(NERV) Captain Kindly's Log		(Saturday) 27th September 2027

Soon the blue wave would start.
Their leader in that smart kid.
I expected something brilliant from them, they did not disappoint.
A couple of minutes before the wave arrived, I saw Delta give Foxtrot an injection. Pretty sure it was the stimulant. Foxtrot started heading towards the perimeter.
“Foxtrot, you realise that if you leave the fortifications you will probably not get back before the first wave hits.”
“I know Captain, that is my intention.”
“Very well, carry on.”
He sprints off. God, but that boy can run.
The other pilots have moved back into the shelter.
Soon after I see the first sign of the blue.
There are Three upright pallets moving through the bushes.
Looks like the smart kid has built some portable walls.
Clearly the pilots have seen the same thing.
I see Russia, hefting what looks like a bottle of disinfectant with a burning scrap of bandage in it.
There is only one person who that could have come from, Delta.
The Russian ditches it at the pallet walls, and they go up in flames. (It doesn’t sound like any people were hit, there were no screams, thank goodness, or so I thought)
Idiot, he’s going to burn down the whole fucking island.
“Russia, never do that again! You’ll kill us all.”
I expected to better from him, if not from Delta.
At the sight Bravo is screaming inside the bunker. He will have to get over his fear, I guess this is good progress.
Around the same time, I heard a sound from past the far end of the clearing.
Sounds like the log trap has been set off.
I see another group coming in from the north.
One guy with a blue and three others, my missing independents.
There is also a loud buzzing.
The Riot drone comes back into view.
Why am I not surprised: Hanging from the bottom of the drone is a hive of bees, right on top of them. The drone descends into the bushes and drops the swarm. I hear screams coming from that direction. The drone flies off, on another mission of Charlies concocting no doubt.
Foxtrot comes sprinting round from behind the burning pallet wall.
He runs up and then leaps over the razor wire perimeter.
It looks like he’s taken a beating, like someone has been attacking him with, large metal bars, My guess (from the long thing bruises) would be star pickets. (I confirmed this on looking at the equipment the blues left behind, when they were defeated).
The Pallets are being put out. Looks like somehow the blues thought to bring, even, a fire extinguisher. I’m very impressed. I move to stand between the bunker and the burning walls,  blocking the line of fire. It’s important that thing is put out.
The pilots shoot at the ones being attacked by the bees.
Quickly they start to go down.

I hear the sound of paintballs being fired from within the bunker.
I suspect someone has tried to get in the back way, now that that log trap is disabled.
The American completes his run and climbs up the ramp in to the bunker.
The roof is quickly drawn closed over him again.
The walls now put out are moving forward again.
They are set up on the far side of the now open pit.
They begin exchanging fire with the bunker.
Most of the fire seems to becoming from the Russia.
The guys being hounded by the bees also take some fire, and the last of them collapse.
The bees begin to disperse.
I guess Delta is patching up Foxtrot again, and the others are dealing with the escape tunnel.
Echo first hammers them with his tennis ball gun, then with Tara’s Paintball gun, he has his own, I guess he convince her to let him use it, since it has the laser sight and the rest of the kit.
Some of the blue fire manages to get inside the bunker, though from the sound of it they don’t do much harm.
The Russia is managing to do quiet allot of hurt to the blues though the slates.
In short Order I see the two remaining blues run in retreat.
Looks like the faction leader, and one other.
The faction leader looks to be in allot of pain, I’m guessing that was where Foxtrot went.
Looks like everything is done, with the blues.
Charlie’s drone has returned. It’s carry some unconscious black 4 legged creature, I decided I’ld have a look at it later. 
I go to look at the knocked out blues. 
I collect up all their weapons, as before.
The blues that were need the walls have taken some burns. Their cloths were clearly set alight, but they’ve only takes comparably superficial burns. They look like they’ll be ok.
Their discipline in not screaming is impressive. Their staying calm to put themselves out saved them from more serious injuries.
I move around to look at the blue with the independents. Cunning blue leader, I wouldn’t have put it past him to suggest the independent’s went with the greens just so they could do recon and comeback and work with him. I check them all for allergic reaction to the bees, there is none, so they’ll be fine.
The blue guy has two-way, I can guess where this goes:
I pick it up and speak: “Hello blue faction leader, I’m very impressed.”
I recognise his voice: “Thank you, I’m glad we did well.”
“As to the incident with the star pickets, “ I started, I could almost hear his consternation,
“I will consider it even. Our people didn’t expect to be beaten with pickets, and yours didn’t expect to be set of fire. So fairs fair.”
“Very… equitable.” Was his measured reply. 
“as I said you weren’t there to lose, you we there to provide a challenge, and that you did. Very very well”
“Yes, Of course I go now to tell what I’ve learnt to my sometimes compatriots.”
“If you wish, you will of course be giving a chance more points to the reds, though you’ve am massed a fair heap for yourself. It’s your choice of course.”
“Yes, I think there is more at stake than just faction politics.”
I pocket the two-way. Being able to communicate with the blue leader could be useful.
In fact it would be great to keep in contract with him longer term, I shall look into that.
I disarm the independents and the blue that was with them.
I move round to where the escape tunnel ends.
While I’m walking round there I radioed the Section 2 agents that were meant to be checking the school children for weapons
I told them I’ld let it pass this time with the star pickets, after all they were disguised, as building material, just don’t let it happen again.
Personally, I suspect this was in fact the blue leader’s intended use for them, (things got out of hand I guess) he doesn’t seem the sort to plan on beating people to death – that’s how pilots think, not normal people. I have to admit the pilots are nothing like normal. Showing the school that was a one of the main purposes of this exercise.
The Agent on the other end of the radio said all the Reds had were these long aluminium poles.
He said they wouldn’t be dangerous, too lightweight.
I’m guessing the reds were prepared to pole vault. A pretty good idea, I guess they thought of it since I said they would be assaulting a fortified position.
I told the agent that if he didn’t think they would be dangerous if used as a weapon then not to worry about them.
I got round to the escape tunnel.
Immediately outside it was Bravo, surrounded by 4 twitching figures on the ground. 
Every time one of them went to get up he shocked them again.
There were two others near the still softly swing log.
Both out cold.
I checked them over, one had a broken rib, the other was pretty fine.
I radio in for a medivac for the one with the snapped rib.
On the VTOL I printed out two photos of Child Delta, for the VTOL pilot to give to Delta’s previous victims. I scribbled a note on the back telling them that it was Joest Van Buren, who had concocted the poison that had done this to them. Let them fear the boy, it might protect them from him. Delta’s dangerous, like any weapon, like any of us. He’s broken Irvine, and he clearly came up with the plot to make the Molotov Cocktail that burnt so many of the blues. He’s more intense, he take things to the extreme. I guess it’s a consequence of his tragic past.
I folded each of them into quarters and told the VTOL pilot to put it in the pockets of the guys who were poisoned before.
Once Bravo is done shocking his four into oblivion, I took their weapons, and turned to look in the escape tunnel.  It is strewn with straw. The cunning blue’s dropped a straw dummy in there. I can still see an arm torn off still wrapped in the scraps of the overalls on it. Looks like the pilots blasted it with paintballs and Russia tennis balls







