of art come to life. 

Within each war machine, a bundle of hopes and dreams charged forward. Each man had his own cause and his own reason for being there. Some came from completely different worlds, some having grown up rich, others dirt poor. Some soldiers had almost the exact same upbringings on their native Earth, but each one was different in the lives they had touched and the lives they had. 

Various things had attracted them like moths to the flame. Promises of glory and respect from their peers...the tantalizing prospect of power...the ideal that they were fighting for a pure, noble good... 

Such is the facade of war

***

"But, sir, the Zaku isn't ready yet!" A scrawny Zeon soldier insisted, hanging onto the Zaku III Custom's cockpit hatch for dear life as Totoro moved it toward the launch catapult. 

"I don't care! The Titans are about to launch an attack on the Garden of Thorns! I can't just sit by and let that happen."

"We don't even have to fight. We're far enough away to escape."

Totoro's entire being had been violated by that one statement. "Get. Off. My. Suit. Now."

The soldier, sensing he was in mortal danger, threw himself off the Zaku, latching onto a passing mechanic. "You're crazy, man! The Titans are too much!"

"No, you're just a spineless coward!" Totoro called out haughtily, launching to meet the Titans charge.

***

In no time at all, a battle that seemed days away erupted into shocking reality. Wave after wave of beam fire rained down upon the Garden of Thorns and its defenders, who shot right back with their own volleys. Not to say it was orderly, because that would be a lie. This engagement, like most large scale battles, had become chaotic (putting it mildly). All that mattered was pulling the trigger and tapping the thrusters enough to keep yourself alive. Logic gave way to panic and passion.

***

"I can't believe we're so late!" Yzak Jule sighed in exasperation as the Duel Gundam (outfitted in its brand new Assault Shroud gear), Buster Gundam, and Blitz Gundam rocketed out of the Garden to join the battle. 

"The attack did come quite suddenly," Nichol pointed out, scanning the battlefield nervously. The Titans forces had yet to actually reach the Garden, although they were dishearteningly close. 

"Are we just going to sit here or are we going to frag some Feddies?" Dearka snapped at the trio's lack of activity. 

"Right, right, Jule Team let's go."

***

"Sir, are you sure you want to do this?" A young officer aboard the Mother Vanguard addressed his superior nervously.

"Of course," Zero chuckled confidently. "I trust the Mother in your hands. I'm more of a pilot than a captain anyway."

"Are you ready yet?" Domon Kasshu's voice blared in his ear half-impatiently, half-jokingly.

"Of course, I thought we were waiting on Grim."

"I got down here before the both of you." The seldom spoken pilot of the Crossbone Gundam X-2 snapped gruffly. 

"In that case..." Zero swiveled to face the opening launch doors. "Crossbone Gundam Team, launch!"

***

Yzak Jule absently cursed not being to reach her face, thanks to her helmet. A film of prespiration had begun to form upon her face and it was getting really annoying. A Galbady Beta succumbed to her Shiva railgun moments before a Barzam was blown apart by a pair of missiles. A split second later, a GM II appeared before her, only to have its cockpit effaced by a well-placed beam rifle shot. It ultimately exploded, only to be replaced by a Hi Zack. 

"They. Just. Keep. Coming."

"I know," Dearka grunted, mowing down another Titan MS. For the past five minutes, he had hardly moved any direction but straight forward. He simply floated in space, spamming everything he came across that wasn't Zeonic. 

Dearka eyed an Asshimar descending from above, preparing to turn his guns on it. Fortunately, it was blown to bits by an unseen force. 

"You need to be more cautious." Nichol chastised invisibly, like some sort of specter. "But I think we've almost broken through their defensive line."

Shifting his attention back toward the enemy ranks, Dearka saw the Duel tear through another pair of Titans MS, opening the path to a cluster of Titans ships. "Come on, you two, get the lead out!"

***

Admiral Valons of the elite Titans taskforce stood upon the bridge of a Dogos Gear-class vessel, taking in the sights and sounds of battle with revelry. This sort of thing made him feel alive. The flash of beams . . . the flare of explosions blinking into existence for a moment only to die away . . . the rhythmic sound of the Gear-class' cannons firing time after time . . . 

"How is the Sabnack Team doing?" Valons abruptly broke the tense silence of the bridge. 

"They've engaged the enemy forces near point C 3."

"Hm...and Murasame?"

"He's a short distance away."

"How about the Zero?"

"On standby status...in can launch in a moment's notice." The officer paused a moment, before adding, "Is that all, sir?"

"Yes..." Valons drifted off into his private utopia again, gazing upon the battle. "On second thought, no...How is the gun?"

"Ready to fire on a moment's notice."

***

Hi-Zack on the right Zero waited until the MS in question was almost in his face before plunging a heat dagger into its waist, gracefully dodging its shots all the while. Asshimar on the right He slid the X-3 backward to evade its shot, only to ignite a beam saber and hold it out as the MS passed, neatly cutting it in two. Gabthley on the...HOLY ****!

Zero cursed under his breath, spinning and weaving to avoid the Gabthley's precise shots. Even as the Titan pushed his advantage and grew more arrogant with each passing moment, Zero discreetly retrieved a weapon from its side. The Gabthely broke from its MA mode in favor of a beam saber-wielding MS mode. Perfect...now, just a little closer

The pilot charged heedlessly, right into Zero's trap. "Safety Kaijou, IKUSO!" In an instant, the metallic object in the X-3's right hand burst with power, becoming a beam saber of epic proportions. Too late to withdraw from this contest, the Titan attempted to block the gargantuan beam. The fact that the Gabthely's beam saber last for the few moments it did was a testament to Titans engineering. Of course, a mere beam saber couldn't match the Murasama Blaster, which became painfully obvious when it effaced the Titan and his unit from existence.

"And you were just going to leave me there?" Zero snapped, pivoting to face the Crossbone X-2. 

"I got tied up," the pilot, nicknamed Grim Reaper, grunted gruffly with a wave to the sea of debris behind him.

Zero whistled in admiration before something struck him. "Where's Domon?"

***

Beam met beam in a clash of mentalities and weapons. The weapons reared back only to snap forward again, parrying, swiping, stabbing, slicing. At the end of these beams were two MS: The Crossbone Gundam X-1 and a tenacious Bound Doc. "I have to admit I'm impressed. It's not often something can stand up to the X-1."

"The Bound Doc isn't your typical MS." The Titan retorted a split second before its legs propelled the entire machine forward. In an instant, they were locked in mortal combat yet again.

***

Admiral Valons paced nervously upon the bridge of the Dogos Gear. Off in a not-so-distant part of the battlefield, the telltale signs of combat were drawing nearer. According to the reports coming in, the captured Gundams were going on a literal rampage through the Titan ranks. Needless to say, the prospect of being gunned down was less than appealing.

"Officer," he spoke gravely.

"Yes?"

"Dispatch the Wing Zero."

***

Thraw Nemma reflected Admiral Valons in many ways. Like the Titan, he had begun pacing uncomfortably at the thought of the enemy at the gates. He, too, had begun checking on assorted things from time to time for no real reason. But that was where the similarities stopped. Valons preached lofty ideals of Earthling superiority and God-given right the Titans had to do what they did. Nemma followed the old school of thought that actions spoke louder than words. 

"Have my ReGelg prepared for launch at once!"

A wide smile broke out upon Zeraph Yue's face as he stood a short distance away, having desperately waited for this moment. "I was wondering how long it would take you to come around."

***

Totoro Gamdun audibly inhaled through his nose, surveying the scene around him. The Garden of Thorns' perimeter was teeming with Titans. While pilots like the ZAFT soldiers, the Crossbone Vanguard and himself could tear through them almost effortlessly, the average Zeon grunt didn't seem to fair too well against a Titan. After all, they weren't the Earth's elite for nothing. 

For the past twenty minutes he had been fighting almost non-stop. The only break in the action came when he caught a reinforcement request through the Minovsky interference. Totoro, for some reason, just didn't do well in fighting at a certain point. He always seemed to roam, searching out the weakest part of the Zeon line and doing his best to bulk it up on his own. While the act seemed futile, the appearance of a noted ace laying waste to numerous enemy MS could inspire just about anyone to fight. To think someone who came from the humble beginnings of just another lower-middle class colony family would become Zeon's most notorious ace. He smiled slightly at the thought. 

However, his musing on his fighting style and ascent through the ranks was short-lived. Before he knew it, two teams of Hamrabis were diverging upon him. He had been headed toward a weakening point on the lower side of the asteroid, but it was hard to ignore a group of MS headed right for you. "All right...I suppose I have enough time to deal with the likes of you."

***

"Prepare to broadcast my address. I want the GENESIS to fire at a moment's notice." Admiral Valons' voice reached throughout the bridge, reverberating with dark promise.

As the soldiers went about arming what could truly be called a doomsday weapon, they dreaded its use but could only respond "Yes, sir."

***

"Incoming!" Dearka called out to his wing men, eying the golden beam of energy threading its way towards them. With proper warning, the Jule Team dodged with ease. But that wasn't the worst of it. Shortly thereafter, the Wing Zero drifted into view.

"So, the Titans have a Gundam of their own." Yzak sneered, wavering between awe and spite. "Three on one isn't exactly fair odds, but I don't see anyone complaining."

"Yzak," Nichol's voice was barely a whisper. "I have a bad feeling about this."

Before either of his wing men could chastise him for his negativity, the pilot spoke. "There is no Gundam. There is only ZERO."

***

"What are you babbling about? This is a war, not a poetry-reading contest." To make his point, Dearka promptly combined his guns and opened fire. Despite the proximity of the Wing Zero, the beam ultimately passed through the Gundam's legs as the pilot tapped its verniers ever so slightly. What made the whole thing even more unreal was that the maneuver had been made ahead of time.

"I've got him!" Nichol's voice drifted out of nothingness moments before a pink beam came into being. The saber lashed out at the Wing Zero's rear, only to sail through space harmlessly as the pilot forced his machine into a flip. The beam passed underneath the Zero as it righted itself while the Blitz rushed past. Before Nichol could so much as turn around, the Zero completed its somersault and swatted the Blitz aside like a fly with is shield.

"You can't hope to beat the ZERO. ZERO is all...ZERO is infinite...ZERO_IS_YOUR_GOD!" The pilot shrieked, leveling his buster rifle at the trio before pulling the trigger.

"Evasive maneuvers!" Yzak bellowed to her wing man, cursing her new Assault Shroud armor for being so damn bulky. But even as she dodged, she fired a salvo from her AS's extra weapons. If she was going to go down, she was going to go down fighting.

***

"Come on!" Totoro Gamdun crowed malevolently, rending a Hamrabi in twain with a stroke of his beam saber. Three down...three to go... The remaining blue MS shifted aimlessly in space, gripped byt inactivity due to their pilots' wavering courage. "Are we going to get this show on the road or not!?" ****...Mobility has decreased in the left arm by 40%...the generator output has dropped by almost a third...my targeting programs is off...****, Seraphil...

"Fine! If you won't come to me, I'll come to you!" The words ripped from his throat as he throttled forward full blast, firing all the way. Unfortunately for him, the remaining Hamrabis were fast on their feet and scattered like cockroaches in the light as soon as he opened fire. As they dodged, the sting ray-like machines moved into place, bit by bit. Finally, with their web woven, it began.

"Operation Cobweb!"

***

A frail, young blond spoke softly to his commanding officer. "Beginning in five, four, three, two, on air..."

The aged yet wily visage of Admiral Valons suddenly appeared on the screens of TVs all around the Earth Sphere. Much grumbling, choice words, and insults followed, even though a "we must interrupt your scheduled programming for..." message had been aired. Such is the caprice of the viewing audience: they love to watch what they hate. 

But such musings had no place in this moment of supreme authority. As suddenly as he appeared, the Titan spoke. "I am Admiral Thomas Valons of the Titans task force, a peacekeeping force founded by the NEF, as I'm sure many of you know. For the past several months, we have endeavored to keep the Earth Sphere-Colonist and Earthling alike-safe and secure under our watchful eye. But there are those who would disrupt this peace for their own selfish ends; groups like the AEUG with their communist ideals, like Zeon with its totalitarian government, like Orb with its aspirations of world conquest thanks to their hordes of super soldiers. It is our sole concern to remove these hostile force, but public opinion has been growing steadily in these terrorists' favor."

He paused a moment, allowing his demeanor to become more soothing while his features grew softer.

"Ever since the early days of law enforcement, those that protect have been looked upon with scorn, for in times of peace, they must look to their own to discipline. It is a simple concept, really. What is the point of protecting the people from others if you stand by and let them fall victim to each other? So, in this time of great strife, I ask you to look beyond a slight incursion against you that was done for the good of all people and support us in this time of need."

In a flash, his tone reverted.

"Those that do not will be met with a swift and merciless punishment. At this very moment, the brave men and women of the Second Titans Fleet are locked in combat with Zeon insurgents at the meteor base known as the Garden of Thorns. Let this day stand as a symbol the Titans, in all our glory. We will prevent atrocities such as Operation Lilac and the Bloody Valentine with whatever means necessary." He stopped again, his entire body tensing with anticipation, his beady little eyes smouldering in excitement, his face glowing with rapture. "Fire the GENESIS cannon!"

***

"What the hell!?" Totoro Gamdun uttered in disbelief as he watched gauges all over his cockpit near critical levels. I was outsmarted by a bunch of ****ing Titans!? He seethed with rage, trying to shake off the sea serpent shocking weapons that had wrapped around his MS, perhaps an evolution of the Gouf's heat whip. While it forced all three MS to focus on a single opponent, the maneuver ("Operation Cobweb" if he remembered correctly) was devastatingly effective. With the temperature rising and circuits being overloaded, it was only a matter of time before his MS' generator fizzled out, leaving him helpless. The very thought filled him with a fear so cold it made space feel like a sauna by comparison. He tugged at his controls; he stomped his vernier pedals; he pulled the trigger of a long-empty gun. But it was to no avail. The Zaku still sparked and flared with excess electricity that threatened to ruin it. Is this how I'm going to die?

"Not so fast!" In a flash, one of the Hambrabis was bereft of its right arm, along with the sea serpent weapon that had launched from it. The pilot didn't even get a chance to face his attacker before a second beam carved neatly through his cockpit. One of its companions immediately broke off in spite of his commander's orders to stay and short out Totoro's Zaku III to avenge his comrade's demise. He didn't even come close to accomplishing his goal. The navy blue MS that had been Totoro's savior sliced it in half with its beam saber as it sailed past. 

The final Hambrabi pilot, withdrawing its weapon to run, fell victim to the very pilot he had thought to be at his mercy. Before the wire could fully retract, the line went taught and the Hambrabi was halted. Turning to look upon the perpetrator, the Titan was now the one freezing over with fear as he looked upon the Zaku III grimly gripping the line. 

"Get over here!" Totoro tugged upon the line, pulling the Hambrabi to him in a flash and impaling it on the extended saber. "Trash..." He sent the MS afloat with a left hook to its chest and disengaged his saber. "Good timing, Vice Admiral."

"I do what I can." Thraw Nemma smiled coolly within the cockpit of his ReGelg, painted a deep navy blue and lined with a powder blue shade.

"Sir!" Zeraph Yue's strangled cry broke through the air of superiority even as he blew a pair of Titans MS away with his beam bazooka. "What is that!?"

***

"Yzak, get this guy off me!" Dearka half-snapped, half-pleaded, trying to escape the encroaching Wing Zero.

"I'm coming!" She called out on reflex. "Wait, where the hell is the Blitz? Nichol!"

"I'm on him!" He responded, firing away with his Trikeros. The pilot dodged the beams and allowed the gundanium armor to absorb the blow from the pincer missiles, all the while making it look so incredibly easy.

"That trick is getting old!" The Zero's pilot sneered, pointing the buster rifle directly at the Blitz, despite its cloak.

"How can he see me!?"

"ZERO knows all!"

"Would you shut the **** up about the ZERO already!?" Yzak spat, rushing toward the Zero's turned back, saber drawn.

***

Ten Murasame's nostrils flared as he deftly moved closer to his target. The Gaza C let out a frantic volley of beam fire to ward him off and was rewarded with a beam saber to the torso. Its wing man met a similar fate when he impaled it on the Bound Doc's beam saber. As he scanned the battlefield, Ten barely caught sight of a Bawoo out of the corner of his eye. In a single, deft move, Ten thrust upward to avoid the beam rifle shot and answered with one of his own, which pierced the offending MS's cockpit.

Once again, he allowed the Bound Doc to come to a stop so that he could survey the battlefield once more. Looks like I've wiped out all the enemies in the immediate area His musing were interrupted by a Minovsky particle-warped transmission.

"GENE...fire...eva...nger..." 

The artificial snorted softly in annoyance before firing up his verniers and moving closer to the source of the message. Fortunately, he had already been past that area, so he didn't meet any resistance. 

"GENESIS cannon is about to fire. All Titans soldiers are to evacuate at once. If you don't, you will be putting yourself in extreme danger."

"Looks like I'd better get the hell out of here."

***

Several kilometers away from this heated battle, a great cylinder serenely sat within space. Mostly silver, it exuded the aura of some great treasure. The fact it had guards (a small fleet of Titans ships and MS) only enhanced the taboo sense that old treasures had. 

Too bad looks can be deceiving.

In an instant, gears churned and mechanisms whirred. The great structure began to glow at its "mouth," not unlike the dragons of lore. The glow would prove to be even more destructive. 

With time came completion. The weapon was ready to fire. The beast had awakened. 

A tumult of light spilled forth from the great cylinder, hurtling directly toward the Garden of Thorns.

***

Thraw Nemma's jaw dropped when he looked to see what had Yue so startled: a pillar of light-seemingly divine in nature-was about to strike the Garden.

"Evasive maneuver, NOW!"

***

The beam of light-which was actually a beam of concentrated nuclear power-struck the Garden almost dead center, just above and slightly to the left. But it was just as devastating. The beam carved through the asteroid with ease and ultimately blew it apart with a sickening ease. The Garden truly became a garden in that instant. The red, orange, and yellow of flame mingled and danced like roses and daisies in the Summer wind.

