(NERV) Captain Kindly's Log	  	           	8th September 2027
Today marks the end of my enforced ‘holiday’.
Commander March summoned us to the lobby.
This is the first time I’ve seen the pilots all together.
Well not really all Child Alpha’s not here, but we still don’t have an Eva for her.

Child Bravo – Garnet, has taken out a smoke, and lit up.
Child Charlie – our special friend from Canada, introduced himself as Ike Mapletree.
Child Delta – rather pale looking kid, seems kinda ‘emo’. Introduced himself as Joest Van Buren. That’s about the most useful thing I’ve ever heard him say. Kid ain’t a team player. If he don’t learn to be he won’t be playing with anyone.
In the lobby, he’s carrying a large hard cover book, what does he need that for? I don’t like it.
I introduced myself to them, (those other than Bravo).
I asked Charlie what he thought of the government, he’s like “They’re good.”
“Staunch ally’s of Australia?” I questioned,  he mumbled a “yeah, I guess”
Child Bravo tells Charlie “Don’t worry about the Captain.”
Good kid, Bravo.  I like his style. I rather pleased that he’s starting to refer to me by rank, even if it is informally.
March leads us downwards, saying that the last two pilots have arrived.
I wonder how many we are getting? After a while of walking in our bubble of light through the darkness, we come to a command centre. It is the bridge I have been expecting.

The Bridge is a half octagon, with the door we entered by on one of the split sides, (there another door opposite). The front of the room is open to the air of a much larger room we are set like a balcony at the top of. There is a sheet of glass, (acting as a projector screen) at the front most side, but the other two sides are completely open. Below the openness is angled benches with terminal monitors, and keyboards, and buttons, and a stack of other instruments I have other people to operate.
There are a couple of others already in the room. The Lady with the frizzy red hair, and the serious looking man (I learn his name is Anton) from the sync tests are there, as well as Carville and December, (Marches left and right hands appropriately move to his sides). Neither Hogan nor Child Alpha are there. I ask March if Tara’s coming, apparently she is, but may have got “distracted” on they way. So much for the “She’s never late,” March spoke of the first time I met her.
So on the glass screen is two vid feeds, showing video conference rooms, I can hear the engines of  the planes.  In the backgrounds of each there are very prominently displayed flags –America and Russia. In each room is a male teen, with a older military officer standing next to them. In Russia’s vid there is also a bloke wearing a translator badge.
I pull March Aside; “Sir, they are dropping of two more foreign Eva’s and Pilots, is this any different from Child Charlie?”
He responds: “your concern is, in this case, unnecessary. We have no suspicions of Russia or America. Russia pledge to build an Eva to send to us, to show off the manufacturing brilliance of the Soviets, with in 10 minutes –“
“America had promised us a better one, right?” I finish.
“Right, but since then it has been a never ending series of undercuts and budget cut backs, these aren’t he  Eva, or the pilots we were expecting, but they’ll have to do.” March tell me.
We move back to the group.
Commander March is called over to look at some terminal by Anton.



March introduces the teens on the view screens as Child Echo(the Russian), and Foxtrot(the American) and introduces each of us to them in turn. They will be our new Eva pilots, and are coming in to land with their Evangelions. They seem to show proper amounts of respect (good ol’ military discipline in fact)  Unlike Child Delta, who has moved off to a corner and started reading that damned book.  I call him over to be part of the team, he seems kinda reluctant, but puts the book down and comes over.

Carville comes over, Delta engages him in ‘conversation’.
Delta asks the Left Hand of the commander: “What do you do?”
He replies along the lines of: “Many things, basically I keep this base working.”
Delta’s response really shows the calibre of man there putting in flag ship Australia:
“So your what, like a janitor?”
I jump down his neck, stomp on this before he can say anything worse: “CHILD DELTA, YOU WILL NOT SPEAK TO SUB-CAPTAIN CARVILLE LIKE THAT.”
Child Echo speaks over the video comms “In Mother Russia you would have been shot for that. Have some respect for your elders.”
I like the way he thinks, and I like the way his Mother brought him up.
Unfortunately within 10 minutes he’s be brawling with another pilot, like a kid in school.
Even more unfortunately it wouldn’t be Delta.
March is called over to a terminal by Anton (the serious looking man).
Petty soon after the pilots on the vid screens are call out of the room.
5 minutes later I hear a low thud (or maybe two).
The Officers who were accompanying the pilots, return to the Vid screen.
“The Bright Star of Liberty, has fallen to the earth”
“The Grey Hammer of Communism, has struck your land.”
I don’t know which was first, and I really don’t care.
I have bigger concern’s like the two goddamned Evangelions Wrestling outside my airport.
God Fucking Damn it what are these fucking bastard kids doing?
They apparently were air dropped for some godforsaken reason.
and Now they are fighting over the umbilical cable.
Bloody 40m tall Evangelions in a bleeding Greco roman Wrestling Match, over god damned umbilical plugs.
Unit Delta is all grey and silver –looks like the Russian didn’t waste time and money with paint. I approve of there spartan attitude – it’s a machine for war – not a giant action fucking figure.
Unit Echo is quiet the opposite –It’s been painted from top to bottom with goddamn glow in the dark paint. I’m not even going to start with the problems with that. 

I have as I said the bigger problem:
I bring up comms for Unit Delta and Echo.,
“WOULD YOU, BLEEDING LITTLE FAGS, PLEASE STOP HUGGING” I order.
almost a minute later it gets trough their thick skulls, and they let go of each other.
Of course life just has to get that little bit more fucking shit.
The sirens in the bridges start blearing  blaring.
“Code BLUE Code BLUE, It’s a ANGEL.”.
According to the Radar there is an Angel coming in from the south west.
We haven’t got visual yet.

The Pilots in the bridge, the little credit their getting today, are ready to go to their Eva’s.
A dumb waiter opens in the wall, (god damn this place, maybe with the angels he already has)
Inside are their plug suits.
Bravo immediately starts stripping off. Smart kid, no time, no need for modesty, not in the presence of ones bothers in arms. I’m proud he handles this like an adult.
The others just stop and stare,
Curtains drop down from the roof, and the others move to get changed.
By this stage Bravo is almost done. Carville points him towards the door opposite the one we entered by. Child Delta isn’t far behind him. They head down to the Eva hanger I guess.
I bring up all the video feeds from the Eva’s Cams, and open Eva Comms.
As soon as the Code Blue was called I turned to March.
“Where’s Child Alpha? I’ld like her here Now, Sir”
He takes out his mobile, and give her a call.
She turns up just as the rest of the pilots are leaving.
Unit Echo is calling for his Shield, I don’t got it it’s still on his plane. Unit Foxtrot, is calling for his battle rifle- that I can do, I send Unit Alpha’s battle rifle surface-wards.
“Have those planes landed? Are the weapons unloaded?” I ask.
Apparently they have, and are unloading now.
I’ll start sending up that shield and extra gun as soon as the supply elevator has cleared.

The Angel is now in sight. LUMO-D27 is a huge black humanoid creature.
It’s just climbed on the island’s shoal.
Unit Bravo has just shot up his elevator, sword strapped to his back.
Unit Foxtrot has retrieved the battle-rifle.
Then I get comms from Child Delta, “Why isn’t this bloody thing working?”, angry kid, delta.
I hand him over to Child Alpha; she knows better than me.
She says something I really don’t understand, Child Delta’s replies “Can’t I just force it?”
Tara says yet another strange thing: “I don’t think the Eva would like that…”
Delta explodes “You Stupid Bitch! You don’t know what you’re talking about!”
I mute the Comm.
Tara: “Hmmm, maybe I am stupid…”
“your not stupid, Tara” I reassure her.
“That’s right, I’m not”

Oh, this one is special.
On Child Delta’s vid screen I see him raging and hammering the walls of the plug.
Then I start hearing loud banging coming from the Eva elevator, I guess he’s got the hang of it.
Unit Foxtrot has retrieved the Battle rifle. I’m lining up Russia’s shield to go up next.
Unit Bravo has left the elevator, grabbed an Umbilical and has started charging towards the Angel.
Unit Charlie (with Child Delta) surfaces and then just goes nuts. It’s just failing around. Everywhere.
Looks like Child Delta doesn’t have any control.
He’s mouthing of on the comms, I better hear it, maybe he can explain. (Note to self: get a set of Headphones for this one). 
apparently he can’t: “What the fuck is this piece of shit? Why is all your shit broken? Fuc…” I put him back on mute. “Make it work, Delta”

Eventually he does, he gets it under control, then pulling the spear from his back:
Charges towards the Angel, then throws it like a javelin.
It flies through the air at normal speed for 50m, then it looks like some invisible force catchs hold of it, and flings it at ridicules speed right into the Angels face.
A excellent hit, unfortunately Angels have no need for there heads to live, but by destroying its face It should be blinded if nothing else. It keeps coming towards the city none the less.
Until Unit Echo (USA) shoulders the battle rifle, and lets fire with full-auto.
The lead rains down on the Angel, tearing into its limbs and body and driving it backwards.

Units Bravo and Delta (RUSSIA) try to charge towards it (Russia grabbing his shield on way past the supply elevator), but Echo’s shots are forcing it back to fast.
Unit Alpha has finally got to the surface, what took Child Charlie so long?
I find the controls to give the orders for out ground based missile banks to fire.
Running my finders along the row of buttons, they do so.
But every last one of them detonates off the Angels AT field.
I order Delta and Bravo to neutralise that field.
Carville asks me if I’ld like the VTOLS launched. “I have VTOLS? Excellent, Launch the VTOLS!”
Two wings of VTOLS takeoff from there hangers at the airport.
I’m not sure if they’ll make it to the Angel in time to be of any use.
Already it’s looking pretty beaten up.
I move Tara to the missile controls.
“Child Alpha, can you fire the missiles?”
“Sure it’s easy!” she fires the missiles, one flies way off course but the others strike the body and limbs of the angel squarely, driving it back another 50m. Its now less than100m from the edge of the shelf. I’m not sure how much more there is to destroy. As far as I can tell only the core remains.

Child Bravo continues to chase after it, 
Let’s see how much he needs to succeed. Lets show him how much he needs to succeed.
I switch his video to show him Tara.
“Child Bravo, you let us down before. Don’t let us down again.”
I see his eyes take on a almost manic gleam.
“I Won’t”
He surges forward, sword over his head, 
He brings it smashing down on the core, I can see the see a cracking forming in the core.
He brings it down again, but this time it glances of the cores almost glass like surface.
He brings it down one final time, on to the core. It’s now covered in cracks. There are flames up to 3ft long leaping out of the cracks.
A thought occurs to me. “When the cores were destroyed in Tokyo-3 they went down with a massive explosion. Someone have ODIN workout how large this ones explosion will be.”
I get almost immediate response, in the voice of The Fruiting Tree: “The energy the S2 engine can supply is almost infinite, the resulting explosion will likewise be almost infinite.”
Oh shit, it’s going to kill us all.
I press All Comms: “That thing is going to go nuclear. GET IT OFF THE SHELF!”
Units Bravo, Echo, and Foxtrot, give it ha large shove.
Unit Charlie does nothing, but through the plug’s vid feed, I can see Delta glaring at it. I think he did what he did to the spear, throwing it though the air.
It slides off the shelf. Moments later, there is a huge steamy explosion. The ocean, boils, right up to the coast. Unit Bravo takes the brunt of the explosion, since it’s AT Field was down, neutralising the Angels field, luckily the armour takes the worst. Protecting the electronic … flesh? Inside.
The others had their Fields more or less up, and were protected.
Unit Alpha was nowhere near.
In fact Child Charlie did nothing to contribute to fighting the Angel at all. Suspicious.
Child Bravo speaks up on the vid comms. “I do good, Captain?”
“You did good, bravo. You did good”
He smiles weakly, then he stops.
He’s still breathing, and blinks every now and again.
but his minds gone.
I’ve seen this before, so many times in PNG.
He’s just suffering Battle Fatigue, he’s shell shocked.
An Old WW1 quote from Col. Rogers, 3SCOTS :
“You must send your emotional cases down the line. But when you get these emotional cases, unless they are very bad, if you have a hold of the men and they know you and you know them (and there is a good deal more in the man knowing you than in you knowing the man) … you are able to explain to him that there is really nothing wrong with him, give him a rest at the aid post if necessary and a day or two’s sleep, go up with him to the front line, and, when there, see him often, sit down beside him and talk to him about the war and look through his periscope and let the man see you are taking an interest in him.”

He’ll be fine, though just looking at his blanks eyes, this is one of the worse cases I’ve seen since war end. He’ll Be Fine


