(NERV) Captain Kindly's Log	  	           	14th September 2027
Today Bravo came back to us.
I knew He'ld be ok.
I knew he was strong.
I knew he wouldn't be another one I lost.
I came back, and he's more or less up and about. Tara is nowhere to be seen.
Bravo'll be fine.  I took him out to town in the evening, to celebrate. But more on that later.

3 hours later I find Tara a way down the corridor, kinda just standing about.
I have to do what I can to keep Tara with us. I don't want to lose the lassie.
We need her. I need her.
I take her aside: "I think you should stay with Bravo, in case he relapses."
She stops and starts at me, saying nothing and not blinking.
Almost 2 minutes pass and she still hasn't blinked, or said anything.
"Blink Tara" I tell her and she does. she still doesn't say anything though.
30 seconds later, she still hasn't  blinked again.
"Blink Tara" and she does.
"Tara, try blinking every twenty seconds." She does so. Exactly every twenty seconds, she blinks a single time.
I give her about a minute to get used to this, she's still not talking.
And then: "This was a very good Idea, Kindly"
For a second I thought she was talking about staying with Bravo. Then I see her blink.
"You know Tara you don't have to blink exactly every twenty seconds. You could blink when ever your eyes get dry." I realise what I've said and what she'd probably do, and quickly add: " But don't touch them to find out."
Her hand falls back to her waist.
"Isn't living near the other pilots fun?"
"yeah… I guess" this doesn't sound to committal, I'm not sure if she'll stick around or not.
But I've done what I can, I can't keep her here against her will. 
Section 2 can't container her, what chance do I have?
anyway forcing her to stay with us would defeat the purpose of keeping her with us.
She walked out of the building, when we finished talking. Still blinking.
So that night I take Bravo out. I found a real pub, where men go at the end of the day to forget how tired they are. None of this modern "club" rubbish. This is a place where men go, to drink in peace, and maybe talk. I get the bar tender to get us a some real smokes - a pair of fine Cubans.
I don't know if Bravo's ever had a cigar before, but it's a night to celebrate.
Bravo conscious, and He destroyed the Angel utterly, who knows how long 'til the next one appears - I can only assume there will be more.
We sit outside for a while. The Music hear is good.
I order us a jug of Double Beer - it is as they say on the bottle - "The the finest malted beverage possible in Euclidean Geometries"
It's just as potent as ever. Frees the tongue. I tell Bravo some things I probably shouldn't have, but i find out something's I wouldn't have otherwise. Bravo can be trusted, I'm sure, I never broke anything confidential (that I remember), just something's I've worked out.
My memories are kinda patchy. I remember telling him and Alpha are the only ones I can trust. Delta's fucked up, Echo and Foxtrot are more interested in fighting each other than the angels and Charlies a god-damn spy - and the whole base knows about it.
I'm also pretty sure I told him about the Eva's being alive, it's the god-damn only explanation for what March let slip at his sync test. "Without the core the flesh will die."
Bravo looks pretty incredulous at both these statements. I don't know if he believes me, god knows I wish I didn't believe me.
What he tells me about Tara… explains something's, but also raises more questions. 
What is this girl? How is this girl?
He says that at one stage when "She had put me in front of the TV for …hours". 
She leaned forward and kissed him. Full on the lips, apparently.
Then stopped, and threw him over her shoulders to the otherside of the couch,
and went back to watching tv.
At the time in my drunken state, my first thought was "When vegetative, Garnet's a blood terrible kisser."
Now thinking about it, a more important question than why is: How? Garnet's an Big Boy. I don't know if even I could lift him, let alone throw him the meter or so it is from one end of the couch to the other. Where did she learn do that, how physically could  she throw Bravo?
then again Why is pretty important.
What Bravo tells me next (at least I think it was next…) sheds some light on why - but not much.
"When I came back to my… self. I spoke to her. I told her that I remembered everything that happened over the last week. She replied: "Ugh, I just wanted to try something…", I told her I forgave her and she jumped up and bolted into the door. She ran into the door trying to get away from me!"
"Women, who can understand them?" I commiserate. We drink the last of the Jug to that.
Last thing I remember of the night was Scott leading us home.
