Chernozem: Doctor

Dr. Paladin: Alisa.

Chernozem does a double take

Dr. Paladin: What, surprised I'm still alive?

Chernozem: Nyet.

Chernozem: I am still unused to this name.

Dr. Paladin: Ah.  Gotcha.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Hey.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: Jack.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Yeah.  I'm working with you folks on a consultant basis.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: ...a consultant for what?

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Whatcha got?

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: ... Who authorized this?

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: The boss-man himself.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: <mutters something that sounds like it may involve "senility">

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Wow.

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: Excuse me, Irina?

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: I questioned the security of unknown consultants.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: *sigh*  Do I have to do it right?

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: Anything worth doing is worth doing right.

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: I have worked closely with him for several weeks

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Dr. Jack Paladin.  Ph. D.  Troubleshooter.  I solve problems.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: And you are an unknown quantity yourself.

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: Perhaps to you.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: To many people. I like you well enough, Alisa, but I do not know you well enough to accept only your judgment.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Look, I worked with the boss-guy for a couple of years before.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: The man cannot speak to any specialty. Just that he "solves problems". So do I.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: What, you want my c.v.?

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: Da.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Criminy...

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: I have more doctorates than you can shake a stick at.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: Tell me why I should be impressed.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Okay... remember the original Rikti assault on Earth?

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: Vividly.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: And Dr. Sheridan's epic plan to save the Earth, with the Omega team and all that?

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: Da.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Man's a glory hound.  It was a team effort.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: I am waiting to be impressed.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Righto.  Saving the world doesn't impress the lady... well, you know Cayt, right?

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: Da.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Saved her mother's life.  She had massive internal trauma, bleeding, nearly every bone was broken in her body.  Now, she's just fine.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: I do everything, lady.  From surgery to portal physics.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: And that is why I am unimpressed.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: And you do, what, exactly, that lets you get on your high horse?

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: I take KGB security seriously enough that when someone comes in claiming to be a cure-all for ills, I ask questions.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: If you looked up my files, which I am sure you have access to, you'd see that I'd worked with the boss before.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Do you think he'd keep me around if I couldn't deliver?

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: It is not my job to assume. It is my job to question and confirm. I will look at your files when I am at my terminal.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: I would go to the base and use those, but they are not appropriately configured for me.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: If I am wrong about you, and I gladly accept the possibility that I am, then I will apologize.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Well, until then... be sure to leave that coffee pot on the counter untouched.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Not the normal one, the other one.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: My special brew, not for the faint of heart.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: Whatnow?

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: It is quite nasty

Chernozem: *mutters* Not that you'd trust me

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: It is...coffee?

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: Only if you have indiscriminate taste in such

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: I believe I'll leave it be.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: I also have a Ph.D. in really bad coffee.  Only thing that'll keep me going, sometimes.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: Perhaps you should have tried underwater basket weaving.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Less applicable in the real world.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: Wait. I recall hearing your name. The Commander said you were dead.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Nah.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: Nah?

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Talkin' to ya, aren't I?

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: I meant, that is a reasonably insufficient answer.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: Why would people think you are dead?

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Well, it seems they found a body during the last invasion and thought it was me.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: I assure you, however, that it was not, in fact, me.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: There are genetic tests in your files?

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Probably.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Dental, irises, the works.  I dunno.  I don't have access to those files, right?

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: I will be certain to check.

[SuperGroup] Comrade Smersh: *flips channels on the television*

Alisa Korsakova: Papen'ka?

Comrade Smersh: Alisa, privyet.

Comrade Smersh: Have a seat, da?

Comrade Smersh: How are you doing?

Alisa Korsakova: Both good and not so good.

Comrade Smersh: Oh?

Alisa Korsakova: I am not going to be recalled home.

Comrade Smersh nods slowly.

Alisa Korsakova: My access has been revoked and I am listed as a rogue agent.

Alisa Korsakova: I do not know if I should stay here... if it might bring danger.

Comrade Smersh: Bah.  Danger, I can handle.

Comrade Smersh waves off the suggestion.

Alisa Korsakova carefully does not chuckle ruefully

Alisa Korsakova: But also good...

Alisa Korsakova: Our conversation the other day with Jessie...

Comrade Smersh: Da?

Alisa Korsakova: ...regarding the source of her abilities.

Alisa Korsakova: I spoke with Mr. Nash in Atlas Park and am being tested

Alisa Korsakova: I was only ever used as a weapon and trained as such.... but careful thinking has made me wonder if that is all I can be.

Comrade Smersh: Ah.  So you seek to explore... other aspects, then.

Alisa Korsakova: Da.

Alisa Korsakova: I do not want to be only a weapon.

Comrade Smersh: Privyet, Geny.

Alisa Korsakova glances up

Winter-Born settles on the wall.

Alisa Korsakova: Privyet

Comrade Smersh: How has your day been, Geny?

Winter-Born: Privyet. I can leave, if I'm interrupting.

Alisa Korsakova: No need

Comrade Smersh: Oh, bah.  Please, be comfortable, da?

Winter-Born hops up and moves to a better spot on the wall.

Alisa Korsakova: I have just told Papen'ka about my status.

Winter-Born: Status?

Alisa Korsakova: You might be pleased to know I am no longer an agent of Ivan Petrov.

Winter-Born quirks her lips to one side.

Alisa Korsakova: Although I would happily continue on my last assignment if I thought it was actually necessary.

Alisa Korsakova smiles

Winter-Born: Is that something you can put in a pink slip on?

Alisa Korsakova looks puzzled

Alisa Korsakova: Why would I wear a pink slip?

Comrade Smersh chuckles faintly.

Winter-Born: Is there something wrong with pink?

Alisa Korsakova: Nyet. Though it is not one of my preferred colors.

Winter-Born: Hrm.

Winter-Born idly kicks one pink sneakered foot.

Comrade Smersh lights up a non-pink cigarette.

Winter-Born: What made you quit, then?

Alisa Korsakova frowns softly

Alisa Korsakova: I did not.

Alisa Korsakova: My access has been revoked and.... why I needed to speak to Papen'ka... I am listed as a rogue agent.

Winter-Born tries desperately not to smirk. She mostly succeeds.

Alisa Korsakova: Only Petrov could have done that so quickly... or at least given false information regarding my assignment

Winter-Born: Does it surprise you?

Comrade Smersh watches back and forth.

Alisa Korsakova: He was a good commander to me.

Alisa Korsakova: Never did he send me on an assignment that was not good for the People.

Winter-Born: He was a good Patriot, too. Until he was not.

Comrade Smersh smokes and absorbs information.

Alisa Korsakova: I could not say anything regarding his status as a "Patriot", but he seemed a patriot enough to me.

Winter-Born grunts and says nothing, which is different than not saying anything.

Comrade Smersh taps some ash into his ashtray.

Winter-Born: It's difficult to tell how you feel about it.

Alisa Korsakova does not mention her previous decision not to return home as it's now irrelevant

Alisa Korsakova: How I feel about it?

Winter-Born: Da.

Alisa Korsakova: About what specifically?

Winter-Born: Being a rogue agent. Losing your access. Theoretically, your home.

Comrade Smersh smokes some more.

Alisa Korsakova: I am... disappointed.

Winter-Born: Why?

Alisa Korsakova: I love Russia.  I will not be as effective in protecting her from here.

Alisa Korsakova: But...

Alisa Korsakova shrugs

Alisa Korsakova: It also means I do not have to make the decision myself

Winter-Born wrinkles her nose.

Alisa Korsakova raises an eyebrow

Comrade Smersh: Some choices... you should not allow to be made for you.

Winter-Born touches the tip of her nose and points at Smersh.

Alisa Korsakova sighs

Comrade Smersh: What, I smell now?  Bah.

Comrade Smersh chuckles.

Winter-Born: Your head wax.

Alisa Korsakova looks confused

Comrade Smersh takes another long drag from his horrid unfiltered cigarette.

Alisa Korsakova: Some choices are easier not to have to make.

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Winter-Born: Nothing worth doing is easy.

Alisa Korsakova: Not that this is always a good thing... but simpler

Comrade Smersh: The hard choices are what cause you to grow as a person.

Alisa Korsakova: Bah

Winter-Born: He's two for two tonight.

Comrade Smersh: Alisa, what is it that *you* desire?

Alisa Korsakova: What would you have me say?

Comrade Smersh: If you wish to return, there are ways.

Winter-Born: Many ways.

Comrade Smersh: We can make it happen.

Alisa Korsakova: Can you make me two people?

Winter-Born looks wry.

Comrade Smersh: Nyet.

Winter-Born: He did that once.

Comrade Smersh: Ah, technically, that was your mother, da?

Winter-Born snickers.

Comrade Smersh smirks around his cigarette.

Alisa Korsakova: We are not the same person.

Alisa Korsakova smiles

Comrade Smersh: Very, very true.

Winter-Born: Nyet. That, we are not.

Winter-Born tucks a strand of white hair behind her ear.

Comrade Smersh: I should not want you to be the same, da?

Alisa Korsakova: I can not be at home protecting her and be here at the same time.

Winter-Born: Who is to say that protecting here is not protecting Russia?

Alisa Korsakova wants to roll her eyes but doesn't

Alisa Korsakova: Explain to me? Perhaps I am not seeing something.

Alisa Korsakova doesn't think that's likely

Comrade Smersh has his own answer to this, but wants to hear Geny's.

Winter-Born: Russia is our home. She will always be our mother. But she is part of a greater world. Pieces of her are here. And what happens here affects her there.

Winter-Born: What we do here matters.

Alisa Korsakova: I do not argue that what we do here matters, just that it has an important effect on Russia.

Winter-Born: Then you need to open your eyes to a wider view.

Comrade Smersh: And for some of us... we have been... required to expand our views.  The Rodina, she holds a special place in the Russian heart... but what we do, we protect our Motherland.  Our Earth, da?

Winter-Born nods.

Alisa Korsakova: Perhaps this is true, but it is not good chernozem that you may sink your toes into.

Winter-Born: I have not sunk my toes into the soil of the Motherland for quite some time.

Winter-Born: I walked on her ice instead.

Alisa Korsakova: Then you can understand?

Comrade Smersh: Oh, Alisa... we understand more than you think.

Winter-Born smiles.

Winter-Born: It is very hard for me to leave Russia, my sister. Hard for all of us.

Alisa Korsakova: As I said... the choice is made. I shall not unmake it.

Comrade Smersh nods.

Winter-Born: No, but you should make it to start with.

Alisa Korsakova: Why? When it is already done?

Winter-Born: It could be undone. You could go home.

Comrade Smersh: Because false regrets can cripple a person, Alisa.

Winter-Born: The choice, and the sacrifice, also matter.

Winter-Born nods.

Alisa Korsakova: And perhaps, at some point I shall.

Alisa Korsakova: I do not regret falsefully, Papen'ka.

Winter-Born: But do you regret?

Alisa Korsakova: Da.

Winter-Born: What?

Comrade Smersh lights up a fresh cigarette.

Alisa Korsakova: Knowing you could find a way to get me back and I am not accepting the offer.

Alisa Korsakova does roll her eyes this time

Comrade Smersh: Then, like it or not, you have, in fact, chosen, da?

Alisa Korsakova wrinkles her nose

Alisa Korsakova: Bah

Winter-Born laughs.

Winter-Born: Choice is a precious commodity.

Alisa Korsakova: This... I can not argue

Alisa Korsakova: It is still a choice I would rather not have.

Winter-Born grimaces.

Alisa Korsakova: Selfish... perhaps... but truth.

Winter-Born: Well, we can't fault you for honesty.

Winter-Born: We can, instead, raise our fists to the bastards that didn't teach you better.

Comrade Smersh: Very true.

Alisa Korsakova makes a slightly choked laughing sound

Winter-Born: You should learn to laugh.

Alisa Korsakova: I may make an effort.  I have not chosen yet, da?

Alisa Korsakova smiles

Winter-Born feigns shock.

Winter-Born: You DO have a sense of humor!

Alisa Korsakova: I would not be human if I did not, Geny.

Alisa Korsakova: I am, however, used to hiding such.

Winter-Born: I have met humans without humor.

Comrade Smersh: As have I... but they are sad cases, da?

Alisa Korsakova: I do not believe they were actually human then, da?  Organic machines perhaps? Born from a mother's womb but incapable of humanity.

Winter-Born: You have such strangely selected beliefs.

Alisa Korsakova: I have had a strange life by your standards.

Winter-Born: This is true.

Alisa Korsakova sighs lightly

Winter-Born: What?

Alisa Korsakova: I have not seen you much since that first evening. 

Winter-Born: I have an unfortunate habit of remaining unseen.

Winter-Born: Did you wish to?

Alisa Korsakova lifts an eyebrow

Alisa Korsakova: I...

Alisa Korsakova: I've never had a family.

Alisa Korsakova: There is much I would like to learn.

Winter-Born: Such as...?

Alisa Korsakova: ...to be

Alisa Korsakova: I asked someone what one does with a family.  You heard his response... Parcheesi.

Alisa Korsakova smiles ruefully

Winter-Born makes a face.

Comrade Smersh smirks.

Winter-Born: Parcheesi.

Winter-Born: I'm just not certain how that would work.

Alisa Korsakova: Neither am I, but how to know?

Comrade Smersh: Presumably, like any other family game, da?

Alisa Korsakova: Books have not been terribly helpful on the subject.

Winter-Born: My family played strip poker. But most of us are not related by blood.

Comrade Smersh raises an eyebrow.

Alisa Korsakova blinks

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Ireland Love: Aha. There he is.

Comrade Smersh: Hmm?  Oh, hello, dorogoi.

Scape Kid pats his Papa Smersh on the head!

Winter-Born quirks an eyebrow.

Ireland Love: Hullo, 'Geny. I brought someone t' see ye.

Alisa Korsakova: Hello

Ireland Love: Seems he was missin' ye.

Winter-Born cocks her head.

Scape Kid giggles

Comrade Smersh is patted.

Winter-Born: Someone to see me?

Ireland Love: Mmm, no. Sorry. I fergot....'Geny's my pet name fer my husban'.

Comrade Smersh: Maggie, this is Alisa and Yevgeniya.

Winter-Born: Ahh. It is my nickname as well.

Scape Kid bahs in confusion

Alisa Korsakova: It is a pleasure to meet you...?

Comrade Smersh: My wife, girls.

Scape Kid tries "Ye-Yev...* bahs loudly in frustration at the complicated name

Winter-Born: Oh.

Alisa Korsakova: Ah

Ireland Love: Nice t' meet ye both. This's my son, Billy.

Scape Kid bahs loudly and proudly "Billlly!"

Alisa Korsakova: Hello little one

Scape Kid bahs greetingly

Comrade Smersh: Pull up a seat, dorogoi.

Scape Kid snuggles up against his mother

Comrade Smersh: We were just talking about Parcheesi, da?

Ireland Love lifts Billy and carries him to sit on the sofa.

Scape Kid bahs in confusion "Cheese?"

Ireland Love: Parwhatnow?

Alisa Korsakova: Parcheesi... a family game of some sort

Scape Kid kerflops onto the couch!

Comrade Smersh: It is a board game... the pieces go around and... bah.

Comrade Smersh waves his hand a bit.

Scape Kid bahs immitatingly

Comrade Smersh is apparently the only person in the world who has ever played Parcheesi.

Ireland Love: I see.

Comrade Smersh stubs out his cigarette.

Alisa Korsakova waves the smoke away

Ireland Love wrinkles her nose slightly.

Winter-Born pulls a cigar out of a case in her pocket and lights it.

Winter-Born exhales a cloud of smoke and frost.

Alisa Korsakova: That is not good for you Geny.

Comrade Smersh: So, Maggie.  These are my girls I was telling you about, da?

Alisa Korsakova: But I'm sure you know that

Winter-Born: Everyone dies someday.

Comrade Smersh nods slightly.

Ireland Love: Like father, like daughter.

Scape Kid hugs and latchs onto Maggie protectively looking around, remembering the past after the comment

Alisa Korsakova: Only one.

Winter-Born: We'll teach the other soon enough.

Alisa Korsakova: I did not pick up the habit, myself.  Nasty taste.

Ireland Love pats Billy.

Winter-Born: Even his Nazi child smokes.

Alisa Korsakova: Nazi child?

Alisa Korsakova glances at Smersh

Winter-Born: Oh, you have not met Svetlana?

Comrade Smersh: She is... not exactly my child?

Alisa Korsakova: Nyet

Comrade Smersh: Rather, a child of an other-dimensional version of myself...

Mrwrk sails by in a sailboat made out of newspaper....

Ireland Love: I think yer 'bout t' git vis'ters, 'Geny.

Scape Kid giggles

Ireland Love snickers.

Comrade Smersh: Still, she is a bit like me, I suppose, da?

Ireland Love: Ladies, this's Mrwrk. She's a kitten.

Winter-Born: Svetlana Yevgeneva Korsakova. Smokes like a chimney.

Winter-Born blows out a cloud of smoke.

Mrwrk sails by again, having a swordfight with a shark that's following her newspaper boat....

Alisa Korsakova: It seems patronymics are popular.

Comrade Smersh: ...apparently, da?

Winter-Born: Apparently, she inherited Sasha's hair.

Alisa Korsakova blinks

Alisa Korsakova: The Strike Leader?

Winter-Born: Da.

Alisa Korsakova blinks again and makes another stifled laugh

Comrade Smersh: You have been spending much time with Sveta then, Geny?

Comrade Smersh raises an eyebrow.

Winter-Born: I handed her tools in the garage the other day.

Mrwrk sails by a third time, this time followed by a fleet of newspaper sailboats firing newspaper cannons at her. A wet wad of newspaper flies at Smersh....

Comrade Smersh: Is she still working on that motorcycle?

Winter-Born: Da.

Comrade Smersh is hit in the head by a wad of newspaper.

Comrade Smersh: Bah!

Ireland Love snickers quietly, watching the kitten.

Scape Kid giggles

Comrade Smersh: Comrade Kitten?

Alisa Korsakova picks up the wad and unfolds it

Alisa Korsakova: At least it was old news, papen'ka

Scape Kid sneak sneak sneak

Mrwrk sails by again, this time her sailboat is slowly sinking inexplicably into the steel floor.

Scape Kid bahs sppookily!

Ireland Love: 'Tis good fer this place t' see children playin' 'round sometimes.

Comrade Smersh: ...bah.

Alisa Korsakova cocks her head curiously

Winter-Born: There are plenty of them. Mostly my father's.

Mrwrk is sunk into the floor.

Scape Kid bahs

Mrwrk is not visible, having recently sunk her newspaper ship.

Pyro Kinesis: ooo secret maps

Alias Smith: Wow!  It's Billy, the Scape Kid!

Alisa Korsakova: Do you frequently play in the hallways Geny?

Ireland Love: I mean wee ones. 

Scape Kid bahs and nods

Scape Kid bahs proudly "Billy" nod nod

Winter-Born: Sometimes, I ice the floor and skid down the hallway.

Ireland Love: Like Rhiannon an' Billy an' Ben...

Alias Smith: I thought you'd be lots bigger...

Alisa Korsakova: Do you have ice skates?

Scape Kid gasps and bahs loudly!

Winter-Born: I have feet.

Comrade Smersh: Is that why I slipped in the hall the other day?

Scape Kid bahs and gets onto his tippytoes!

Winter-Born: It hadn't melted yet, sorry.

Alias Smith: I mean--

Mrwrk peers upside-down at the screen.

Alisa Korsakova studies the kitten for a minute

Alias Smith: Good thing you're not bigger -- nobody could stand a chance against you.

Ireland Love: 've they met their...sister yet, Yevgeny?

Comrade Smersh: Rhiannon?

Alisa Korsakova: Which one, Maggie?

Scape Kid bahs loudly!

Alias Smith feels very intimidated.

Pyro Kinesis: hi! I'm Smithette! its my evil alias! Smith is going to throw me into the superspy prison!

Ireland Love: Rhiannon, aye. Th' smalles' one.

Scape Kid bahs greetingly

Winter-Born: We should meet the little one. Teach her to be a good Russian.

Mrwrk bats at the screen.

Winter-Born: Alisa and I can babysit.

Alias Smith: I... er... her real name's not Smithette.

Alias Smith: Her real name's...

Alias Smith: Er...

Mrwrk: Is sillyhead! Is no Plinkos!

Alisa Korsakova cocks an eyebrow in disbelief

Ireland Love: ...she's only HALF Russian...

Pyro Kinesis: Ariah

Winter-Born: No one is perfect.

Scape Kid bahs and giggles

Alisa Korsakova: I would have no idea what to do with a child.

Winter-Born exhales a cloud of smoke.

Alias Smith: Ariah.

Pyro Kinesis: Ariah Smithette Junior the third

Alias Smith facepalms

Scape Kid bahs

Ireland Love raises an eyebrow to Smersh, but says nothing.

Alias Smith: Wow... this place is... huge!

Pyro Kinesis: I come from a long line of little girls in tights, I really should get street clothes

Comrade Smersh: Alisa was raised by the... government, da?

Scape Kid nod nod

Ireland Love: Indeed.

Mrwrk: Childrens is easy! Is family! Is loving and thingys!

Alias Smith: I'm surprised there was a line of little girls waiting to get tights.

Mrwrk obviously has no idea....

Pyro Kinesis: Can't be a hero without tights!

Alias Smith notices the bald-heaed man who fits the description of Jessie's father.

Mrwrk: Can!

Scape Kid bahs

Pyro Kinesis: ooo are those real horns?

Scape Kid nods and bahs, covering his horns protectively with his hands

Mrwrk: Can be hero! Am hero and am just having furs!

Scape Kid bahs denyingly "Kitty!"

Mrwrk: Was told! Am kitten of city!

Comrade Smersh: Da, I think you two should meet Rhiannon soon.

Pyro Kinesis: but they are... tight to your furry body!

Alisa Korsakova takes a deep breath at the commotion

Pyro Kinesis: so you got tights

Mrwrk: Am fierce warrior toos!

Ireland Love: Seems some o' my kids followed me here...I hope no one min's.

Alias Smith: I don't have tights.

Scape Kid bahs toughly!

Alisa Korsakova: It is... interesting.

Winter-Born: You have many children.

Pyro Kinesis ponders Smith for a moment, "you have tight arms so you got tights too"

Ireland Love nods,Aye. I do. A few hunnert."

Winter-Born: Prolific.

Alias Smith ...

Scape Kid bahs!

Mrwrk: Fierce!

Comrade Smersh raises an eyebrow at Geny.

Winter-Born: Adopter.

Pyro Kinesis: Ninja-kit-a-pult!

Winter-Born: My English is occasionally dubious.

Winter-Born exhales a cloud of smoke.

Alias Smith: I guess it just depends on the individual.

Ireland Love frowns a bit to herself.

Mrwrk: Ooblious!

Pyro Kinesis: look look a secret map to a secret place full of burried secret treasures

Comrade Smersh: No digging in the base!

Comrade Smersh: ...bah.

Mrwrk hides a tiny shovel....

Scape Kid bahs immitatingly!

Ireland Love chuckles.

Pyro Kinesis: We could flip it over and I could draw a picture of Galaxy City and then I'll go bury something and forget about it.

Winter-Born: Have you spoken with my mother lately, father?

Ireland Love: D' ye no' like kids, Geny? Or...d' ye jus' not have much experience wi' 'em?

Alias Smith: Better not.

Pyro Kinesis: then we could have a treasure hunt

Alias Smith: This is official stuff.

Mrwrk: Maybes is old!

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Winter-Born: Children are great blessings to be molded into champions of the People.

Mrwrk: Like Yegenys!

Alias Smith: That too.

Scape Kid bahs and huggles his Papa!

Comrade Smersh: I have not spoken to Tatyana of late, nyet.

Comrade Smersh hugs Billy.

Ireland Love: Champ....I see.

Scape Kid giggles

Alias Smith: Besides, we're guests -- we should keep our hands off of stuff.

Mrwrk snrfls Pyro.

Alias Smith: Wouldn't want to accidentally press a wrong button or something.

Mrwrk snrflsnrflsnrfl...

Winter-Born: Has Rhiannon exhibited any gifts yet?

Pyro Kinesis lowers her hand just before poking, "okay, no touching"

Mrwrk: Nopes! Have wrong button! Is here!

Comrade Smersh: Well, Maggie, I *do* have a number of daughters who could fit the bill, da?

Ireland Love turns to Smersh, "Are we moldin' Rhiannon, 'Geny? 

Mrwrk pulls out a small black box with a big black button.

Alias Smith: Be careful Mrwrk!

Alias Smith: You don't know what that is!

Pyro Kinesis: ooo whats that?

Mrwrk: Am knowing!

Mrwrk: Is wrong button!

Comrade Smersh: Nyet.  We just want her to be good and stand for what is right, da?

Alias Smith ...

Alisa Korsakova is carefully observing the family interplay

Winter-Born: Which is the People.

Winter-Born smiles.

Ireland Love: ...

Alias Smith: But what if it's the right wrong button?

Pyro Kinesis: if you turn it upside down is it right then?

Winter-Born: In her blood. She'll hear the calling, I'm sure.

Ireland Love: ....

Mrwrk: Is not right wrong button! is on left!

Scape Kid bahs denyingly and points at his ear!

Scape Kid bahs

Winter-Born: Is she too young to teach the Hymn of the Soviet Union?

Ireland Love is getting more and more red...but keeping her mouth shut. For now.

Mrwrk points at the button slightly on the left.

Comrade Smersh: She is, da.

Pyro Kinesis: push it?

Winter-Born: Hm.

Comrade Smersh: She is only two.

Alias Smith: No!

Mrwrk: Nopes!

Winter-Born: Not too many years, then.

Alias Smith: It's better not to push buttons if you don't have to.

Pyro Kinesis: awww why have buttons if you don't push them?

Mrwrk tucks away the button into another dimension.

Alias Smith nods sagely.

Mrwrk: Is button for not being pushed!

Alias Smith: Exactly.

Alias Smith: C'mere, Smithette.

Winter-Born: I was reading my mother's journal the other day.

Mrwrk: Is so am knowing which is wrong one!

Alias Smith grabs Smithette's hand.

Mrwrk: So can push others! Yups!

Winter-Born: She writes very heartfelt things about you.

Alisa Korsakova: You have a copy of mother's journal?

Winter-Born: Da. I have the original.

Alisa Korsakova hesitates

Alias Smith: And no more buttons, if you please.

Alisa Korsakova: Would it be possible for me to glance at it, Geny?

Winter-Born: Of course.

Alisa Korsakova smiles

Alisa Korsakova: Spasiba

Mrwrk: Have right button, too!

Winter-Born: Our mother is an amazing woman.

Comrade Smersh: ...was.

Winter-Born: You should come to know her.

Mrwrk: Is right button, because is on right!

Alias Smith: C'mon, Smithette.

Pyro Kinesis: you gotta toss me into prison now Smith!

Winter-Born: Was. Da.

Alisa Korsakova brows wrinkle

Alias Smith: No buttons.  No prison.

Pyro Kinesis: I got a crayon to make the jail if we can't find one

Mrwrk pull out an identical black button on an identical black box, only it's turned around so the button is on the right.

Winter-Born: Still, I think we should all have...family game night. You and Tatyana, and Alisa, and myself.

Winter-Born: I must try this Parcheesi.

Alias Smith: Ack!  Another button!

Mrwrk: Maybes should have wholecheesy, not just part?

Pyro Kinesis: lets go spy on the super spys by the super spy tv?

Comrade Smersh: ...what of your step-mother?

Winter-Born: What of her?

Alisa Korsakova lifts an eyebrow

Alias Smith: Here, have a seat.  This chair can be your prison.

Mrwrk: Is okies! Is right button!

Pyro Kinesis: which one?

Ireland Love has finally had enough and looks at Geny, "D' ye've some sort o' problem wi' me, lass?"

Alias Smith: This one.

Winter-Born exhales a cloud of smoke.

Winter-Born: Da.

Alias Smith: Will the right button lock her up?

Mrwrk: Nopes.

Ireland Love: Well, I think perhaps ye should git over it.

Comrade Smersh rubs his head.

Winter-Born: Funny, I think the same thing about you and my father.

Alias Smith: Hmm... too bad.

Winter-Born smiles.

Pyro Kinesis: this one?

Alias Smith: That one'll do.

Ireland Love: Not bloody likely, darlin'.

Mrwrk hrmwrks?

Alias Smith: She wants to be put in jail in the KGB headquarters.

Winter-Born: Perhaps.

Mrwrk: Well, is wrong right button, then.

Winter-Born exhales a cloud of smoke.

Alias Smith quietly, "She likes to play hero/villain."

Comrade Smersh: ...

Pyro Kinesis: ooo what about that one! then I could be princess Smithette diabiblical girl.

Alias Smith: That one looks official!

Mrwrk: Am knowing! Where are cells!

Comrade Smersh: Please...

Ireland Love: He was wi' yer mum fer two years, lassie. He's been wi' me fer four. I dunna think he's goin' anywhere, hm?

Comrade Smersh: ...do not fight, please?

Mrwrk waddles off...

Alias Smith: You know where the cells are?

Alias Smith: Follow Mrwrk!

Alisa Korsakova is watching a tennis match

Pyro Kinesis: I'm a Diabilical princess

Comrade Smersh: No playing in the cells!

Ireland Love nods, takes Smersh's hand, and shuts up.

Alias Smith: But you wanted to be put in a real cell, right?

Winter-Born: I'll leave it at that out of respect for my father.

Pyro Kinesis: I escaped your plot to cell me and now I'm Princess Smithette.

Comrade Smersh: Ah... like father, like daughter?

Winter-Born smirks.

Alias Smith: Oh.  Well.. that's cool.

Alias Smith: Just don't mess with anything that looks like it could cause a country to blow up.

Pyro Kinesis: And you can be my minion

Ireland Love mutters under her breath to Smersh, "Ye keep that one 'way from Rhiannon."

Alisa Korsakova: Is this common in families?

Alias Smith ...

Alias Smith: I... don't think so.

Alias Smith: I'll be right back.

Alias Smith: Don't move.

Winter-Born: Well, to keep one away, you'd have to keep both away.

Ireland Love: Fer a daughter t' be jealous o' a step-mother? Aye. 'Tis common.

Winter-Born: Jealous?

Pyro Kinesis: come minion let us go over there and spy on those people talking in strange... not moving, cept my mouth.

Winter-Born chuckles.

Winter-Born: Nyet. There is nothing to be jealous of.

Winter-Born: But I think enough of my father to believe he should be with a woman of his caliber.

Comrade Smersh jaw drops.

Comrade Smersh: Geny!

Alisa Korsakova blinks

Ireland Love: Ye dunna even know me, lass. How d' ye know what "calibur" I am?

Winter-Born: Would you prefer that I lied, father?

Comrade Smersh: ...nyet.

Winter-Born: You are a second choice.

Winter-Born: Had the government not forced my mother to leave, you would be drinking your ale alone.

Pyro Kinesis: doo doo doo

Pyro Kinesis hops off her chair

Ireland Love: Aye. Yer prob'ly right 'bout that.

Comrade Smersh: Geny, I do not have to sit here and listen to this.

Winter-Born: Nyet, you do not.

Pyro Kinesis: yea he could stand up and listen that'd show you!

Pyro Kinesis: oops it isnt eav.. whatever that word is if people know your doing it.

Winter-Born: I could pretend I liked her. I could also pretend that I do not think you should be with my mother, in whatever form she is in.

Comrade Smersh: ...

Ireland Love: So, I should step aside an' ye kin all be one big happy fam'ly? 

Alisa Korsakova is confused and curious and astonished

Winter-Born: That'd be nice.

Comrade Smersh: Maggie, nyet.

Ireland Love: Would ye be happy, Yevgeny?

Comrade Smersh: What I want is for my family to get along.

Comrade Smersh: Put the claws away.

Alisa Korsakova brows furrowed

Comrade Smersh: I do not wish to give my wife up for my daughters, nor my daughters for my wife!

Winter-Born: Claws imply malice.

Pyro Kinesis reeeaches over and grabs a bottle, "A genie bottle"

Alisa Korsakova: They do not have claws, papen'ka

Winter-Born: I have none. I simply want her to leave.

Winter-Born shrugs.

Ireland Love: Acushla, I dinna an' I willna ever, ever ask ye t' do that.

Winter-Born: I will not ask you to give her up for me. I will be here regardless. But I have been honest.

Ireland Love: She dunna have t' like me. 'Tis fine. But I'm no' goin' anywhere, so she'll've t' git used t' me, eventually.

Ireland Love settles in and leans back into Smersh.

Comrade Smersh rubs his temples.

Pyro Kinesis wiggles the cap off the bottle then makes sounds as if something is exiting it, "shhhhhh cshhhh"

Winter-Born: Not very likely.

Comrade Smersh and has a nifty vein popping out in his forehead.

Alisa Korsakova: Does your head hurt, papen'ka?

Comrade Smersh: ...da.

Ireland Love rummages through her many pockets....

Ireland Love hands Smersh a bottle of Tylenol.

Alisa Korsakova: May I try something I've learned recently from Mr. Nash?

Comrade Smersh looks at the Tylenol.

Alias Smith: She's gone...

Comrade Smersh looks at Alisa.

Alias Smith looks around...

Pyro Kinesis: Mister genie  I got wishes! I wish people wouldn't be so mean...

Mrwrk: Is hard wish!

Alias Smith: Smithette?

Comrade Smersh: I think the Tylenol should do, da?  Do not stress yourself on my account, da?

Ireland Love glances over to see what the kids are doing.

Pyro Kinesis quicky puts the bottle back onto the counter!

Mrwrk: Because is thinkies!

Alisa Korsakova nods

Comrade Smersh dry-swallows several Tylenol.

Mrwrk: Human thinkies har dot change!

Alias Smith: Have you behaved while I was gone?

Comrade Smersh makes a bit of a face.

Alias Smith: This place isn't like the Rock.

Winter-Born hops up.

Mrwrk offers Yegeny a glass of water.

Alias Smith: This place is... dangerous.

Mrwrk: Nopes!

Winter-Born: I told Grim I would be home.

Mrwrk: Is still family!

Winter-Born: Da svidarniya, all.

Comrade Smersh drinks the water.

Alias Smith: No.  You've got that wrong.

Pyro Kinesis: Yea you can hear it in the air danger at every turn! buuut you came and saved me!

Comrade Smersh: Dorby nochee, Geny.

Alias Smith: This is a spy headquarters.

Pyro Kinesis hugs Smiths leg

Alias Smith: They interrogate people here.

Winter-Born: Although before I go, I must point out...when you asked him if he'd be happy if you left, Maggie, he didn't say no.

Mrwrk sad mid-angioplasty!

Winter-Born: In fact, he gave no answer at all.

Ireland Love: ...I noticed.

Winter-Born touches her forehead in salute.

Alias Smith ...

Mrwrk salutes Winter as she leaves.

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Mrwrk: Was family, but was meany-head.

Mrwrk: Pokeybrain!

Mrwrk: Pokey!

Pyro Kinesis: I think I wanna go back to my trunk in Skyway.

Comrade Smersh: Maggie, do not go, da?

Alias Smith heats the serous nature of the adults' conversation...

Alisa Korsakova: That was ... umm... interesting.

Alias Smith: Um... maybe we should go back to the lobby...

Alisa Korsakova: Doc didn't mention the discord possibilities

Ireland Love: I'm no' plannin' t'. But ye *really* coulda answered that questi'n better, acushla.

Alias Smith grabs Smithette's hand.

Alias Smith: Come with me.

Pyro Kinesis: kay

Comrade Smersh nods and winces at the pain in his head.

Mrwrk: Is complicateds!

Mrwrk: Is family! Of humans! Is always complicateds!

Mrwrk: Is happys, is sad. Is all same thingys! Is all tied! Is all same!

Mrwrk waddles off.

Ireland Love frowns a bit, "Does it really hurt that much, love?"

Comrade Smersh: ...da.

Alisa Korsakova: Please, papen'ka?

Comrade Smersh nods to Alisa.

Ireland Love: Let 'er try, love. I'll be here t' back her up.

You heal Comrade Smersh for 226.98 points.

Alisa Korsakova: Better?

Comrade Smersh nods.

Comrade Smersh: A bit, da.

Alisa Korsakova: I dislike seeing others in pain.

Ireland Love: So d' I.

Ireland Love: THIS daughter I like, 'Geny.

Ireland Love chuckles a bit.

Comrade Smersh thinks that entirely incompatible with Alisa's previous line of work...

Alisa Korsakova glances quickly at Smersh but can't place it

Alisa Korsakova: I do not understand much of familial interplay yet.  This was informative, if uncomfortable.

Comrade Smersh: ...I think I need to go to bed.

Ireland Love: I'll come wi' ye, 'Geny.

Comrade Smersh nods.

Ireland Love: 'Twas lovely t' meet ye, Alisa.

Comrade Smersh: Dorby nochee, Alisa.

Alisa Korsakova: Good night, then.

Alisa Korsakova debates a hug and decides against it for the moment

Ireland Love: Be well.
