(NERV) Captain Kindly's Log		(Saturday) 27th September 2027
Today is the day, Operation Reveille.
0300 hours the pilots  are woken by the Reveille.
The old fellow from the RSL, did wonderfully, a rousing performance.
Until suddenly Irvine burst out of Delta’s door, a blank, yet determined look on his face.
He starts heading towards the Bugler, then Raines rushes past him as shushes the guy up.
Moments later Foxtrot and Echo turn up at the door in their new uniforms.
With a bit of effort, I manage to get the others up and dressed.
Not as much effort as I thought though.
Even Delta put on the uniform, once he was woken up. He complained only slightly about the style.
I marshal everyone and the Section 2 agents into the Troup Carrier.

We drive down to the airport. the pilots, (the pilots entering from the opposite direction the opposition is coming from).
As we leave the truck, the Section 2 agents enact whatever plan Santonis has come up with to separate Irvine from Delta. Turns out the plan is for them to feebly try to punch him, have him miss them and repeated until someone kind hits him from behind. Sometimes I wonder how safe we are with these agents…
I lead the Pilots and Redmond away from the truck and then though to the site.

I explain the mission to them. They have six and a half hours to build a fortification,  after which they will be issued with equipment, and sometime after that will being the paintball fight. 
I show them the equipment they have, 15 sheets of tin, 30 star pickets and the rest.
They start designing the fortifications.
All getting in on it. It's nice to see them working together.
I could see from their designs that they were going to be running short of supplies, no matter which they chose, so I phones Ms Hathoway and had her arraign a VTOL to drop of 15 more sheets of tin and 30 more star pickets.
Later during the designs Bravo, Tara, and Echo  go off and lay out the razor wire in a large perimeter.
Meanwhile, Delta, Foxtrot and surprisingly Ike were really getting into the design.
The final design was basically a bunker, the top half of it standing a meter above the ground.
A trench dug around it, set back half a foot or so. and razor wire on the roof.
The walls of the bunker were 2 sheets of tin sandwiching packed earth. A very study design.
Coming out of the back of the Bunker was a escape tunnel leading to outside the perimeter.
It was wired shut from the inside. The Roof of the escape tunnel was tin buried under 5 inches of sand and it also had tin walls. they are were all to be attached together and to the star pickets with wire.
Delta, Foxtrot and Ike set about building this, while Bravo, Tara and Echo, built a meter high packed sand wall and a shallow ditch behind there razor wire perimeter.
A gap was left in the perimeter, according to the earlier developed plan it was to be a pit trap.
The dug quiet a deep pit.
The pilots all seemed to want to line it with star pickets, preferably point upwards.
This was one of the multiple times I had to stop them are remind them the goal was not to kill there opponents, only to make them stop attacking, and while killing them would achieve that, they weren't to do any injuries that wouldn't heal in 2 days.
The Pit trap was covered with branches, leaves and then with sand.
Towards the end of this building process Hogan arrived. He we very impressed with the fortification.
He asked me if “I had build them a base.”
“Not me, Hogan. This is their own work”
The final part of the fortification was a log trap, hanging outside there back exit. It was wired to the exit and had a backup wire into the bunker to see it of remotely.
Bravo made short work of a smallish tree (about a foot in diameter).
Then, under Russia’s instruction, they all together lifted it up, While, foxtrot wired it up to a branch.
During the planning the pilots asked me for some equipment.
The very equipment I had commissioned for them
Foxtrot wanted be able to go hand to hand with his opponents,
Echo wanted a bigger gun, and Delta asked if he could have a med kit.
At 1:00 pm, The VTOL, descended bringing the special equipment.
Foxtrot, received his Gauntlets, and Bracers, I tol
I gave Echo his Tennis ball Gatling gun, he was impressed.
Delta, was very impressed with the Squad Field Med Kit, then disappointed when he saw no morphine. Though I saw his face light up ant the IV codeine and the stimulants. He asked if he could keep it. His face turned down cast when I said no, but quickly brightened up when I see I had arranged access to the bases medical stores.
Bravo got his shock baton, felt its weight, gave it a couple of swings, and then grinned. A very confidant grin.
Foxtrot seemed quite impressed with his bracers, I told him he had Hogan to thank for them.
Charlie got the data slate and the drone. He “Oh Yes, this is awesome.” Most enthusiasm i’ve enver seen out if the boy, I don’t think he suspects anything.
Last came Tara, 
I gave her the choice, scope, red dot sight, tripod, or that doll.
She looked torn, I swear there were tears in her eyes.
But eventually, she reached for the gun kit.
Good, she’s one of us. We need to get her an Eva, she’s made her choice and she’s a soldier.
I threw the doll back in the VTOL.
I also handed out the auto-markers (the paintball guns), and the lightly armoured overalls, for all the pilots.
(Keeping one for myself, just in case)
The pilots had some discussion about rigging come of the gas canisters as explosives, I had to remind them again about the not killing anyone rule. A friendly paintball match, as it were.
The pilots don’t think like normal people, they’re becoming like us. Stronger, harder, less forgiving and more resilient.
I warned them that attack would come in the next 4 hours.
I told them to get some rest, but they refuses. Running on adrenalin, well they’ll learn, or they won’t.
They started to modify the base, they made the roof remove able – Foxtrot wanted to be able to wait outside.
Delta began melting down and mixing the tablet form codeine and some of the other medications from the first aid kit. As I went to ask him what he was doing, I saw him spreading it on to some of the last few pieced of razor wire. (I think he must have cut them off of the roof of the shelter).
I was going to stop him, but then the though came to me, they aren’t like normal soldiers. Who am I to refuse them what ever advantage there more esoteric skills offer them? Well I’m the Operations Director, that’s who, but in this case I don’t think I will. (On hindsight, maybe I should have).
I asked him what that stuff would do to anyone. “It won’t harms them… well it won’t do any lasting harm, in any case.” I’m no longer sure how confidant he sounded. In any case, I allowed him to drop the scrapes into the bottom of the pit they had dug and concealed.
Three and a half hours later the greens arrived as planned.
The idiots brought flags and banners. They all had green arm bands, some even had scarves.
I’m just glad none where swinging about pompoms or singing.
They had just come out from the trees outside the razor wire perimeter when the team spotted them. The first volley of fire was from Foxtrot, shooting from the trench outside the bunker.
they hit squarely, and soon the fire fight was underway.
Foxtrot was hit with a hail of fire, all of which he took on his wrist.
His reflexes are amazing, I almost wonder if he could do that with live fire.
Soon after the counter fire, came from the bunker.
The greens were getting peppered, then Echo began firing, the tennis ball gun.
He cut broad swaths through them, some of the greens went down, it didn’t look like they would be getting back up. Some rather nasty low blows there, I wonder if that was intentional.
The greens are going to hate him.
After another round of fire from some of the greens, and Foxtrot decides it’s getting to hot, he’s falling under the sheer weight of the scores of paintballs battering in to his wrists. I wonder if he wouldn’t have been better to try and dodge them outright, rather that block them with his bracers.
He dashes up the ramp that had built before and into the shelter.
Moments later, Bravo pulls closed the roof.
The pilots continue firing out of the bunker, the greens were getting cut down.
Even Delta got a couple of hits (after I told him to do better.).
Tara got a fair few hits, but they were mostly shots to the shoulder, no one seemed to notice them.
But Echo really shined, he was destroying them, half a dozen more fell in a couple of seconds.
Some shots were getting though to the pilots.
Lucky shots slip though the gap in the bunker wall the pilots are firing out of.
One looks certain to hit Delta, but Foxtrot swings his arm around and blocks it.
Half a minute later he does the same thing, protecting Echo.
He’s taking the blows for the two pilots he’s been hating on so hard.
When I asked him about it after he said: “The mission comes first, Captain.”
It’s progress, but not as much as I hoped. Ideally we should be blurring the boundary between on a mission and not, so they don’t only work together when it’s a mission. I think this is a good start, though. I just hope they don’t forget this when the exercise is over.
One group of four of the greens breaks away from the others, and runs around to the “Entrance” though the razor wire. Only to fall down into the concealed pit dug there. Moments later I heard screams from the pit, then the paintball rifle fire. They were shooting each other in the pit.

Mean while the fire fight continued.
The pilots made short work of the remaining greens.
I noticed that Foxtrot and Delta weren’t shooting, I’m pretty sure Delta was patching Foxtrot up, looking at the bandages  
One of Echo’s shots, hit one square in the face. Instead of the ball bouncing off, as it had done before, the glass shattered. He was thrown off his feet, and ground along the dirt for a couple of feet. I saw blood. A lucky shot, or unlucky depending on your point of view. I hope he hasn’t killed the kid. While one could justify one death, in the sight of the tens of thousands he has saved (and more importantly the hundreds of thousands more he will save, if Operation Reveille is successful.) 
it still leaves a sour taste in my mouth. We are here to save lives, not to take them.
Still we’ll see if the kid comes out of hospital. I think we are guaranteed no pilot will find any friends in green. Unless Delta manages to hide the fact that it was him who poisons those who fell in the pit.
Would he?
In any case the greens were quickly finished off. 
None managed to fleet before being pummelled by paintballs.
I went to check on the fallen greens.
I counted 15 down. There should be three more, where were the independents? I knew allowing them to take part would come back to haunt me. I should have kept them away, then they would accept the pilots keeping them from the factions. Ah well where ever they are they will suffer, I’m sure. The pilots seem set on that.

I go to look in the hole, there was still screams coming from it.
I saw that of  the 4 guys who were in it, only 2 were still standing, I heard the clicking of the exhausted paintball markers, as they tried to shoot each other. Out of ammo.
They were shouting at me:
“He betrayed me.”
“He betrayed me first.”
I don’t have the time to deal with this now.
I took out the paint ball gun I kept in reserve. “You poor sods, I’ll deal with you later.”
I unloaded a short burst into them, and they sagged, unconscious.
I radioed for a VTOL to descend, we’re medivacing these ones.
I went to check on the others, they were all out cold. I collected all there weapons, and put them in a one of the crates I had left from the drop off of the fortification equipment. 
Looking at the one that Echo got in the face, I saw that he was pretty bad.
Clearly he’s concussed, maybe some deeper injuries. Time will tell. I medivaced him as well.
Climbing down into the pit, I unwarped the razor wire, from the kids, and lifted them up.
Hogan casually grabbed their arms and hoisted them up.
I gave one piece of the poisoned wire to the VTOL pilot, telling him to take them to hospital, and to give it to the doctors to analyse. I also ask him to get the doctors to keep me in touch with their condition.
I warned the pilots that the next wave would come sometime in the next half hour.
Technically the factionless were still at large, but I didn’t think of them as much of a threat. A surprise attack wouldn’t hurt the exercise anyway.
The pilots opened the hatch and some of them came out of the bunker.
Delta and Foxtrot stayed inside, for a while. Delta was patching up Foxtrot.
They were talking amongst themselves, I think they were coming up with some new plan.
I saw Charlies surveillance drone fly off, well it can’t be watching him always, he’ld catch on.
He spent the rest of the break looking into his data slate, I assume he was instructing the droid to do something (Looking back I know exactly what he was doing, bees).
Echo wanted go and look at the unconscious greens,
I didn’t want my ruse broken, certainly not at this stage.
I warned Russia that the wasn’t time, the next wave count come any minute.
He went off, then a while later he returned to me.
“How long do we have? Sir.”
“Frankly I don’t know, sometime soon.”
“Sir, to speak freely: This is bullshit. Even American Intelligence is better than this.”
“Russia, sometimes you don’t have intell, and sometimes it’s wrong. Tell me this Russia:
where are the insurgents, huh? The guys who parachuted in 6 days ago. Tell me that.”
That silenced him.





