MOBILE SUIT GUNDAM RAGNAROK

Chapter 1 – Fateful Reunion

Preview


Overlooking the vast and desolate expanse of the former colonial nation now known as the Graveyard, the Ranger rested just outside of the denser fields of debris.  Though still surrounded by the fragments of sunken ships, mobile suits, and the artifacts of former civilian life, the vessel stayed well away from where the larger husks of whole colonies and large buildings still drifted.  The crew had to make sure the space outside was clear enough for the mobile suit squadrons to launch safely.  And in fact, as the ship sat anchored, a pattern of bright lights could be seen exiting the hangar located on its bow.  There were four in total, belonging to the mobile suits in Bale's team.  Exiting in single file, the lights then grouped into a roughly V-shaped formation and crossed out over the debris field, taking a direct route over the denser ruins and heading for the opposite end of the Graveyard area.


Inside the Ranger's hangar, four more mobile suits lined up in single file before a readied catapult.  The suit in front was a robust model, primarily copper in colour with a rich red ornamentation identifying it as a commander's unit.  Its huskier frame and more menacing face identified it as Commander Iverson's personal Minotaur.  Directly behind it stood a pair of standard Gargoyles, and behind them was a new unit entirely.  Red with a gunmetal trim, it stood slightly taller than the Gargoyles, and sported wider legs packed with thrusters, as well as a larger backpack unit and broader shoulders.  It was one of the two new Griffin units the Ranger had received just before departure.  As maintenance crews ran final checks on the mobile suits, four individuals in black Allaster pilot suits drifted into the hangar, splitting up with each one heading for one of the units.


Taking to the Griffin was Lieutenant Valentine, her sleek and feminine figure complimented nicely by the near form-fitting pilot suit.  After exchanging a few words with some remaining maintenance workers, she slipped inside the suit's cockpit hatch and closed it behind her, taking a seat in the slightly cramped quarters.  The suit's operating systems had already been booted up by the maintenance team, so all that was left for her to do was calibrate the settings to her liking.  As it was a new unit, it lacked the familiarity of her old Gargoyle.  Raising the visor on her helmet, she brushed away a few stray hairs in her face with one hand, while the other flicked lightly over the control panel in front of her.  Aiming calibration, control responsiveness, display layout, and even a few creature comforts like air conditioning, she knew her preferences exactly, and quickly entered them into the new machine.  Just as she finished, there was a crackle over the radio, and Commander Iverson's voice filled the cockpit.


“All right, it's just as I told you during briefing,” his voice came in loud and clear.  A little too loud, as Valentine found herself quickly reaching for the volume control before lowering her visor.


“While Lieutenant Caulfield's team takes the usual route, we take the opposite way around.  The checkpoints were already specified during briefing, just follow me and keep your eyes peeled.  Do you all copy?”  He was met with a trio of “yes sirs” from the other three pilots.


“Lieutanant Valentine.”


“Sir?” she looked up suddenly.


“Show me I wasn't mistaken in giving you that Griffin,” he said, a friendly and non-serious tone to his voice.


“Will do, sir,” Valentine replied.


“And everyone, remember: if we encounter the Marzanna, I don't want to see any heroics.  We act as a team, and do what we can to minimize our casualties.  Is that understood?”  Once again, he was met with a trio of “yes sirs.”


“Good.  Now, Iverson, heading out!”  Stepping onto the catapult, the Minotaur shot forward and out into space, launching from the ship with a flash of its main thrusters.  Once the catapult slid back into place, the next suit in line stepped forward.  As the units ahead of her took their turns, Valentine undid the collar of her flight suit, and unzipped the front just slightly.  Reaching into an inside pocket, she pulled out a small, rectangular photograph.


“Emmerich, heading out!” Chris announced his departure as his Gargoyle shot forward and out into space.  Zipping up her flight suit, Valentine paused for a brief second and looked at the photograph.  Her face was blank, yet somehow soft.  The photo held a sentimental air to it, but at the same time felt somehow distant to her.


“Ahri Mujad, heading out!” Ahri called out, her Gargoyle launching.  It was now Valentine's turn.  Positioning her Griffin on the catapult, she slipped the edge of the photo into the border of her main viewscreen, and placed her hands on the suit's control grips.


“Valentine, out!”  Bracing herself for the sudden increase in G-forces, she barely flinched as the suit launched out into space.  Once free of the ship, she activated its main thrusters and re-oriented herself with the suit's verniers.  She could already tell it was much quicker and more responsive than her old Gargoyle.  Moreso than she anticipated.  Once this tour was over, she'd have to take it out on some test runs to get a better feel for it.  For now, however, all she could do was adapt as best she could, and followed after the other three, taking the far end of a V-shaped formation.  As they passed down around the debris field, Valentine couldn't help but feel that despite the Commander's insistence on caution and safety during this mission, this was just going to be another routine patrol with nothing to worry about.

