(NERV) Captain Kindly's Log		(Monday) 20th September 2027
Dawn, finally comes, and with it the completion of yesterdays logs.
A couple of hours later, the phone call from March.
Apparently we've lost them. Gone, off the radar. No sign.
March seems keen to press on with Operation Reveille. from the sound of him he's never contemplated cancelling it. He's asking me if I've had any further thoughts. Looks like it's going ahead.
I think this is probably for the best, we need the pilots to be ready for personal combat, and this will be a good may of preparing for that. let them work out their roles in the squad. Though the operation may be obvious enough to draw out the insurgents, with the security preparations they would be fools to strike when we are so alter.
I talk to the Commander about security, apparently he's found Opson, he sounds displeased with him. Looking back though these logs: 
"25th July 2027:
 According to Scott Child Bravo has an arrangement  with Opson,  I asked him about it.
Bravo replied that it just that Opson stays out of his way and Bravo doesn’t mention say anything to March if the security officer stops and has break."
That probably explains Opson's absence. On the other hand, Opson is ex-SAS, why would they accept some one lazy into the ranks. Maybe that's why he's not there anymore.
Something doesn't quiet add up with Opson. Maybe he's working on a covert mission for the base, but then March didn't know about his absence last night, and he sounds displaced with him now.

I explain my worries about Irvine's, mental health (his mind is gone), and convince March that he should be taken of the job, at least until he's passed a psych test.
Delta needs a man of steel. Strong personality, excellent physical skills, a man who people listen to, and someone who can make a fast, accurate decision under pressure.
The only man I've seen in this base, displaying all those qualities was Truman, (the leader from the damage control crew, in the recovery video.). He reminds me of myself, when I was younger, and still working the field.
He is defiantly an asset to Section 2, but I convince the commander to let him take over bodyguard duty. At least temporarily.
The Commander has other duties for him for the rest of the week, and is hesitant at using him, as "Like Redmond, he is not training in nonlethal takedown.". He can be trained in nonlethal takedown, for a soldier of his calibre it is small effort to pick up new skills, I should know. It is decided that Truman shall be substituted for Irvine when the Section 2 agents, go after the pilots in Operation Reveille. Allowing Irvine to be removed from the boy, more discretely. I'll speak to Santonis about it later.
Also on the topic of security, March mentions his worry about Redmond being out of action. He's going to be out of action til at least Friday, but more worryingly this could happen again. One man isn't sufficient to guard a potential threat of Charlie's magnitude, not all the time.
together March and I thrash out idea of using one of the Riot Drones to guard him.
 It would never need to sleep, and could better avoid injury. Even if it didn't have the take down ability of Redmond, it was surveillance he might never suspect, if it was introduced the right way.
The Surveillance Drone will be introduced during Operation Reveille, when the other pilots receive there special equipment. According to March Child Charlie has a lot of technical aptitude, and would be able to use the Drone, and an accompanying data slate during the Operation. With the intent of encouraging initiative in the pilot. As I've said before, even if he isn't a mole then his lack of initiative means that he's almost a dead weight at times. The drones were used very initiatively by the recovery crew. It's exactly what I would like to see in Charlie, as I've said before.
I tell March I'd like to head down to Melbourne-2 to collect equipment , if security can be assured suitably for the pilots today. I offered to leave Scott behind to make up out deficit, but March believes that it would be unwise to go outside the city without suitable protection. I agree, while I can defend myself, I don't have eyes in the back of my head. No man is a fortress. March tell me security will be organised. Wonderful.
Before I hang up, I ask him if Morganes has contacted him about my secretary. She has.
One Glenda Hathoway will be waiting for me at the airport at 0900 hours.
Before I head of i speak to Tara. I have to find out more about these factions.
She tries to explain: "Hmmm. Uh, its been a while, but I guess technically I'm on... Red I think? That was never very clear. Okay so you have, Red, Blue, and Green right?"
I agree.
"And I mean, sure, they say that everyone gets put in them randomly except if they have a brother or a sister, but that's totally a lie. I mean, Blues are just... blues. Greens are like greens are, and Reds you can tell from a mile off. Doesn't matter if you've never seen someone, you can pick them out easy enough."
Very explanative, this is vague even for Tara.
I ask her what the other pilots would be.
"Well, Garnet would definitely be Red, Ike would probably be a blue, Joest.... probably green, maybe a bit of a blue though I guess. Dimitri's definitely a blue. Troy's a red I'd say."
I keep asking her questions, about what makes someone a particular faction.
I gather that:
Green's are Talkers, Blues are Thinkers, and Reds are the Action Guys, I think.
That is to say, Greens are social. Blues are Intellectual and Reds are Physical.
I'm too not sure about Reds, when I asked her about what makes someone red she started to have some kind of fit, she calmed down when I told her to take a drink. (Tara like Coca-Cola, not tea nor coffee).
Trying to work it out
"Why is troy a red, Tara?"
"Because he.... is... very... good... at... sports...?"
 "He is?" I ask
"I DON'T KNOW, He's Red though so I guess he'd better be..."
So I'm pretty sure Reds are the physical guys.
I'm forming a bit of an ordering for the waves:
Green's first, as they'll be rubbish then Blues, so they can learn from the mistakes of the greens, then 
Reds cos they'll be brave enough to go in, after all the others have been taken down.
I  say bye to Tara,:"I'm going away today, but I'll be back tonight. Keep Bravo out of trouble. Bye Tara". "Take care." she farewells me.

I meet up with Ms Hathoway at the Airport, I took the car Scott grabbed last night.
"Ms Hathoway, I presume." I shook her hand.
"Ah, Mr. Kindly?" she asks
I correct her: "Captain Kindly"., I haven't been a Mister in 40 odd years.
"So, Captain, are we going somewhere?" she asks me.
"Melbourne -2, as soon as I find a pilot". It doesn't take too long.
I go into their off duty area and look for who's about to come on shift.
As they ask who I am, am when I tell them things start going very smoothly.
My pilot Dave: "I suppose you want a trip somewhere... off base?"
"Congratulations  Dave, you get to have the best part of today off, in Melbourne too. We leave, now"
He seems a nice fellow, only takes a couple of minutes to complete the pre-flight checks.
I help Ms Hathoway into the plane and wait for the checks to be completed.
I look down to check the status of our missiles. There are none.
I tell the pilot of this:
"why will missiles be necessary sir?", he asks.
 "The question is not why will missiles be necessary. The question is, Why are you talking back to a officer?"
That sets him straight.
"Yes sir. Dale, requesting a full armament installation ASAP." 
again as soon as he mentions I'm on board, the armaments are provided quickly.
While it is nice to see that apparently my name carries some weight around here, it is disappointing the lack of readiness the airport has. There is no logical reason to not equip a plane with full armaments, unless such armaments are in short supply. While an attack in national territory is unlikely, and God forbid an Angel attacking Melbourne-2. (Why do they attack, only us and Tokyo-3 anyway? the only places we have defences against them.). 
It is much better to always be read for the attack that never comes, than it is to not be ready for the attack that does.
As I tell Scott when he asks "Mind if I ask why we need the missiles?"
"It is better to have the missiles than  not to have the missiles."Missiles are,  very useful. There are enemies in the sky and enemies on the ground"
My new assistant is looking worried, I explain it to her: 
"Ms Hathoway, don't look so stressed. These flyboys need a shake up. every now and again. otherwise they start doing stupid things like leaving VTOLs, unfitted for combat"
Dale, the air traffic controller clears us for takeoff.

Once we are in the air, it's a good time for me to catch an hour or two of sleep. I suggested to Scott that he does the same. While going a day without sleep is no big ask, you learn to take what you can, when you can. I apologise to Glenda for my poor company.
Before nodding off, I ask the pilot Dave where we are going to be landing. "Melbourne-2 inbound, unless you have a private pad in mind.", this is suitable.

In Melbourne, I dismiss Dave, after getting his phone number and tell him I'll call him some time in the evening. I give Ms Hathoway her task:
"Ms Hathoway, have you ever done dancing?"
"Once. Ages back though. Pre-impact."
"I need you to find me a dance instructor.  Not just any dance instructor, I need the Strictest, and the Best. The woman who sent children home crying cos they would never be good enough"
Ms Hathoway, looks pretty surprised, she doesn't understand and I think she's regretting taking this job. Well she doesn't have to understand, and she doesn't have to like the job, she just has to do it.
These kids will steam roll any woman who's used to doing "toddle-totts, twirl trots". Just look at Irvine, Delta appears to have broken, what was once a proud man to his will. No the kids need someone made of much sterner stuff than your average dance instructor.
"Ok, I'll take a look." she says, after a moment's pause.
"Very good. Money is no object. Pay whatever it takes. I need you to find her, and get her cleared to enter the city by Friday."
I won't need the woman 'til Saturday night, but it's best top leave a buffer in case this new secretary of mine stuffs up, and it would be handy to have her in the city, by Friday.
I rent a car and go and do all the stuff that I need to get done.
I find some guys who'll build me the Tennis Ball Gatling Gun, I want for Russia. Says it'll take a couple of days. I give him the money for the parts, his time and then some for the Air Freight.
I found a place selling paint ball equipments,  and get on the their wholesalers. I get s suitable amount of standard paint ball markers for the school kids, and full automatic markers for the Pilots and for there section 2 agents. I get overalls and all the protective gear, face masks and the rest.
They seemed a little surprised at the quantity, but they are able to supply it.
While I'm in the city, I figure I should go and get hold of some body armour. Things being how they are right now. I go the nearest base, and purchase some from ADF stocks.
" Commodore Kindly of... The Navy? what are you doing here?"
"I'm on extended leave, doing some work in Sydney-14, and things are getting a little hot. I'm feeling the need for some protective gear." I tell him.
"That may be so, but I'm afraid I can't requisition equipment for you from here given your current status. I'm sorry sir." he tell me things, I already know. The Bureaucracy Today.
"Of course not, but you can sell me it.", it is perfectly legitimate, for the base to sell surplus of that kind, to members of the armed forces.
 He raises an eyebrow. "Ok, Commodore, sure." I hand over the money, for a lightweight torso piece. Paying, of course, from my personal pay check.
"I don't trust the civilian gear.", I tell him.
"I know sir." Have I ran into this guy before? probably. or he's ran into me.
"nice doing business with you. Sir
I salute, and leave.
Things were simpler, back then.
Not much, but some.
Finally I go to a hardware store and arrange for most of the fortification equipment and suppliest to be delivered to the VTOL at the airport tonight.
I got: 
5x Mallets
5x pliers
5x screwdrivers
5x spades
6x Thick gloves for purposed of handling Razor Wire
100m razor wire,
5xcoils of wire 
15x 2 by 1m tin sheets.
 30x star pickets.
I could have got most, if not all, of this stuff in Sydney 14, I expect, but it's better not to risk the erratic range of shops in the city.

When I've got everything sorted out, Ms Hathoway.
I ask here how she's doing she says she things she's found someone about right.
But it's talk at least 2-3 days to get into the city due to the immigration screening period.
I checked the she had sorted out the flights and arraigned accommodation in the base. Ms Hathoway said she would do it. I tell her to meet me at airport, and call Dave and tell him to do the same.

As we flew back into  Sydney 14, I asked Dave to hold off on the landing, and I have him sweep over the airport island's bushland with the spotlight on. March said this area was likely suitable for running the combat/fortification part of the operation.
The bushland is much thinner in the south west part of the island and I identify a suitable clearing, about 60 odd metres from the cost, and 200 m northish from the Evangelion launch port.
I has a couple of trees in the centre of it, but when I come back to drop off  the supplies I can have them removed. The clearing at the Eva Lunch Port can be used as the deployment point for the opponents, it's road accessible and means we don't need civilians to enter the airport proper.

