Part IV


Before the battle it’s all macho bragging and saying how many men you’ll kill and how you’ll win the war single handedly. But then the bullets start to fly and your friends and loved ones start to drop dead all around you. That’s when you realize who you really are. On the field of blood your soul will change……..


The bullets reigned down on each side, the fire storm growing wildly out of control. Chad pulled the trigger on his controller desperately. He aimed at multiple targets at once. He, along with Mel and Claw, would turn around from behind a tree and then fire furiously until they saw some fire and then ducked back. The Zakus were relentless. But Chad wasn’t about to fail his first mission as a commander. 


He worked his mind to its fullest, burning his brain. He thought of strategies over and over. Then it hit him, “Everyone! Hold your fire!”


The noise silenced, giving a short time of peace. Mel’s voice boomed through the radio.


“What? Why?” he yelled.


“I’ve got a plan.” Chad stated simply.


“Do tell, partner,” Claw told him.


“OK, Molly?”


“Yeah,” the woman’s voice came through.


“When I give the signal, drive straight in between us and the Zakus.”


“WHAT??” the entire team echoed.


“Trust me. She’s bait.”


“It’s simple, ya know.” Claw said.


“Yeah, but it might work. Do we fire when their attention’s gone?” Mel asked.


“You’ve got it, D-back.” 


Chad stared at the positions of the Zakus. Good, they were in perfect trapping zones. He pushed buttons on his computer and gave Claw and Mel each their own designated targets. His hands tightened on the trigger, he stopped himself. He was getting anxious. 


The 8th team waited, the seconds of peace seeming like hours. Their bodies dripped with perspiration in the humid weather. The small cockpits weren’t a help either. Finally Chad’s voice came to Molly, “Now!” he snapped.


Molly let off her brake and slammed on the gas. The hover tank sped through the battle field. Immediately bullets were after her vehicle, she was on the verge of screaming when she finally heard the sound of the GM’s guns. 


She looked to the side and turned her tank sharply. She turned just in time to see a Zaku hit the ground. It was Mel’s target. The next Zaku drooped, being Chad’s. Then the entire team concentrated on the third, retreating Zaku. Molly pitched in with her Vulcan gun atop her tank. Bullets pounded the mobile suit, nailing it to the ground. It exploded in a brilliant flash of light and metal. 


The GM’s came out of cover and walked to the tank.


“Well done, Sassy.”


“No problem,” Molly responded with a sigh of relief.


Chad’s cockpit opened, he stood up and looked around. He’d never seen anything like this. He and Mel had fought with Tucker in America as Leo pilots during the early invasion. Afterwards they became Gundam pilots and were at the Battle of St. Louis. It was awful, men dieing and GM’s blowing up left and right. Mobile suits fought like ordinary men in old style. Names were given to battles like they were in the American Revolutionary War. Battle of New York, of Pittsburgh, and, the worst and bloodiest of all of them, the Battle of St. Louis. Battles were fought in modern style at sometimes, at others it was like a Civil War battle portrayed by mobile suits. 


Then Chad and Mel were in Iraq until its end. They were used to seeing one explosion in a sea of sand. None of the battles there could even compare to the ones in America, but, nonetheless, there hadn’t been a war with so many casualties on both sides like this since World War 2. Of course this is what gave this war its name, World War 3. Some even called it Armageddon itself.  


But this, this was new. Shreds of shrapnel and metal were spotted all over the ground, some sticking out of the tree of the dense jungle. Some trees had been mowed down to splintering stumps by bullets and explosions. One Zaku cockpit had been blown open, the pilot himself pounded by bullets from the GM’s 120mm gun. The sight was ghastly, making even Chad and Mel, two seasoned veterans, turn away, green. 


Chad had seen many things happen to men, even friends of his from West Point. A ground trooper he knew closely was at St. Louis with him. He was a patriot through and through, jumping up, acting as a color bearer. These hadn’t been seen since the Spanish-American War. But as he waved his flag valiantly, a bullet from an AK-47 struck him through the cheek, leaving his jaw hanging open.


In the field hospital, Chad was there from a leg wound, he saw men with legs gone from Zaku and Serpent fire. One man held his tongue up with his hand, his lower jaw completely gone, shot off from machine gun fire. These images of horror, the horror of war, would haunt Chad and Mel for the rest of there natural lives. 


Chad continued to survey the area. He figured the Zaku would be around some where close. He told the others what to do and they went off in different directions, keeping in constant contact.


Chad looked around for anything that might look like shelter. That, he reckoned, would be the outpost. He looked left and right, when Molly’s voice came up, “Commander?” she called.


“Yea?” Chad responded.


“May I speak?” she had a trembling sound in her voice, as if she was crying.


Chad hated that, if anything of a woman tugged at his heart, it was her crying. His sympathetic heart forced him to talk, “Sure, Molly.”


“Well…I…I feel awful. I’m sorry, sir.” Her voice got more and more crackly, and Chad knew that there were tears in her voice. 


“Why?”


“I just helped kill someone, sir. I can’t handle that! I’m weak, I’m sorry.”


“No, you’re not. Molly, have you ever been a real battle before, other than this one?”


“No, sir.”


“Call me Chad. Well, what you feel is normal. It’s kill or be killed, but either one is a choice. And both of them are hard, very hard. I felt the same way when I first fought.”


“Sir?” Molly asked in an unsure voice.


“Yes, I did. Molly, when my first kill came, it came with a Zaku, not unlike the ones back there. I was a Leo pilot and we got engaged in a sword duel. The battle around us disappeared and it just him and me. At one point his cockpit came across mine. His was open, I had melted it away with my saber. His face looked intent on killing me, but I was quicker then him and I turned around and sliced his suit in half. It all blew up right there, but right before I hit him, I saw his face. He had a look on his face I can’t explain, but I’ll never forget. It was of fear, pure, horrific fear. If I had had the power, Molly, I would’ve stopped that saber.


“Afterwards I remember thinking, ‘That man was somebody’s son. He may have been someone’s husband, or someone’s father. And now his family won’t ever see him again, all because I killed him.’ And, Molly, that face still haunts me to this very day.” 


Molly stayed silent for a minute or two. But then she spoke up again, “Chad, that is exactly how I feel. Why do we do this, Chad? Why?”


“Becau-“ Chad stopped, “Because….because this is war, Molly. War is awful, it is a demon, a monster waiting to pounce and erupt into its full fury. And we are in its belly, swallowed up by its giant mouth. And now we’ve got to fight our way out, by winning this stupid war.”


Molly only nodded and turned to her driving. 


About an hour later, Chad found the outpost and called the team to him. They came and they set up camp. The post, two small buildings made of trees, vines, and fanned out leaves, and a watchtower of the same materials, were located on a hill, in the clearing. They captured the Chinese flag and raised the American flag, a patriotic moment for all of them.  

Then they wanted to name the post. Mel wanted Stronghold. Molly said Fort Regret, and Claw suggested Fort Tepee. But Chad’s name over ruled theirs, simply because they, especially Mel, knew why he came up with the name. 


The post was dubbed Outpost Cherry Hill.   

