(NERV) Captain Kindly's Log	  	           	19th September 2027
With March’s permission I dismissed the rest of the Pilots, with a warning to stay out of the south part of the island.
They headed off to do there own things, Child Foxtrot stopped Charlie from following Bravo and Tara to Junes. 
Tara is slowing following Bravo out.
I wonder what’ll happen there, with Tara and Bravo?
Anything to bind the pilots together. We mustn’t lose Tara, she’s too valuable.
March asks me to stick around. I was going to anyway – I have the Training Exercise to discuss.
Apparently a damage control team, working on the recovery operation – is trying to get part of the Angels body (the Ice).
“I’ld like you to see this, I’m sure we won’t be starved for distractions, or otherwise.”, There is as plate of food, biscuits and such, next to him. I ask Carville if he remembers how I like my tea, March takes the hint and sends Carville off to fetch some. I’m glad to have that little twerp gone, I don’t want him nosing in on the Training Exercise.
While Hogan is setting it up, (liking together footage, from the Camera’s around the base).
March and I discuss the Evangelions and the other NERV bases.
Apparently other than us and the soon to be three Eva’s at Tokyo-3, there are no other large groupings of Evangelions. March dodges my question as the wether there are any on their own.
I wonder if he’s hiding something, or if he considered it answered by saying there are no other gatherings?
So if there are no other Eva’s, then even counting Child Charlie as an enemy, we can equal their numbers. Though not for long. Russia, America, and Germany are working on New Evas (and we aren’t going to be able to get one of them for Tara, unfortunately.)
March doesn’t think that Hogan’s War of the Titans, Eva vs Eva is that unlikely at all.
In fact I would now go so far as to say, it’s a certainty.
We’ll this time We’re Going to Strike First.
Where are these new Evas going?
The Biggest worry is that someone might work out, the technology to mass produce Evas.
According to Hogan, neither we nor Tokyo-3 have the physical space to mass produce Evas.
So since we can’t beat them to it, we’ll have to pounce on them.
Mass produced Eva’s can only mean war.
March is worried about us getting overwhelmed with their numbers.
I asked if they would find pilots. Apparently there are quiet a number of potential pilots in the world.
Thinking on it, we are yet to see any potential pilots out of China or India.
If Pilot potential is random, then there should be some, quiet a few in fact.
There are still probably many pilots undiscovered in the world. After all we’ve got 3 from Australia, and our population’s quiet small. Unless it isn’t random. In any case, March say that their finding pilots wouldn’t be a problem.
We’ll have to attack anyone who looks like they are building the Tech.
Now depending on whether the Angel stop being a threat, means different approaches.
We should come up with two strategies.
I discussed what we would do, assuming the Angels are still a threat.
We have 4 Eva Carrier Planes, We could deploy 4 Eva’s leaving one to guard the City. Tokyo-3 only had one for a while, but then again the angel reeked a lot more hell on them, than we’re suffered.
March suggested leaving two, so we could be adequately defended, and look like we haven’t abandoned our post.
But which two?
Probably Child Charlie and Delta, so they can do that barrier field trick to protect the city against the retaliation for the breaking of the Darwin and Valentine treaties.
Unless we strike the UN first, crush them, then move on to, stopping the mass production of Evangelions. It’s an unhelpful delay.
According to March:“The treaties are a poor deterrent at best. The only work for people who play within the rules which, when the time comes, I should think, will be no one."
I think that the best thing we can do right now is wait, and prepare and kill Angels.
If the Angels are Dead then everything changes.

I move on to a discussing my plans for the Team Building Exercise.
Overall Commander March Approves and has approved me to spend funds to enact it.
I shall summarise, most of this March has heard, not all but all the important parts.

I doubt 
Operation Reveille
The principle of the operation is a war game, with paintballs.
Unfortunately, it not considered safe to send the pilots in a real war, so a wargame is the best I can come.
The sided are the Pilots, vs all their future class mates.
The pilots of course won’t realise that, as paintball masks are quiet concealing.
There are two primary measures which act towards improving the pilots team identity.
1) is the exercise itself, which serves to blur the distinction between Fighting in an Eva (where they work quite well as a team) and Regular Life (where they all more or less hate each other).
2) is, frankly, to prevent them forming any friendships in school. If all the other children have been beaten up in a paintball fight with the pilots then they are less likely to look on them as friends. (and I’m sure the pilots will win, March confirms that there is very limited firearms skill amounts the 16 and 17 year olds in the school). March has confirmed the existence of divisive “factions” in the school. These factions are highly competitive (so much so that they may refuse to work together in the exercise.). If the pilots become part of these Factions, (all the worse if they end up in different factions) then they will have not only a support network other than each other, but may end up competing against each other. No it must be avoided if at all possible. I’ll make the pilots work together, by not giving them anyone else to work with. It’s a Hard Way, but it’s the Best Way.



2 hour predawn, Bugle wake up. – I should be able to borrow a bugler from the RSL.
I shall have their section 2 agents place the Pilots new regular uniforms, by their beds.
No doubts some of them will come out in plain clothes. During the operation I will not be putting up with their bullshit. I'm too lenient on them, this must stop.

Drive, then dawn hike to the Location, March says we can clear out part of the bushland on the Airport Island. 
The Location will be a Clearing there, I’ll take a VTOL up tomorrow and look for a suitable one. We’ll make one if we can’t find one. Couple of missiles will clear it up nicely.
We’ll need for security, some section 2 agents paroling the border and a VTOL in the air, since at the start of the hike there Section 2 bodyguards will leave them. As March says Irvine will enjoy the break from Delta. Obviously Charlie’s bodyguard will have to remain with him, since Charlie is still a threat.
until 4 or 5 hours before dusk, construction of fortifications. This should be a good, team work exercise of itself, and will require them to think.
At the end of this time a VTOL will descend carrying the Paintball guns, armour,  some camp beds and some "Special Equipment".
The paintball guns will not be standard issue, the pilots know how to use Automatic weapons, and they'll need that advantage, to counteract the in balance in numbers. Likewise the armours won't be the standard paintball coveralls.
I'ld like to have special equipment to highlight that each of the pilots is useful. And to give them abit more of an edge.
For Bravo, I'm getting a stun baton, he can put his mastery at hitting things to good use.
For Foxtrot something similar, Reinforced Bracers, (Lets see if he has the reflexes to catch paintballs on his arms, out of the Eva), and electrified gauntlets - he can put that punch of his against his enemies instead of the other pilots. Hogan seems rapt with the idea, and has volunteered to make it himself. I asked  him if he would like to come and watch the festivals, he said he'ld be there. It should be a good day.
For Delta, I'm going to acquire some medical supplies. There is no one quiet as useful as a medic. He can put his talents to good use. Hopefully this might let the other pilots forget that he's such an arse. It's harder to hate someone who is stitching you back together. (if it comes to that then everything's gone horribly wrong). While I'm talking to March I also get permission for Delta to access the bases medical supplies, charged to his account of course. It should be good for his learning. I'ld better head down there before I tell him that, make sure the guys there will fax me a record of everything he takes, can't have him selling morphine on the streets. I briefly discussed the possibility of sending Delta down to Bonegilla for Medic Training, toughen him up, the navy would make a real man out of the boy. March thinks that even with Tara, not having a spare pilot on hand is too much of a risk. Lets see how Delta goes at the training exercise, he might force my hand.
For Foxtrot, I'll like to take advantage of his strong familiarity with heavier weaponry. Make sure those school kids get hit hard. Make 'em weep. So some sort of higher calibre weapon would be good. A tennis ball Gatling gun has the potential, I'm sure i could get someone in Sydney-8 to wipe on up for me, for couple of hundred. Though that doesn't highlight his out of combat potential, I'm not sure what other potential he has. Some of us are born only to fight.
For Alpha, I'ld like to see where she lies. I'll give her the choice between what ever the popular doll toy is these days, and a tripod, red-dot sight and scope. Either way I'm sure her choice will be illuminating.
I'm not sure what to do with Charlie, I don't think giving him something dangerous would do much. he's shown no will yet to act directly. Whether he is a mole or not, that's a problem. Those that don't act directly are the worse kind, impossible to put a pin through. He shows no initiative, I need something to encourage him to show initiative. Especially if he's not a mole, and is in fact just useless.
Why don't we just get this over with, we could hard the boy over to Opson, I'm sure he would finish the untasteful business quickly.
I shall warn the pilots to expect attack sometime in the next 4 hours. To make them keep watch. the rest of them can spend their time catching up on sleep, a soldier always needs more sleep.
in the last hour the attacks shall start coming. in waves - one faction at a time. 
I'll have them told to turn up roughly 15 minutes apart, should give time to recover any pilots that are taken down. 
I'm figuring prize money for the School guys:
$30 Junes voucher for hitting a pilot, (obviously i will not be using the word pilot, I'll say opposing member)
$50 Junes voucher for giving it your all, and not running away like a sissy bitch. I can't have the school kids just giving up, cos it hurts. It will defeat a large purpose of the exercise.
$300 cash for taking down a pilot, 
$500 cash for whoever does the most damage to a pilot. 
As far as I can tell all young people like Junes. Though possibly not as much as Tara.
Cash is pretty exotic round here, no one uses it except at money exchanges. Should get the kids excited.
Once the school children have all been eliminated, I shall send in the pilots own Section 2 agents.
The Section 2 agents should have no trouble taking them down. though I'll probably need to recruit one or two more to make up for Tara and Charlie.
This should stop the pilots getting big headed. No matter how good you are there is always someone better. I wonder how good the Evangelions from Tokyo-3 are.
March mentioned that Redmond (Charlie’s bodyguard) isn’t trained in nonlethal take down methods, unlike the others. He implied that if he was shot will a paint ball he might kill the shooter. Interesting to know to say the least, I knew he was more than a guard, but that much more. It’s good to know Charlie’s death is in safe hands. I reassured the Commander that I would  getting blue suits for us, and tell the kids that if they hit us, there whole faction would miss out on any prize money. They won't hit us. Since they won't have full auto, hitting us with single shots is quite unlikely - no sweeping fire. Though I may have to word if differently, since if they do manage to hit us, I don't want them to lose all motivation. 
After this the pilots will wake up, in their formal dress uniform for dance lesions.
I'll rent out a hall in the city, and bring in the best (and strictest) dance instructor from Sydney-8.
March cracked up at the idea of dance lesions. He seems to think the pilots would find it a humiliating experience after the manly gun fight.
I explain to him the manifold reasons for the dance reason:
Dance lesions is a classic icebreaking technique for making friends from strangers. the reduction in personal space, the inherent teamwork of it. Though the pilots aren't strangers, they act like it. We need to break down there walls.
Shared embarrassment, is in itself a bonding experience, it give them something in common, something they can share with no one else. In fact I don't think this is embarrassing enough.
Finally the agility possessed by dancers in very similar to that used by martial artists. Of our fighters, 2 directly engage the Angels with conventional melee weapons, and two others ,have the ability to telekinetically wrestle with them (I believe that is what they do).
March laughs about the idea of the Eva's challenging the Angels to a Dance Off, i don't know where he got that from.

A little before I finished discussing the operation the March, Hogan excused himself. 
Shortly Carville returned with the tea, a passable brew. Then he sat down next to us at the seat Hogan has just vacated. Seating himself in Hogan’s place, acting his equal. No asking the Commanders permission to sit, not even a word. 
Where has his respect gone? He is far too casual these days. I remind him that he has paper work to do, and he scurries off. Rat.
As we finish our discussion about the Training Exercise, Hogan’s voice booms over the intercom.
"The package has been secured in a test rig Commander, I should have an analysis soon."
The commander asks Hogan for a video of the recovery operation.
It is brought up on the main screen.

The video shows the recovery team.
Apparently a Science Officer Samuel Lawson,  a Demotions Expert Topping on VonMonical, Medic Andrew Mitchael, lead by Truman - obviously a professional soldier.
The camera's show there approach to the Area where the angel fell. They are going to recover a portion of its material, as detail above.
They walk down from the train station,
passing one of the cities less reputable occupants, send him smiling on his way.
Come to a riot, where the cops are being overwhelmed.
They walk around the rioters and come to these rather suspicions looking fellows.
These guys are imitating section 2, the damage control crew, figures this out, issues a arrest warrant and tells the guys to turn themselves in. If these criminals do then, well I'll be pretty damn impressed.
In any case that treat is neutralised.
They walk through the rioter, without incident until they are almost through, when the crowd closes around them. Truman pulls out his assault rifle, and pans it around. My breath caught at the sight of that. There are two things that can happen when a man pulls out gun in a riot, he gets torn to pieces by the mob (An assault rifle don't to that much when you are being overwhelmed by numbers on all sides, trust me.), or the mob splinters around him. Wether by luck or by skill Truman judged the situation correctly, and the everyone backed well away from him.
They reach the police and offer their assistance.
They talk the rioters down, (this was largely due to the people skills of the medic) most of them leave of their own accord, the last strugglers are overwhelmed once this large TV thing is fixed and starts broadcasting ODIN's antiriot signal, or whatever it is those flashing lights are doing to people's brains. I've never seen ODIN using what appears to be, somewhere between subliminal messaging an mind control.

As they leave they ask for volunteers from the police to come and assist them. Only one steps forward, a female officer.
Upon moving forward they come across 3 of the bases droids. 2 hovering discus-like Riot drones, and a AAAD (armoured autonomous assault droid), looking like something like a bear sized body mounted on top of tracks and bristling with guns.
They come to the area where the angel fell. 
large fragments of its glacial body are visible through the vid feed.
Inside the area which has been marked off, by … marking the ground with bullet fire. I can only assume that this was done by the AAAD.
Inside the marked off area is another AAAD, which was pushing a cart. It’s been speared with a large icicle through its chest and isn’t moving. They approach the disabled AAAD, without touching it, and begin to examine it. From a couple of metres away. They are clearly worried about the danger.
They were right to be, in my opinion. 
There is as sharp crack, and a shard of ice tears through the shoulder of active AAAD.
Truman orders every one out of the marked dangerous area.

The Techie, Samuel Lawson, starts tapping on his data slate and eventually comes out with: “There is a 2% chance of sudden and unwarned death, due to ‘falling’ ice. … and a 10% chance of dangerous falling ice, with some warning, giving a change to jump out of the way.”
Useful to know.

After the active AAAD is inspected, one of the riot drones is send in for recon purposes.
The group have a discussion, and it is resolved that bringing back the disabled AAAD is desirable, but it is unsafe while there is still ice in it.
The active AAAD, was told to present itself for inspection, it’s armour palates slide away from it’s body, exposing it’s workings. VonMonical strapped it down with explosives for a self destruct, and then strapped a large directed charge to its chest.
Another (smaller) directed charge (VonMonical, constructed a crude claymore), to the other riot drone. And they sent it in, had it hover over the icicle driven into the chest of the disabled AAAD.
The active AAAD is readied to retrieve the disabled one, once the ice is removed.
The charge on the riot drone is triggered, sending it flying off in the glacier. Lawson looks almost sad. The active AAAD immediately pulls the other, and it’s cart with it out of the danger zone.
Unfortunately while the damage control crew believes all the ice that embedded in the disabled AAAD was vaporized. A rather thick mist has formed, and is following the AAADs. This appears to concern the crew. The Medic seems confidant that the mist could fall though into the body and damage your interior where as the science officer believe the mist or ice fragments is to small, that it would melt inside the body. In any case they avoid the risk, by using the thrusters on the remaining riot drone to blowback the mist.
It is then requested than the active AAAD retrieves the cart. It does so, by cutting of the arms of the other AAAD. Using machine gun fire. I’m surprised the AAAD doesn’t have a saw.
They then have the droid retrieve a sample of the ice. 
Again it does so by approaching the wall of ice, (being instructed to then move 20m back), and then letting forth with huge salvo of fire, breaking a large chunk off.
It then awkwardly manipulates the cart, to get the ice inside.
Looks like that’s a day.
On their way back they pick up that the cop who was helping them, was in fact filming the whole thing and was not a cop either. They take her into their custody, after speaking with the police back near where the riot was and head back.
Hogan commented that these guys are doing much better than some of the other damage control guys. he then curses to himself, mutter something about Santonis deleting it, and eventually pulls up a video of one of our guys shooting an unarmed rioter at point blank range. Not a good image for the people to see. That'll do more damage that it controls. Hopefully it gets cleaned up before it hits the news, or there'll be trouble. Obviously the guy who shot her, is in for a lot of trouble. I'm sure March will dismember him, suitably.
Hogan informs March that “Even after repairs, radar in the 8 o clock sector is going to be down for at least another day. Just a heads up.”
“Shit. Looks like we need some old fashioned flesh and blood guards tonight then.”
March goes over to a console and types something and then starts talking: "Carville, patch me through to the recovery team."
He tells them to go to a roof top in the region where the radar is down. Apparently there will be teams spaced on roof tops 300m apart with droids between.
“Morgaine, if you can rustle up anyone from catering, I need a victors meal on the top floor of outpost  5N6”
"Kindly, I think its time you got back to your charges. I bid you good evening."
"Yes, Sir. I assume I'll be receiving a debrief, soon. On whatever we've found out from the recovery.”, I’m dismissed.
Hogan comes over the intercom again: "Oh jeez, that reminds me. Uh yeah, I can give you a summary now, you'll get something a little more comprehensive later."
“I'll head down to your office, on my way out Hogan” I reply.
"Cool." Is the neutral stated response. Hogan doesn’t say “Cool”, he’d normally be “Awesome” or “Sweet” what’s going on? Hogan sounds deflated.
I head down to his office, on the door is note saying "NOT IN - FOLLOW LIGHTS TO TEST CHAMBER"
I follow the lights down to as chamber with a door covered in warning.
I take a quick glance, none of them seem to indicate I may muck up the experiment by opening the door. 
The room is icy cold, Hogan is in front of some machines typing away on a terminal.
Above the machines a chunk of the ice is hovering.
Looking at it up close it seems to … have too many corners.
Of to one side is a smaller sliver of the ice, also hovering.
It starts descending  downwards, making a grating sound sort of like if you too the sound of two ice cubes being ground together and scaled it up. The small chunk suddenly ignites then implodes in on itself and suddenly a stream of water pours out of the air.
 Hogan notices me, and then says, a pile of technojibble, which I don’t really understand.
The general gist of it is that the ice (or phaseglass as he calls it), is not all in the real world, and most of it is somewhere else. Apparently it won’t melt before Wednesday morning.  (it being Sunday today) and may take longer in the sea, I think 
Which means we won’t be able to get at the core.
I start throwing ideas around with Hogan about how we could recover the core.
Masers would be idea, unfortunately neither NERV-AU or the ADF has any maser.
UN won’t let any national defence force have masers.
Wonderful things, large scale masers, clears out a whole office block, without any collateral damage.
I consider the possibility of an arctic sub, but really that has little advantage over an Eva.
I asked Hogan about  sending down an Eva in C-type, apparently it defiantly wouldn’t work.
The ice is attracted to heat, and the Eva is far too hot.
I thought D type would work, but even through it is brilliantly insulted in 3 dimensions, in 4 dimensions it is like an open box according to Hogan. “There’s a significant radius around the phaseglass where anything hot, regardless of how well insulated it is from our perspective, will attract it into our world."
I asked about using the stuff he was learning to create a 4 dimentional, insulation:
"Thats an interesting idea now that you mention it. I'd had a lot of trouble figuring out how to make a dimensionally isolated hull, but with a few samples of phaseglass I could 'push' it into position. That said, you aren't going to see anything Evangelion sized out of that line of research I'm afraid."
Sounds to me like he’s talking about making a bulldozer.
If we get the core that's what matters
I tell him "Risking an Eva only came to mind because it is a lot tougher than the average sub"
He replies: "Its also a lot more expensive. Unfortunately it seems our only recourse is to wait."
what happened to the bulldozer idea?
I suggest it back to him: "If we held a piece of phaseglass in front of the sub, we could make a bull dozer?"
He replies: "That’s a smart idea. It might work actually. You are my kind of crazy, Kindly."
Hogan smiles.
Why is Hogan letting me take the credit for his idea? What is going on, I ask him about it.
"I'm feeling pretty down lately, like I'm just not sure if we're doing right, y'know. Not sure if... eh..."
sounds like he’s wondering if his work on the Evangelions – making them more dangerous than angels, if he’s just creating another threat, more dangerous than the angels.
I would have reassured him, that it’s ok, because we’ll win, and then we won’t have to worry about other Evangelions, but just then Sirens started going off.
Hogan types something into the terminal and the phase glass sample retracts, into some form of containment.
March comes over the intercom, "Hogan, Kindly, get up to the bridge, we have a situation"
We head out, at a brisk walk. the lights leading the way are flashing red.
When we get the the bridge there are section 2 agents guarding the doors.
The guards actually checked our Ids. Real professionals. I approve.
March and Carville are looking intently at half a dozen screens.
After a moment the commander  noticed me.
“Good, you're here. Its for your own safety, I need you all kept track of now.”,
I say nothing. I can make no comment until I know what’s going down,
Hogan asks “What happened?”
“A large patch of 8 o' clock sector went dark. Jamming maybe? How should I know though, I'm not expert on computers around here!"  March replies through gritted teeth. This is breaking his calm demeanour,  
"The clamps aren't functioning, we can't make the drop..." says Carville.
"Damn it. I should have pushed for construction earlier." replies March.
 Hogan looks at one of the consoles.  "Oh, looks like the jamming is receding. Oh, just, shifting. Damn."
 "WHERE IS IT GOING!" March demanded
"Ah, shit, North, we don't have a full suite in the residential area, I can't tell you where the centre is." Hogan.
 A radio signal crackles over comms, rough, but audible
"Goddamn Bastards, they came from the sky, they won't die. 
Goddamn Bastards, why won't they die
send reinforcements, 
goddamnit why won't they die, they came from the bloody sky"
 I recognise the voice from somewhere, I’ve heard it recently.
Clearly the base is assault from a some form of paratroops

Hogan confirms it."Is that... Lawson? What the fuck..."
March: "Drones were almost there anyway."
 Carville looks up from a monitor "Explosion sighted sir."
March is looking more and more tense "Hopefully used against them I should think..."
Everyone is looking intently at the screens.
Carville says the jamming has cessed, not sign of the assailants how you would see the that on a radar, I don’t know. 
Hogan says that vidfeeds from ‘nightwatch’  has been restored. I’m not sure w2hat night watch is, could be droids, could be a particular camera network (with infrared vision I expect).
March leans over to watch what ever is coming up on the nightwatch feeds 
"Kindly. Get. The Pilots. Somewhere safe. NOW."
I salute and bolt to the door.
As I leave I can hear March screaming  "Opson isn't there? THEN GET IRVINE OR RAYNES!"
He should calm it down.

As I head upwards from the bridge. I take out my phone.
Unfortunately I only have Child Alpha and Child Russia’s phone numbers.
I call Tara. I ask her where she is:
“Tara, where are you?"
"I was just thinking about whether to go out for some nightlife. Yourself?"
"On my way back to my apartment. You didn't answer my question."
"What is you physical location, Tara."
"And you didn't answer mine!"
"I'm at base." I tell her the corridor number.
 "Heh, thats not so far. Or, really, REALLY far depending on how you look at things I guess. I'll see you back at the apartment, bye!"
Damn it I still didn’t find out where she was.
Still if Section 2 can’t find her, then what chance does an insurgent who doesn’t know her or the base.
I call Child Russia, 
"Com... aptain?"
"RUSSIA, where are you?"
I lean away from my phone, and speak to the air. "Scott, a Car, Me Now."
Russia responds "I'm at the apartment. We're surprised you aren't back too."
“Is everyone one there?” I ask
"I couldn't really say for sure, people have been in and out."
Scott leads me down a left turn, 
"Go check everyone ones rooms. and gather everyone one together. In my room. This is very important.” I instruct him
I speak away from the receiver "ODIN Open my apartment doors, interior and exterior”
"Huh, doors opened. I'll try and chase everyone up then. No guarantees. Dimitri out." 
"Don't Hung up Russia Just keep hold of the phone. Grab any section 2 agents you spot too if you recognise them" 
Scott has lead me to a car, we get in and he starts the engine. 
I check my gun, with my free hand
Hogan’s voice comes over the phone.
“Ok, if we assume they all arrived under the cover of the jammer, even if they were to head straight for the pilots as fast as possible, Freya indicates that you should get there about 2 minutes before they possibly can." 2 minutes, if Freya right, there could easily be other insurgents that snuck in while the jammer was going was wasn’t even noticed by the roof guards, or killed them before the jammer moved.”
"Assuming the pilots are all home, are they?” I ask Hogan.
"I can't be sure of that just yet."
"Is Odin down in that region?", I ask
"It looks like we might be missing a few. Oh, there’s Tara”
 “Where? Around the Apartment?", I ask.
 "You mean physically? No." why does Hogan waste my time like this!
"who's missing, do we have a location on them?" I ask, patiently, there is not advantage to panicking.
Hogan replies: "It’s just a few I haven't found yet, no location. Joest and Julian I haven't found yet..."
 "Bloody Child Delta. Ok, Bravo can look after himself, to some extent, but I still need him back on base. Can you switch to my car's Audio Hogan, I need to talk to Russia.” I don’t know why Hogan is hijacking my phone when the car’s system is unutilized, thoughtless . there people have no heads for an emergency.”
I hear a click from the cars audio system.
Speaking into the phone "Russia can you hear me? have you got everyone but Delta and Bravo? how many Section 2 agents have you got there?"
The phone is silent, 
I shout into it "RUSSIA! RUSSIA!"
Finally he replies "Yep, got everyone except those two wrangled up, and all the section 2 officers except Jeev- Irvine, and Opson."
Now it’s time for a risk, still Child Russia hasn’t attack another pilot, in weeks. Well I work with what I have.
“Russia, I'm putting a big responsibility on you here. Don't let me down. Gather all the Pilots into my bedroom. leave the Section 2 agents in the  Main room, they should know what's going on.  If they don't I’ll be in touch with them very soon. Can I trust You Dimitri?"
"Dah, I'll make it so."
"Can I trust You Dimetri?"
"Yes, Captain." He sounds serious and sincere, thank God.
“An Unknown Enemy has parachuted into our base. They may attempt to attack you. It's not certain, but it is possible. Tapped to the Underside of my desk, is my assault riffle. If you see anyone trying to force there way past the section 2 agents in the main room I want you to shoot them. If you fuck this up I will fucking boil you, kid. Don't let down my trust and don't Die.”
"Good Lad. I'm going to try and track down Bravo and Delta. I'll be in touch"
I hang up. By Gods above if this goes bad, someone is going hurt.




