[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: Previet, comrades.

[SuperGroup] Mariketh: Good afternoon, comrade.

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: Good afternoon

[SuperGroup] Stolista: Afternoon Comrades

[SuperGroup] Questing Eagle: Hello.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Well.  The gang's all here.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: There's a gang....?

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: *sigh*

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: I believe he means the "group"

[SuperGroup] Stolista: or cadre

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: He's very colloquial

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Oh! Um...sorry!

[SuperGroup] Stolista: and informal

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: And, Dani, don't say you're sorry.

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: Previet, comrades.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: But I am! I don't mean to sound so confused....

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: With the Doc... I'd be surprised if someone *wasn't* confused.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Well that's cause he's very confusing. And sometimes makes no sense.

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: Quite often.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: I make perfect sense at all times.

[SuperGroup] Questing Eagle: Only to yourself.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Beside the point.

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: *an odd chuckle type sound*

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: *chuckles*

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: You um...make less sense than Hannah does at times.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: I might be insulted if I knew who Hannah was.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Oh! Um...in this time she's kinda small with wings and eeps a lot.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: She makes a lot more sense when she's little....more than the Hannah I know

Chernozem: That was suboptimal.

Chernozem: My apologies

Dr. Paladin: It happens.  You good?

Chernozem: I am fine

Dr. Paladin: Good.

Chernozem: Yuck

Dr. Paladin: Hmm?

Chernozem shakes her head

Dr. Paladin: You don't look so well.

Chernozem: Touching ordinary people's minds is not so disgusting.

Chernozem: I've yet to learn proper control of my reactions to such.. different types

Dr. Paladin: Ah.

Chernozem sighs

Chernozem: I think I should return home for a short while.

Chernozem: Keep safe, Jack.

Dr. Paladin: Yeah.  Feel better.

[break]

Chernozem: Hello Bunny

Chernozem: One moment.  This is a hazardous area.

You Recall Bunny Malone close to you

Bunny Malone twitches her whiskers.

Chernozem: Faster, da?

Bunny Malone: Aye, much. Thankee.

Chernozem: This is just standard bully clean up

Chernozem: I wanted to thank you for having me over the other night, as well.

Bunny Malone: We were glad tae have ye.

Bunny Malone: We're hopin' ye'll come o'er more often.

Chernozem: Perhaps

Bunny Malone: Yer one of 'em, an' ye ought ta get ta know 'em.

Chernozem: One of whom?

Bunny Malone: Th' Patriots.

Chernozem: ...

Chernozem: hmmm

Bunny Malone: Ye couldna ask fer a better family.

Chernozem: I do not doubt that

Bunny Malone: Oh, I'll bet ye doubt. Most do.

Chernozem: Nyet.

Chernozem: I wouldn't have thought to have asked for a family at all.  Bunny Malone: Given more than one, I'm thinkin'.

Chernozem: Do you refer to all of papen'ka's other daughters?

Bunny Malone: Yer daddy's nae fond o' th' Patriots, so I don' think he'd count himself in tha' family.

Chernozem looks down and gives thanks for high boots

Chernozem: The Patriots are a family?

Chernozem looks puzzled

Bunny Malone: Course they are.

Bunny Malone: Closer'n some blood families I know.

Chernozem: Interesting

Bunny Malone: There's two kinds o' families in th' world, lass.

 Bunny Malone: There's th' one yer born wi', an' th' one ye choose.

Chernozem: I will think on it, Bunny

Chernozem: Thieves and idlers... so many of them.

Chernozem: There is never a shortage of problems waiting to be fixed as Doc would say

Chernozem sighs

Chernozem: On to the next?

Bunny Malone: Family's hard for ye.

Bunny Malone: Aye.

Chernozem: It is a new problem to understand.

Chernozem: But a joyous one.

Chernozem smiles

Bunny Malone: Doc's got ye in a bad habit. There's nae problems in th' world.

Bunny Malone: Jus' solutions ye ain't found yet.

Bunny Malone winks.

Chernozem shakes her head and smiles

Chernozem takes a pair of aspirin out of her sleeves and dry swallows them

Bunny Malone: I'm nae shabby at mendin' hurts.

Chernozem: I know.

Chernozem: These headaches come from contacting too many... unusual type minds

Bunny Malone: Tha's half the KGB right there.

Chernozem: Nyet.  They are within "normal" ranges.

Chernozem: Also... I do not attack them. 

Bunny Malone: Normal jus' got a whole lot more abnormal.

Chernozem smirks

Bunny Malone chuckles.

Bunny Malone: Kohl talks abou' ye all th' time.

Chernozem: Could you truly classify anyone in my father's group as similar to Ursis here?

Chernozem: May I ask what he says?

Bunny Malone: There's a load o' demons. Their minds kinnae be clean.

Chernozem: They are not evil.

Bunny Malone: He says ye seem like a good woman, an' strong. He'd like tae know ye better.

Chernozem: And "dirty" comes in a variety of types

Bunny Malone: S'true. Nae so bad. Still, ye do have a bunch o' headache causin' folk, I'd wager.

Bunny Malone: Yer dad among 'em.

Bunny Malone chuckles.

Chernozem: I can not say I'd object to getting to know one of Geny's friends better.  Particularly such a close one.

Chernozem: Again, I've not attacked them so I've not had need to touch their minds.

Bunny Malone: He does nae want ta assume how ye are based on how he knows yer sister. He'd like ta know ye, fer yerself.

Chernozem: I would not want him to assume anything.

Bunny Malone: But I know what ye mean. These men, their minds kinnae be pleasant.

Bunny Malone: I think yer doin' a great job wi' what ye've been given.

Chernozem: They are not.  But... these are better than the fascists and freaks.

Chernozem: One can only do their best.

Bunny Malone: What're Carnie thoughts like?

Chernozem: Thoughts I could not say... but their minds are hard, lustful, selfish and... not evil but... something like that.

Bunny Malone: Hm.

Chernozem: They are very very hard though.  

Chernozem: I can not fight them for long.

Bunny Malone: An' apparently, they're colorblind.

Chernozem strangled laughter

Bunny Malone: Alisa, I wanned ta tell ye...

Chernozem: Yes, Bunny?

Bunny Malone: If ye need help, or someone ta tak tae, or female perspective...ye kin always come ta me.

Chernozem smiles

Chernozem: I will keep that in mind

Bunny Malone: I'm good at keepin' secrets.

Chernozem: I am always available to assist as well, although I do not believe that is what you are referring to.

Bunny Malone twitches her whiskers.

Bunny Malone: Bun's honor.

Chernozem: Spasiba.

Chernozem: For now, a friend needs my assistance closer to home.

Bunny Malone: Aye, let's find our way out.

Chernozem: We just need to recover that Ruby.

You search the box.

Chernozem: Ah

You got the Blood Ruby from the Circle Of Thorns!

Bunny Malone: There we are.

Chernozem: I'll just return this to the detective and meet Natasha.

Bunny Malone: Ah. Grumpy-pants.

Chernozem clears her throat in amusement

Chernozem: Da. That is the one.

Bunny Malone: Well, good luck wi' th' Grumpy One.

Chernozem: Spasiba.

Chernozem: I shall see you later.

[Off to KR]

Czernobog's Chosen: Privyet, Alisa.

Patriot Fury: Privyet

Patriot Fury: A new look.  Very dashing.

Czernobog's Chosen: Spasiba. I am...attempting to get out and about again. I have been complacent for too long.

Patriot Fury cocks an eyebrow, not quite believing

Patriot Fury: Natasha

Cosmonaut Prime grunts a bit.

Czernobog's Chosen: It is good to hear you, comrade.

Cosmonaut Prime: If you say so.

Patriot Fury sighs

Czernobog's Chosen rustles her wings.

Patriot Fury: I believe I shall step inside the consignment house for a moment... ladies.

Cosmonaut Prime: My shift is about to begin at the soup kitchen, tovarisch.

Czernobog's Chosen: How is the rebuilt kitchen?

Czernobog's Chosen: I have been on grocery duty for the last month.

Cosmonaut Prime: Not quite so nice as the previous one.  Very... temporary, in feel, for now.

Czernobog's Chosen: Mm. Perhaps it will wear in.

Cosmonaut Prime: Oh, as so much was salvaged and scavenged, it is already well worn in.

Czernobog's Chosen: Well, it can be improved. At least it stands again.

Cosmonaut Prime: An eternal monument, to be certain.

Czernobog's Chosen rustles her wings.

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: Good evening, comrades.

Cosmonaut Prime glances at her watch.

Cosmonaut Prime: I shall be late, I think.

[SuperGroup] Patriot Fury: Good evening to you.

Czernobog's Chosen: If you need to go, comrade...

Cosmonaut Prime: I do.  Perhaps next time I shall have more time on my hands.

Czernobog's Chosen: <groans quietly, once Natasha's out of hearing, and puts her face in her hands>

Patriot Fury: You are well, Irina?

Czernobog's Chosen looks up.

Czernobog's Chosen: Da. Um...just...rubbing my...eyes.

Patriot Fury tilts her head to the side

Patriot Fury: Very well.

Patriot Fury: My plans for the evening have changed, apparently.

Patriot Fury: Would you care to clean the streets with me, perhaps.

Czernobog's Chosen: Da. Certainly.

Patriot Fury: I shall check in with the detective and see what he might need done.

Czernobog's Chosen: Do you...know Natasha, Alisa?

[SuperGroup] Mariketh: Good evening, comrade.

[SuperGroup] Czernobog's Chosen: Mariketh.

Patriot Fury: Know her? Of course.

Czernobog's Chosen: You do?

Patriot Fury: She is a fellow agent.  There are few I've not met yet.

Patriot Fury: And Tatyana enjoys her.

Czernobog's Chosen: Oh. Oh? Oh!

Patriot Fury: They are friends, Irina.

Czernobog's Chosen: They are?

Czernobog's Chosen: Old movies.

Patriot Fury: Da. Battleship Potemkin, Alexander Nevsky and such

Czernobog's Chosen: I would never have guessed her for enjoying movies.

Patriot Fury: *shrugs* They are old Soviet War movies.  I am more surprised that Tatyana enjoys them.

Czernobog's Chosen: I have never seen many movies. Perhaps the rental store has them.

Patriot Fury: I believe Papen'ka has several

Patriot Fury: Smersh

Czernobog's Chosen: Kohlstadt would watch them with me, and tell me what happened on the screen...

Patriot Fury cocks her head

Patriot Fury: Not Drago?

Czernobog's Chosen glances to the side for a moment.

Czernobog's Chosen: Kohlstadt...is more likely to enjoy them.

Patriot Fury: Ah

Patriot Fury: Well... Dr. Fayte is waiting for us. Shall we?

Czernobog's Chosen: Da.

Czernobog's Chosen: Have you ever been in love before, Alisa?

Patriot Fury: ...

Patriot Fury: I do not believe so

Czernobog's Chosen: Hm.

Patriot Fury: It is not something I have often observed either.

[NPC] Dr. Stephen Fayte: That was a timely extraction from imminent peril, as I am merely a surgeon and nothing more.

Patriot Fury: Dr. Fayte?

Patriot Fury: Follow us, please

[NPC] Dr. Stephen Fayte: Thank you, Czernobog's Chosen. You really saved me, as I am only a gifted surgeon, and nothing more.

Czernobog's Chosen: And humble.

Patriot Fury: Indeed

Patriot Fury: Have *you* ever been in love, Irina?

Czernobog's Chosen: Unfortunately.

Patriot Fury: Unfortunately?

Czernobog's Chosen socks a Council member in the face.

Czernobog's Chosen: Da.

Czernobog's Chosen: I was young...and stupid.

Patriot Fury: We were all young once.

Czernobog's Chosen: And then less young...and stupid.

Czernobog's Chosen sighs.

Czernobog's Chosen: His name was Ivan Petrov.

Patriot Fury glances sharply at Irina

Patriot Fury: Petrov?

Czernobog's Chosen looks wry.

Czernobog's Chosen: Da.

Patriot Fury: He was a good commander.

Patriot Fury: I had not thought of his personal life

Czernobog's Chosen chuckles, pained.

Czernobog's Chosen: I was sixteen.

Patriot Fury: Only a few years ago then, da?

Czernobog's Chosen: And we were going to marry.

Czernobog's Chosen: It was not so long ago.

Czernobog's Chosen: And then the Rikti came, and I...changed...and he betrayed us.

Patriot Fury: He betrayed?... The Patriots?

Czernobog's Chosen: Da. Petrov was one of us.

Patriot Fury: I must tell you then... he never ordered me to anything against the people.

Czernobog's Chosen: That is...good to know.

Czernobog's Chosen: But my heart still broke.

Patriot Fury is flexible
Czernobog's Chosen smirks.

Patriot Fury: May I ask... what does it feel like?

Czernobog's Chosen: Heartbreak?

Patriot Fury: And love... positive and negative.

Czernobog's Chosen: Love is...like sunlight inside.

Czernobog's Chosen: Optimism, as if you could tackle anything so long as the one you loved was with you.

Patriot Fury: But it does not last?

Czernobog's Chosen: For some, it does.

Czernobog's Chosen: Look at Kohlstadt and Bunny.

Patriot Fury: I prefer not to

Czernobog's Chosen: Why?

Patriot Fury: The size difference makes my mind boggle

Czernobog's Chosen: Oh. <laugh>

Czernobog's Chosen: I try not to think about it. They are happy.

Patriot Fury: That is good then

Patriot Fury: And you say it's been a long time?

Czernobog's Chosen: What has?

Patriot Fury: Kohl and Bunny.  You indicated that love lasts for some and referenced them.

Czernobog's Chosen: Not so long...but it will be.

Czernobog's Chosen: You can tell.

Czernobog's Chosen: If ever there was a matched set, it is Ivan and me.

Czernobog's Chosen: The traitor and the outcast.

Patriot Fury: How are you an Outcast?

Patriot Fury: *has trouble wrapping her brain around Petrov as a traitor*

Czernobog's Chosen: If the Patriots have an outcast, I am that one. I make the rest of them...uncomfortable.

Patriot Fury: Why?

Czernobog's Chosen: I was not always as I am.

Patriot Fury frowns

Czernobog's Chosen: No wings, no chains, no blindfold.

Patriot Fury remembers Irina can't see her

Patriot Fury: How?  Ah.

Czernobog's Chosen: My sacrifice makes the others uncomfortable, because I was young, and gave so much. Or so says Kohlstadt.

Patriot Fury is thinking

Czernobog's Chosen: They do not mean to keep me at arm's length. But they do.

Patriot Fury: That is... sad.

Czernobog's Chosen: People fear what they cannot understand.

Patriot Fury: This is true

Patriot Fury: ...for most people

[NPC] Jon 'Booster' Rhodes: Nice work. You took those guys down like some kinda war machine.

Patriot Fury shakes her head

Patriot Fury: Follow

[NPC] Jon 'Booster' Rhodes: Thanks for the help. I actually was expecting someone else, but you did a great job.

Patriot Fury is empathizing but has no clue how to express it

Patriot Fury: There is one I must speak to.

Patriot Fury: And then spiders to squash

Czernobog's Chosen: Da

Czernobog's Chosen: I did not make a few uncomfortable. Kohlstadt. Grim. Dragoslav. Nox. Geny.

Czernobog's Chosen: Of course, Nox makes ME uncomfortable.

Patriot Fury: *smiles*

Patriot Fury: So you have friends

Czernobog's Chosen: Da. A few.

Patriot Fury: A few can be many

Cosmonaut Prime: Privyet.

Patriot Fury: Your shift is done, Natasha?
Cosmonaut Prime: Da, it is.

Cosmonaut Prime: And, fortunately, I did not have any scruffy men with swords ogling me this time.

Patriot Fury: Scruffy men with swords? In the Soup Kitchen?

Cosmonaut Prime: Da.  The other week.  He made me feel uncomfortable.

Cosmonaut Prime: Fortunately, he felt he needed to speak with the commander, so I was able to pass that off.

Patriot Fury: Do you have his name? Perhaps we can "deal" with him.

Cosmonaut Prime: I did not ask.  Frankly, I was totally uninterested.

Patriot Fury: Uninterested does not necessarily mean unaware.

Cosmonaut Prime: Very unsavory sort.  A quite ragged jacket, scars around his eyes.  Thankfully, he has not been back that I have seen.

Patriot Fury: ...

Patriot Fury: Scars?

Cosmonaut Prime: Da.  Though he wore a quite unfashionable pair of glasses in a pathetic attempt to hide what was to be clearly seen by all.

Patriot Fury: Black hair? Bearded?

Cosmonaut Prime: That is the one.  Has he been annoying you as well?  I shall take it up with the commander.

Patriot Fury: Nyet, Natasha.

Patriot Fury: Not annoying.

Patriot Fury: He is actually working with us.

Cosmonaut Prime: ...have our standards fallen so low, then?

Patriot Fury offers a quick glare

Czernobog's Chosen: We are working with raggedy, annoying homeless now?

Patriot Fury: He is... astonishing.  But of high quality.

Cosmonaut Prime: ...

Cosmonaut Prime: Some sort of American humor, then.

Patriot Fury: Perhaps

Czernobog's Chosen: Who is it?

Patriot Fury: Oh. My apologies.

Patriot Fury: Doctor Paladin

Czernobog's Chosen: ...

Czernobog's Chosen: Oh. HIM.

Czernobog's Chosen drips with disgust.

Cosmonaut Prime: Over here.

Patriot Fury: You say that like you do not like him, Irina.

Czernobog's Chosen: Arrogant, self-impressed...

Cosmonaut Prime: Ill-mannered, unkempt, and uncultured.

Czernobog's Chosen: Da.

Patriot Fury: Honorable, intelligent

Patriot Fury: Trustworthy

Czernobog's Chosen: Insufferable, unbearable...

Patriot Fury shakes her head

Patriot Fury: I do not understand you

Cosmonaut Prime: What is there not to understand?

Patriot Fury: The arrogance I see.

Patriot Fury: The rest...

Patriot Fury: I do not

Czernobog's Chosen: You know him, then.

Patriot Fury: Quite well, thank you.

Cosmonaut Prime: *sigh*  There is no accounting for taste, I suppose.

Czernobog's Chosen: How do you tolerate him?

Patriot Fury: *scornfully* I do not "tolerate" him.  I enjoy his company immensely.

Cosmonaut Prime: ...why?

Patriot Fury: Why what?

Cosmonaut Prime: This... American?

Patriot Fury: Da.

Cosmonaut Prime: This arrogant... argh.  I cannot even contemplate!

Patriot Fury: You judged a book by it's cover Natasha

Patriot Fury: *although she thinks it's a very nice cover*

Patriot Fury: *once cleaned up a little*

Czernobog's Chosen: He is a braggart, and very pleased with himself. I rather assumed he had no room in his attention for anyone but himself.

Patriot Fury: He serves the People endlessly.  Although he would not put it that way

Cosmonaut Prime: So his motives are suspect as well.

Patriot Fury: Nyet

Patriot Fury: I am done with this conversation, Natasha

Cosmonaut Prime: Very well.

Czernobog's Chosen: ...you sound infatuated with him.

Patriot Fury: He is... my friend

Czernobog's Chosen: That does not answer the question.

Patriot Fury does not answer

Czernobog's Chosen: Alisa, I had no idea you were such a fighter.

Patriot Fury: Standard training

Patriot Fury: My head aches from earlier today. I thought I'd take a break and use manual force. 

Patriot Fury smiles

Cosmonaut Prime: Many problems can be solved with brute force alone, yes.

Patriot Fury: Indeed

Cosmonaut Prime: Disgusting, gibbering things.

Czernobog's Chosen: They reek.

Patriot Fury: On that we can agree

Patriot Fury: I have an appointment, ladies.

Patriot Fury: It's been... interesting.

Cosmonaut Prime: Hmph.

Cosmonaut Prime: Be well.

Czernobog's Chosen: Take care, Alisa.

Patriot Fury: You as well, Irina

[break]

Cosmonaut Prime: Privyet.

Patriot Fury: Privyet
Czernobog's Chosen: Privyet, comrades.

Cosmonaut Prime: Well.

Czernobog's Chosen: What is our mission this time?

Cosmonaut Prime: Ask Alisa.

Patriot Fury: Yet another minor villain is causing issues.

Czernobog's Chosen: Mph.

Cosmonaut Prime: I am somehow unsurprised.

Patriot Fury: But it is in King's Row, an area we must work hard to keep as clean as possible.

Cosmonaut Prime: Mph.

Cosmonaut Prime: Is this not outside their usual 'turf'?

Patriot Fury: They've been trying to expand

Czernobog's Chosen: Gangs are never satisfied with one area.

You have defeated Slash and his Outcasts crew.
Patriot Fury: And one incursion held back.

Cosmonaut Prime: One small step for socialism?

Czernobog's Chosen: At least five purses go unstolen tonight.

Patriot Fury: Indeed

Cosmonaut Prime: Only to be stolen tomorrow, of course.

Czernobog's Chosen: Well, da. But tonight...

Patriot Fury: That is a very negative view.

Czernobog's Chosen smirks.

Czernobog's Chosen: Honest.

Czernobog's Chosen: The city is filled with crooks, and women who do not keep bricks in their purses.

Patriot Fury: They do tend to be quite good at holding on to them though.

Cosmonaut Prime: Instead, the bricks try to steal the purses...

Czernobog's Chosen: Knowing the Hellions? They'd try to steal the bricks anyway.

Patriot Fury: Inobtanium.  Who decides on these names?

Natasha drops

Patriot Fury: You are alright, Natasha?

Cosmonaut Prime: Of course.

Cosmonaut Prime: Privyet.

Quest Windstorm: Huh.  I guess I'm not done for the day.

Czernobog's Chosen: Apparently fans of the space program.

Cosmonaut Prime: *rolls eyes*

Cosmonaut Prime: Hmm.  Could this *possibly* be it?

Patriot Fury: Is it tin foil?

Quest Windstorm: I'm amazed at what fits in doorways around here.

Patriot Fury: Ah.  It appears different from the last time I obtained... inobtanium.

Cosmonaut Prime: It appears to be half-rusted old cans.

Chrome Strike: *mutters* stupid directors with thier stupid directions and it was funnier my way dartn it.. *mutter mutter mutter grumble*

Quest Windstorm: *laughs*  Did you try to ham it up again?

Cosmonaut Prime: Some sort of artistic dispute?

Chrome Strike: *mock injured* I was NOT hamming it up....much.

Cosmonaut Prime: Such theatrics are generally inappropriate for propaganda.

Quest Windstorm: I hate to tell you this, dear heart, but 'hamming it up' is your default mode.

Chrome Strike: Yeah but it was better my way!

Cosmonaut Prime: Not for you to decide.

Chrome Strike: Hmph.

Quest Windstorm: Oh, bad news, love.  Your mother knows about the play.

Chrome Strike: oh god...

Cosmonaut Prime: They cannot even keep the criminals out of the impound lot.

Czernobog's Chosen: The police in Paragon are mildly useless.

Patriot Fury: The play?

Quest Windstorm: Well, it would help if they had the fence all the way around.

Cosmonaut Prime: Unless your play has gun-toting thugs lounging about an impound lot?

Chrome Strike: It's Grease, you know...like the movie. 

Cosmonaut Prime: ...nyet?

Patriot Fury: Nyet. I don't know.

Czernobog's Chosen: Grease? Like what you use to lubricate cars?

Chrome Strike: It's a movie, look it up.

Chrome Strike: trust me.

Quest Windstorm: ...none of them know what Grease is.

Cosmonaut Prime: Does it compare to the works of Kurosawa and Eisenstein?

Quest Windstorm: That's...scary.

Chrome Strike: ....no...

Czernobog's Chosen: Seven Samurai?

Quest Windstorm: It's artistic, not intellectual.

Cosmonaut Prime: I prefer the Hidden Fortress for its allegorical retelling of the proletariat's struggle.

Cosmonaut Prime: Though the Seven Samurai is decent in that regard, as well.

Quest Windstorm: It's kinda sorta a classic American play...everyone's seen Grease, or at least the movie version.

Cosmonaut Prime: Privyet.

Cosmonaut Prime: ...oh.

Quest Windstorm grins.

Czernobog's Chosen: Privyet, Grim!

Patriot Fury blinks

Cosmonaut Prime: ...you know this one, then, Irina?

Aleksandr Grim grins at Irina.

Czernobog's Chosen: Da. This is a fine man...despite his coat...and his hair...

Czernobog's Chosen smirks.

Czernobog's Chosen: This is Grim.

Aleksandr Grim: Bah!

Czernobog's Chosen: Newly from Russia.

Cosmonaut Prime: I... see.

Quest Windstorm: Hi, I'm Caytlin.

Patriot Fury doesn't mention that could apply to someone else

Czernobog's Chosen: And a great champion of the People.

Chrome Strike: Mike here.

Cosmonaut Prime: ...and clearly one of those 'New Russians' of which I have read.

Cosmonaut Prime: *has missed the past four decades or so*

Patriot Fury offers hand

Aleksandr Grim: Heh. I'm old Russian.

Patriot Fury: Alisa Korsakova

Quest Windstorm: Oh!  Alisa, I haven't introduced you two yet.  Mike's my husband.

Aleksandr Grim shakes Patriot Fury's hand.

Patriot Fury: Oh.

Patriot Fury: A pleasure to meet you, Mike

Quest Windstorm: Mike, Alisa's my sister.

Chrome Strike: yo.

Aleksandr Grim: Goodtameetcha, as they say here.

Patriot Fury smiles

Cosmonaut Prime: Siblings in law, then.

Chrome Strike: another sister, eh?

Patriot Fury: Apparently

Quest Windstorm: Yup.  I'll have to find Geny and introduce you two too.

Cosmonaut Prime: Da.  Apparently, their father is a good Russian man.

Cosmonaut Prime clearly does not mean precisely what she says.

Chrome Strike grins "I defer to your judgment on that."

Cosmonaut Prime: Hmm.  He is a wise one, Caytlin.  You should keep him.

Quest Windstorm: I plan to.

Chrome Strike chuckles

Cosmonaut Prime: Well.  Time to work, then?

Czernobog's Chosen: Spasiba.

Patriot Fury: Da

Aleksandr Grim looks down at the smouldering coat wryly.

Aleksandr Grim: Guess that won't hurt the threads.... any worse...

Czernobog's Chosen: Grim, nuclear holocausts would not hurt your coat.

Quest Windstorm: *hits Mike with a snowball*

Chrome Strike: hey now...

Quest Windstorm: Whaaaaaat?

Chrome Strike: I'm not exactally dressed for a snowball fight, you.

Quest Windstorm: I know!  That's what makes it so fun!

Cosmonaut Prime: Somehow, some way, you shall have to endure.

Chrome Strike: psh

Quest Windstorm: Wow.  I can actually do all the storm stuff.

Czernobog's Chosen: Was this a question?

Quest Windstorm: I never really tried before.

Quest Windstorm: It was kind of Mom's thing and I never really thought I inherited all of it.

Patriot Fury: It's always nice to discover new abilities

Chrome Strike: psh my aim sucks

Quest Windstorm: You got out of practice.

Cosmonaut Prime: To aim well, one must have a sense of timing.

Chrome Strike: yeah yeah

Cosmonaut Prime: Presumably, this is what your 'director' took issue with.

Czernobog's Chosen: There.

Quest Windstorm: Unless Mike tried to do the whole thing falsetto again...

Chrome Strike: and I STILL Say it was funny

Czernobog's Chosen: Across the street.

Czernobog's Chosen: Was it SUPPOSED to be funny?

Chrome Strike: well no, but when everyone's to serious it hits my 'must be funny!' bone

Patriot Fury sighs

[NPC] Gravedigger Slicer: Hurry up! The boss said we have some serious trouble!

Cosmonaut Prime: Zombies.

Czernobog's Chosen: Ugh.

Chrome Strike: groovy

Cosmonaut Prime: Like a record?

Quest Windstorm: Zombies aren't so bad.

Aleksandr Grim: More convincing than Rubles for the Dead 4...

Aleksandr Grim: Company!

[NPC] Mortificator: Heroes always have the best parts!

Chrome Strike: I'll keep my parts thanks

Cosmonaut Prime: Hoodlums, this way.

Quest Windstorm: More skulls over there.

Quest Windstorm: We're split!

Chrome Strike: holy crap

Chrome Strike: *whistles a tune*

Cosmonaut Prime: What is that horrid noise?

Chrome Strike: hey, I whistle good.

Quest Windstorm: I don't hear anything bad.

Cosmonaut Prime: That is all.

Cosmonaut Prime: Privyet?

Chrome Strike: So who's terry?

Cosmonaut Prime: Well.  Another kidnap victim.

Chrome Strike: Caytlin, dear...stop playing with the skulls.

Quest Windstorm: Well, YOU don't want to snowball fight...

Chrome Strike grins

Cosmonaut Prime: Well.

Quest Windstorm: *grins*

Quest Windstorm: Behind!
Round of “Nights!”

