To the Jungles of Hell

                              Part I

Raye was sweeping the west wing of the temple. Chad was on the east side doing the same thing to it. Raye thought of her life, as she always did while working. 


Man, she thought, I haven’t been on a date in so long. It’s almost impossible for one of the guys at the private school to ask me out. And I don’t know any others, except…

Raye looked across the patio, she looked at Chad. Should she let all that hard work he’s done for her payoff? Or should she act as she always had. As she thought the mail truck pulled up. 


“Chad?” she called him over.


“Yeah?” he returned in Japanese. 


“Could you go get the mail, please?” she asked.


“Uh, yeah, sure.” He sounded disappointed. 


“Thanks.” She smiled, and then played with him by kissing him on the cheek.


Chad turned red, then ran for the mailbox. Raye watched. Yes, she would ask him if he would be interested. Although he was supposed to ask, she knew he never would, out of respect and fear. But as she watched him, he pulled out a letter. He opened it. Apparently he’d gotten another letter from his parents in the US. 


He began to walk fast back to the temple, but then slowed down. His face, though no eyes could be seen through the shaggy hair, showed great concern. 


Raye advanced towards him and heard him say “Dad,” ever so quietly. She knew something was wrong. 


“Chad?” she blurted out, softly. 


“He’s…he’s…gone.” he said with a slight shakiness in his voice, “My dad’s gone!”


“Oh, Chad, I-I’m so sorry!” Raye didn’t know what else to say. “Could I ask how?”


“Killed. They don’t know by what or who yet. But one of the ranch hands found him dead on his horse!” Raye saw a stream of tears crawling down the right side of his face.


“Chad, I-“


“Raye, please, I need to be alone.”


“Right. OK.”


Chad stayed in his room the rest of the evening. The girls came to talk to Raye, and she mentioned what had happened.


“Poor Chad!” Mina said.


“I know how he feels.” Lita added.


Serena caught a figure in the dark out of the corner of her eye. “Who’s that?”


Raye looked, it was Chad, coming to the room where they all were.


“Raye, I’m sorry, but I’ve got to get home, for the funeral.” He sighed.


“I understand. Uh, how?”


“My mother paid for tickets for a plane. I’m leaving tomorrow. It’ll be the last time I’ll ever see you again.”


Before Raye could say anything, Chad was gone.


Chad was about to board the plane. He turned to see Raye and her four best friends waving to him. He waved back, lightly, and boarded the plane. He didn’t know what hurt worse, the loss of his father, or the loss of the woman he was in love with. He would ponder these things on the jet, crying himself to sleep.





*******


7 years later, near Baghdad, Iraq: 



March 10, 1999


Chad looked back on those events. That was back in ’92. It was now 1999. He was in the middle of an all out war. It was the UN allies versus the Second Axis. Chad leaned back in his fold up chair, balancing it on its back legs. He looked over to his left, outside his tent. It was his Gundam. The mobile suit that got him here. 


“Boy, would Raye be impressed!” he said to himself. He reached into his back pocket and pulled out a photo of him and Raye. He could just hear her, “A marine?! You’re a USMC?!” He could see the look on her face. Even he never expected to be a Gundam pilot. Now he’d worked his way up to a Commander. He wasn’t in command, but was second in command; second in command of the 8th Marine Corps Mobile Suit Division. Its commander was Col. Matthew Tucker, from Texas. He was an awesome commander, Chad’s role model. 

Chad looked at the picture again, than at the small signaling mirror on the table. He had changed, a lot. He had become bigger, stronger. He now had much, much shorter hair. It only went down to the big spine bump on his neck. And he actually showed off his eyes. They were hazel. His chest and arms and legs had swelled up with muscle, and he actually had abbs now. 


His wing man, Lt. Melvin Renaude walked in. 


“Sir.” He saluted. 


Chad saluted back. “At ease.”


“Thank you, sir. I just received word that-“


“Did I say you could talk? I said at ease, not permission to speak freely.”


“No, sir, you didn’t.”


“Didn’t think so. Carry on.”


Melvin smirked, “ Well, sir, we are to move out to section18 tomorrow. We’ll meet up with the 2nd  team there.”


“OK, so why are telling me this, Renaude, tell the Col..”


“I did, sir.” 


“Well then is there more?”


“No, sir.”


‘Then you may go.” Chad said.


Mel saluted, smiled, and then walked off. 


Col. Tucker walked in immediately after Mel left. Chad tried to jump up, but fell over in his chair, making tons of racket. He stood up quickly and saluted. “Sir!” he said loudly.


Tucker returned the gesture, “At ease, Williams, have a seat.”


“Yes, sir.”


“Com. Williams, I trust you know our orders?’


“Yes, sir.”


“Williams, you may speak freely.”


“Thank you, sir.”


“I like the way you run, Williams. You’ll make a great leader of this team, if I go.”


Chad chuckled, “If you go, sir.”


“If I don’t, you’ll be a great general after this crap is all over.”


“General? Let me remind you sir, once this thing’s over, I’m outta here!” 


As they talked, Mel came in again. “SIR! SIR!” he yelled.


“What?” Tucker stood up. 


“They surrendered! Iraq is out! Yuzane is dead!”


“What?!” Chad jumped out of his seat. He was ecstatic.


“Iraq is out of the war!” 


“I guess we’re not moving then, huh?” Chad smiled.


“No, sir, wrong. We’re gonna be a part of a big air drop on China.”


“Oh, great, Zakus.”


“Yep, no more child’s play, were goin’ for the big boys now.” Tucker said.


Tucker elbowed Chad, “Ya ready, kid?”

