(NERV) Captain Kindly's Log				   	           	25th July 2027
Today I officially joined NERV.
I’m now on extended military leave, for an indefinite period of time. 
My second, Captain Peter Sanderson has taken control of the flotilla.
I finally met Commander March in person.
… and then one of the pilots.
At 1500 hours the small plane touched down on the HMAS Canberra.
With confidence that I was doing the right thing for the nation,
I boarded.
On the plane were three people.
Commander March, finally a face to put to that correspondence.
With him where his two aids, I really can’t help but think of them as his left and right hands.

I was introduced to December, his right hand man.
December seems to be a rather sever and curt. More so than March himself.
December is as far as I can tell the second in command of the operation.
Though the Commander  informs me that I report directly to him.
What then is December’s role?

I was not introduced to the Commander’s left hand,
but he seems to be a simple aid, or possibly a manservant or some sort?
There is defiantly something more here.
Commander March seems from what I can gauge of him to be a man with plan, and then twelve more plans. A good commander in other words.
However the most important person on the plans, the pilot.
Julian Garnet, Child Bravo.
Just looking at him I can tell he’s physically the perfect soldier.
Built like a tree, an absolute tank of a man;
 but with a casual fine control to his movements like some sort of large cat waiting to pounce.
I tell you with 5 men like him I could have driven fear into the hearts of those Indos on first day, or better the first night.
I can honestly say I’m impressed.
Maybe this squad, has a chance at saving the world after all.

On the plane, the Commander puts on a video.
Really it’s nice to have good equipment again. Staying on the Canberra was a taste of what it was like before we sent our best ships off to join the UN Navy. But this plane? It’s something different, as much as I hate to admit it, it’s better than anything the Navy could get before end of the war.
The video was the same old footage I’ld seen before, 
The fights against the “Angels” in Japan,
But this time I can see  what is fighting them.
Clearly these videos the non-censored versions of the ones the ADF managed to get hold of.

So on screen are the things the UN called Angels (which we first encountered a couple of months back – see notes on LUMO-D24 and LUFO-D25)
being fought by the 40m tall Mechs. So this is the Secret Weapon I’ve heard so little about. 
The Angels are the threat that NEVR was combating to save the world.
To be honest I’m glad someone has a plan to deal with them, ‘cos well, as even the ADF video’s showed, We ain’t got nothing that can touch them –‘til now.

At 2100 hours, the plane landed in the new Sydney, this is the first time I’ve ever been inside 
Fortress City Sydney-14. I have to say looking form the plane as it landed wasn’t much clearer than what we could see of the coast. It’s strung out over 5 or so islands. The building yard for a massive battleship is taking up large portions of one of them, most of the others are densely covered in buildings, the details of which I can’t make out. Although one the one we’re heading to is mostly bare, other than the airstrip.
So we land, coast in to the hanger, which is a giant elevator – obviously.
As we go down I look around, trying to see if there are selves of planes or something,
but it’s all black.
Apparently flying, or maybe this elevator business doesn’t agree with me. In the darkness I stumbled and hit my head on something. Hard (nothing seems to be broken…). How I did that sitting down I’m not entirely sure. Maybe they’re right – maybe I am getting too old for this.

Once we get off the plane, the first thing Child Bravo does is dive into his pocket, take out a packet of Cigs, and a Zippo lighter. Shoves one in his mouth, flashes the lighter on, holds the flame up to the end to light it.
	This is totally unacceptable, not only is he risking his life by smoking – his life doesn’t belong to him anymore, it belongs to the country. It’s not his to through away.
	But worse he is taking his ease in front of not only his commanding officer (me), but in front of the Commander himself. He will learn to show respect. I tell him, that he must never smoke in my presence again. If he continues then I may have to take more decisive action.
However I did notice one very interesting thing: when he held the flame up to the end of his fag, he went cross-eyed focusing on it. It was like he’ld only just realised what he was doing (holding a flame up to his face). His eyes then shot wide open, and he visibly paled. 
Commander March scolded him, “Garnett, you know what fire does to you. What happened to the electric lighter we gave you”. (Child Bravo felt around his pockets for a while the pulled it out.)
What is the relationship between Child Bravo and the Commander? He seemed rather father like.
If  I remember the notes I was given correctly, Child Bravo was a orphan, who Commander March took out of the Orphanage. Does he look at Child Bravo as a son? 
It’ll be hard for him, sending his son out to die.

… So Child Bravo is afraid of fire. What shall I do about this?
It’s defiantly not a desirable train in a soldier.
Maybe therapy of some sort? Then again if he’s half the soldier I think he is, he’ll not want to look a sissy.
Maybe I can solve two birds with one stone? Flammable Ciggies?
I know that would be treading the line, but that’s one way to draw the line in the sand, ain’t it?
Damn it, it’s been over 35 years since I’ve been an NCO.
Gods, but its good to be back on the front line.
Maybe I can forget.


