[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Oh ew!

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Now they're sticking needles in me!

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: ....whatnow?

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: These Crey people! They've stuck me with something! Ew ew ew!

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: ...sigh.  So, you need me to help you with that, then?

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: Are you okay, Dani?

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Yeah. I think I'm supposed to be kinda affected by this but I'm not...it's kinda wierd...

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Well, so long as its not bothering you too much?

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: ....Is it normal for people not to be affected by these things?

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: For some of us, da.

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: And you Jack.  Do you need assistance?

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Hmm.  Maybe.  Yeah, why not?

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Um...guys...am I a perfect gift? 

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: Pardon?

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: This jerk says I am! 

[SuperGroup] Soviet-Shadow: This ... I am unqualified to answer.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: ...I think I need a little more context to answer that one.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: *Mutters* Not gonna be a gift for a countess....hmmph.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: ...Besides....I'd probably be tricky to wrap.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Corporate cost-cutting... she'd probably try to wrap you in the Sunday funnies.

Chernozem: Strange place

Dr. Paladin: I've seen stranger.

Chernozem: Any you can talk about?

Dr. Paladin: ...I'd rather not at the moment.  Maybe later.

Chernozem sighs

Chernozem: Understood

Dr. Paladin: Shattered mind of a god, this place.

Chernozem: Of a ... god?

Dr. Paladin: Yep.

Chernozem: Interesting

Dr. Paladin: These things were a big problem back in the 60s.

Chernozem: You remember? Or studied?

Dr. Paladin: I wasn't around at the time.

Dr. Paladin: Studied it after the fact.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: *Yawns* 'm gonna go for a bit...

[SuperGroup] Soviet-Shadow: Da svidarniya, agent

Dr. Paladin leaves abruptly

Chernozem: And good bye to you too, Jack.

[break]

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Yo.

[SuperGroup] Patriot Fury: Hello

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: Previet, comrades; comrade Doctor.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Hey, Alisa.  What's up?

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: How's it going, Kras?

[SuperGroup] Patriot Fury: Nothing much.  I'm just practicing my hand-to-hand skills.  I've let them get rusty

You Recall  Dr. Paladin close to you

Dr. Paladin accepted your Recall Friend.

Patriot Fury smiles

Dr. Paladin raises both eyebrows.

Dr. Paladin: Looking good, Alisa.

Patriot Fury: Spasiba

Dr. Paladin: I gotta know... what inspired that one?  I mean, I'm certainly *not* complaining.

Patriot Fury: It is flexible.

Patriot Fury chuckles

Dr. Paladin: I'm sure it is.

 Dr. Paladin: Gonna show some flack-jacket clad idiots the advantages of flexibility, then?

Patriot Fury chuckles again

Patriot Fury: Da

Dr. Paladin: So... they think that hiding off-world will help.

Patriot Fury: They always do.

Dr. Paladin: Another thing that I guess they didn't think all the way through.

Patriot Fury: Villains are not the brightest

Patriot Fury: Pretty place

Dr. Paladin: Aside from the SWAT guys copping a serious attitude, yeah.

Dr. Paladin: Yo, Strike Leader.

Soviet-Shadow: Preevyet, mercenary doctor.

Patriot Fury: Comrade Strike Leader

Dr. Paladin: Well, that was entertaining.  Who calls a guy 'Agent Tulip' anyway?

Patriot Fury: Indeed

Dr. Paladin: So...

Dr. Paladin: Feeling flexible enough there?

Soviet-Shadow: I am not certain I understand?

Patriot Fury: Perhaps.  I believe I shall add steel reinforcing to the boot toes though

Dr. Paladin: I was talking to Alisa.

Dr. Paladin: She was telling me how flexible her new outfit was.

Patriot Fury: More specifically, you requested the inspiration for the outfit

Hercules Class Titan blasts you with its Swarm Missles

Dr. Paladin: You did NOT just fire twenty three missiles at me!

Patriot Fury smirks

Soviet-Shadow: Is this a textbook example of denial?

Dr. Paladin: More like I want to deny it...

Dr. Paladin: I like to give people some credit for intelligence.  That?  That wasn't very smart.

Patriot Fury: Rusty, da?

Dr. Paladin: You'll get back to it.

Dr. Paladin: Fun times.

Patriot Fury lips quirk

Dr. Paladin: The last whosiwhatsis.

Dr. Paladin: And, of course, more dudes just hanging out, being more elite than thou.

Dr. Paladin: And there's more.

Dr. Paladin: I think that does us for here.

Soviet-Shadow: Some remain here?

Dr. Paladin: Or not.

Dr. Paladin: So, miss Strike Leader, what do you think of Alisa's get-up?  Me, I like it.

Patriot Fury bites her lip slightly

Soviet-Shadow: I am afraid I am not great judge of fashion, da?

Dr. Paladin: Like I am?

Patriot Fury: It is simply observation.

Soviet-Shadow: I make no assessment of your own potential in this regard, Comrade Mercenary Doctor, only that my opinion is of little value.

Patriot Fury: When utility can be combined with fashion, it is an enjoyable thing.

Dr. Paladin: Well.  There's a sight sure to conflict our strike leader.

Patriot Fury: As you say

Patriot Fury sighs

Dr. Paladin: Begs the question of which side she'd root for.

Patriot Fury: Strike Leader?

Soviet-Shadow: Da?

Patriot Fury: The Malta are attempting to take over from the Council.  Who would you root for?

Soviet-Shadow: As my own personal exhortations would have little to no effect upon the outcome, I doubt it matters.

Patriot Fury nods appreciation of the answer

Soviet-Shadow: If however, the question is truly 'whom do I prefer' from an ideological perspective, I cannot answer, as very few, if any, know the Malta group's motivations.

Soviet-Shadow: If the question is 'Who do I estimate are the more skilled, tactically?' the answer is clearly the Malta Operatives.

Dr. Paladin: Without a doubt.

Soviet-Shadow: If the question is 'Who would I prefer to face?', the answer is The Council.

Soviet-Shadow: Neither group, however, tops Sasha's list of 'most-disliked opponents.'

Dr. Paladin: Leave that for the Knives?

Soviet-Shadow: Just so.

Dr. Paladin: Buncha punks.

Patriot Fury: Da. Rusty

Dr. Paladin: Careful there, Alisa.

You Awaken yourself from the brink of death.  You feel quite weak and cannot do anything for a long while.

Dr. Paladin: Yep.  Those are whosiwhatits.

Patriot Fury: And what are they actually, Doctor?

Dr. Paladin: Dimensional stabilizers.

Patriot Fury nods

Dr. Paladin: I worked with Dr. Whosiwhatsits on the original design.

Patriot Fury: Why do you insist on calling them whosis... Ah

Patriot Fury: And when was this?

Dr. Paladin: '77?

Dr. Paladin: I want to say 77.  Maybe 78,

Soviet-Shadow: 'Agent?'

Soviet-Shadow: How does THIS one, of all Malta tactical leaders, avoid some designation like 'Toothpaste Red Niner'?

Dr. Paladin: We ran into Agent Tulip earlier.

Soviet-Shadow: His mother is very proud, I am certain.

Dr. Paladin: Maybe he's Dutch.

Soviet-Shadow: Or has two lips.

Dr. Paladin: I think we are clear then.

Soviet-Shadow: Here are some

Dr. Paladin: Then that should be it.

Patriot Fury looks at her comm

Dr. Paladin: Me, it's time for a coffee break.

Dr. Paladin: Right.

Patriot Fury: Another infestation?

Patriot Fury: *sounds exasperated*

Dr. Paladin: As usual.

Patriot Fury: hesitates

Dr. Paladin: What's up?

Patriot Fury sighs

Patriot Fury: Nothing

Patriot Fury: What other things did you do when you were younger, Jack?

Dr. Paladin: Oh, the usual stuff, I guess.  Read everything I could get my hands on.  Kung-fu lessons.  Went to school and all that stuff.

Dr. Paladin: Never one much for team sports.

Patriot Fury: No. I don't imagine you were.

Dr. Paladin: I did want to play basketball once.  That never turned out so well, though.

Patriot Fury smiles slightly

Patriot Fury: I'd imagine you more as a chess player

Dr. Paladin: Yeah, I did the whole grandmaster scene back when, but to be at the absolute top of the game just takes too much effort.

Patriot Fury cocks her head in understanding

Patriot Fury: Focus is necessary for many things

Patriot Fury: Would you like a teleport, Strike Leader?

Soviet-Shadow: No thank you, I am almost there!

Dr. Paladin: Right.  Time to tap some guys on the helmet hard.

Dr. Paladin: ...great.  Family.

Dr. Paladin: I think that's it.

Soviet-Shadow: I am afraid it is time for Sasha to walk and feed Pamo and Dukha, da?  I may be back later.

Dr. Paladin: Well.  I think I need a real coffee break.  I'm gonna head home.  Read some.  Maybe check my email for once this week.

Patriot Fury smiles

Patriot Fury: Da svidania, friends

Dr. Paladin: Yeah, catch you later.

Soviet-Shadow: Da skorova!

[break]

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: Previet, comrades.

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: *slightly distracted* Privyet.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Yo.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: OH!

[SuperGroup] Mariketh: Good evening, comrade.

Dr. Paladin knockknockknockknock

Chernozem: Jack?

Dr. Paladin: Yeah.

Dr. Paladin: I picked up those things for ya.

Chernozem: Ah. Spasiba.

Chernozem smiles

Dr. Paladin: Gonna help with that thing?

Chernozem: We've a problem to solve for Lady Grey, da?

Chernozem: I will be there.

Dr. Paladin: Yep.

Dr. Paladin: Excellent.  I'm heading out... see you there in a few.

Chernozem huffs under her breath

Chernozem: See you there.

[SuperGroup] Stolista: Fresh borscht in the mess for anyone who is interested, although we are sadly low on sour cream

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Oh! Um...what's a borscht?

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Borscht?  Your mother's recipe?

[SuperGroup] Stolista: A very hearty soup, made with cabbage and beets, good for the soul and stomache

[SuperGroup] Stolista: *nods* a family recipe

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Nothing's better for the soul in its darkest hours than a cold cup of truly horrific coffee.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Ew.

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: I not eating same as once did. Coffee in particular, make me quite ill.

[SuperGroup] Mariketh: I am being confused.  What is cold coffee having to do with borscht?

[SuperGroup] Stolista: Stay with tea comrade, coffee is to...

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: Tea is acceptable, if not overly strong.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Yeah... you kinda need to work up to my coffee.

[SuperGroup] Mariketh: But what is having to do with borscht?

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Both are nourishing to the soul.  We just disagree on which is better soul nutrition.

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: Is American way of change subject? *light chuckle*

[SuperGroup] Mariketh: Ah, I see.  <Mariketh clearly doesn't see.>

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: Borscht no longer agree with stomach. Potatoes, cabbage, and beats are good, da, but onions and garlic are not.

[SuperGroup] Stolista: I think our comrade means that much of the overly rich Western food no longer agrees with him

[SuperGroup] Mariketh: Feeding souls is not making sense to me.  Souls do not eat.

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: Da. Is truth. Perhaps they keeping souls in stomachs?

[SuperGroup] Stolista: Fortifying souls comrade, fortifying them

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: Better not to be carrying soul with you. Keep it in safe place.

[SuperGroup] Mariketh: Is making person happy, this fortifying souls?

[SuperGroup] Stolista: Da, before facing danger

[SuperGroup] Mariketh: Ah, so borscht is making people happy and helping make brave.

Dr. Paladin: Yo.

Mantis Strike: Oh! Hi!

Chernozem smiles

Chernozem: Hello

Stolista: Fortunately the RWZ is a smoking zone, I understand they’re trying to ban it in Atlas Park

Dr. Paladin: Bad for ya, you know.

Stolista: Most things are

Dr. Paladin: You're a hero, right?  You should be utterly convinced of your immortality, I suppose.

Chernozem thinks Jack is too

Dr. Paladin is.

Mantis Strike stifles a giggle

Stolista: I haven't died yet, or for very long at least for very long

Chernozem: For most, it only takes once

Dr. Paladin: Huh.  You know, that does put a hell of a strain on your cardiovascular system.

Dr. Paladin: Dying, not smoking.

Stolista: So does shooting robots with arrows, it’s not like we don't engage in far riskier behavior on a nightly basis

Dr. Paladin: Another new outfit, Alisa?

Chernozem: Da.  I seem to have a... 

Chernozem: ... I like them.

Eaglet: Well, I'll do my best to prevent the whole 'dying' bit.

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: Previet. 

Mantis Strike: I like it too! Wow...

Chernozem smiles at Dani

Dr. Paladin: It does look good, yeah.

Chernozem: Spasiba

Dr. Paladin: Your dad will have a litter of kittens if he sees it.

Chernozem frowns slightly at Jack

Chernozem: Bah

Mantis Strike stifles another giggle and smiles. 

Soviet-Shadow: Comrade Agent Chernozem, you get the note about your room assignment, da?

Chernozem: I did, Strike Leader. Spasiba.

Chernozem: Papen'ka already assisted in acquiring furniture.

Soviet-Shadow: Just so.

Dr. Paladin: Right.  Little girl to save from evil, heinous aliens.  We ready?

Teacup Tempest hides you within their Steamy Mist

Chernozem: Would anyone care for a lift?

Dragoslav: Please.

Eaglet: Please.

You Recall  Dragoslav close to you

You Recall  Eaglet close to you

Eaglet: Thanks.

Dragoslav: Nice outfit, Alisa.

Chernozem: Not to worry, Jessie.  And thank you Drago.

Dr. Paladin: Yeah, that's what I said.

Dr. Paladin: Damn.  Monkeys.

Dr. Paladin: Hmm.  Team 'Seven blades, no waiting.'

Soviet-Shadow: It appears usink one's bare hands and feet is becomink lost art.

Eaglet: It's okay, I'm good at kicking people in the shins.

Dr. Paladin: I actually have a blackbelt in Shaolin Bear Style.

Chernozem: I'm too out of practice for such a lengthy use, I'm afraid

Mariketh: Why using feet when sharp blade does trick faster?

Eaglet: It's usually less deadly.

Soviet-Shadow: Faster?  Perhaps you are not usink your feet properly!  And I am much harder to disarm, I think.

Mantis Strike: I think if Papa could have he'd have taught me to use the spines on my arms...

Dr. Paladin: Given my choice, I'd rather be disarmed of my blades...

Mariketh: Da, not so difficult to disarm.

Eaglet: ...ow?!

Chernozem: Careful, Jessie

Eaglet scowls and checks the gash in her armor.

Dr. Paladin: Jessie, you are *not* allowed to get hurt.

Eaglet: Too late!

Dragoslav: ...why not?

Eaglet: 'cause he doesn't want Dad to kill him

Dr. Paladin: Her dad threatened to eat my liver.

Chernozem: Papen'ka did?

Mantis Strike: I think my Papa'd kill him as well...

Dr. Paladin: Not in so many words, Alisa.

Dragoslav: Overprotective. Hm.

Eaglet: Everyone is of me.

Eaglet: Can't really blame them, after the first time I got kidnapped.

Dragoslav: Then I will not be, because i respect you.

Eaglet: Aw...but I like my army.  I even have a minion!

Dr. Paladin: That mean I can blame you if she gets hurt?

Mantis Strike: I kinda gotta be protective of my cousin 

Dragoslav: Blame does not come into it. She made the choice to come, she wears her scars, not you.

Chernozem: Not when she is your little sister, Drago

Dragoslav: You still don't get to wear her scars.

Chernozem: Would you care to bet?

Dr. Paladin: Look, Drago... her daddy will make sure that *I* do.

Chernozem: With a little more practice, I will be able to do just that

Eaglet: Actually...I usually wind up wearing yours.

Dragoslav: <chuckles>

Dr. Paladin: Cripes.

Dragoslav: Okay. <shrugs>

Teacup Tempest: You do her no favors that way.

Chernozem scowls

Dragoslav: <grins at Teacup>

Dr. Paladin: Who, me?

Teacup Tempest: Anyone.

Dr. Paladin: That's right.  It's pure self-interest.

Mariketh blinks.

Eaglet: Hah.

Mariketh: I did not think she speaks.

Chernozem confuses you.

Mantis Strike: Um...is now a good time to tell you I'm really, really scared of Rikti cause I never really had to deal with them growing up...?

Teacup Tempest: <giggle> Of course I speak.

Eaglet: Dang it, Sis...

Chernozem strangled giggle

Chernozem: Sorry

Chernozem: You know I'm still learning the healing bit

Soviet-Shadow: If I can get in front, I might kick him out

Soviet-Shadow: Perhaps he hid there on purpose

Dr. Paladin: Well.  I need to learn that whole earth-meld trick.

Soviet-Shadow: Hold the corner, pull back behind it if you are injured

Soviet-Shadow: Stay left, in this room, da?

Dr. Paladin: Sure thing.

Eaglet: Aw, man...

Dr. Paladin: What?

Eaglet: I'm sucking today.

Chernozem: I think we're a little enthusiastic, Jessie.

Chernozem: Tougher to keep up with

Eaglet: Well, stoppit.

Soviet-Shadow: Work the back corner, then we shall worry about the middle, da?

Eaglet: Heh...

Dr. Paladin: Sounds good.

Dr. Paladin: Middle, then.

Chernozem lets out a deep breath

Dr. Paladin: Just the thing to get the blood moving on a Friday night!

Soviet-Shadow: Well.  Twenty-Five minutes, in this room.  But, still a victory.

Dr. Paladin: Well, there she is.

[NPC] Infernia: I'm Infernia. I'm with the Omega Team. 

[NPC] Infernia: Glacia, my sister, is here, too. 

[NPC] Infernia: We snuck in with a supply shipment, but I didn't think it was taking us home. 

Eaglet: ...

[NPC] Infernia: There's a lot I need to tell your commanders. 

[NPC] Infernia: Is Lady Grey still in command? 

[NPC] Infernia: Or Statesman? 

[NPC] Infernia: Or Blue Steel? Nothing could have killed that guy. 

Eaglet giggles.

[NPC] Infernia: I know we have a mission, but I've got so many questions! 

[NPC] Infernia: Like, did anyone ever figure out what was up with the Clockwork King? 

Dr. Paladin: Shaddap already.

Dragoslav: ....

[NPC] Infernia: Or what about all that build-up on Striga Island? 

You can't use Freeze Ray on that target.

[NPC] Infernia: Oooh, I wonder if my apartment in Overbrook's still there? 

Teacup Tempest glares sternly at Infernia.

Chernozem sighs

[NPC] Infernia: It probably got rented, but I'm sure dad kept the family place in Downtown Astoria. 

Eaglet: That's probably a no.

Teacup Tempest: Shh!

Mariketh: Just how long was she in box?

[NPC] Infernia: Hey, did Manticore and Sister Psyche ever get together? 

Eaglet: Yes.

[NPC] Infernia: I always wondered about that. 

[NPC] Infernia: Aw, now I can't stop thinking about eating an Up-and-Away Burger! 

[NPC] Infernia: Most Rikti food tastes like algae unless you can get its psychic 'flavor transmission'. 

Chernozem: Shall I brew a pot of coffee while she talks?

[NPC] Infernia: This one time, Glacia and I found a wild apple tree while we were escaping a patrol. It was like heaven! 

[NPC] Infernia: All these years. I can't believe I'm back home.

Eaglet: She's excited, give her a break.

Chernozem: Bah

Dragoslav: more incoming

Eaglet: You should have heard how much I talked when Shin and Kricky rescued me.

Chernozem doesn't voice "You were much younger"

Eaglet: So?

Chernozem: Bah

Chernozem: Discipline is best learned with age

Dr. Paladin: Who is she following?

Eaglet: I don't know.

Eaglet: Mariketh.

Dr. Paladin: We should lead her out, yeah?

Mariketh pulls out a silken rope.  "We can tie her up and carry her out."

Mariketh: Hmm?

Eaglet: She's following you.

Eaglet: Uh...that's down...

Mariketh: Is seeming like bad idea.

Soviet-Shadow: This is the way out, I believe?

Eaglet: ...

[Dr. Paladin: Team Recall!

[NPC] Infernia: Thanks for the escort!

Dr. Paladin: And she's out!

Soviet-Shadow: Nyeh za shto

[NPC] Dra'Gon: Self Declaration: Dra'Gon.

[NPC] Dra'Gon: Subject Escape: Unallowable!

[NPC] Dra'Gon: None Escape: Alive!

[NPC] Glacia: so I'll keep it simple: 

[NPC] Glacia: We're with the Omega Team. 

[NPC] Glacia: We've been on the Rikti world ever since the gateway was sealed. 

[NPC] Glacia: We snuck into a shipment meant for this place. 

[NPC] Glacia: We were hunting Dra'Gon, the twisted War Lineage scientist. 

[NPC] Glacia: So let's get him.

Mariketh: Is she wanting Up N Away burger too?

Eaglet: I want to see an ice twin be the excited one.

Chernozem: Look to Geny. 

Chernozem grins

Dr. Paladin: That would be Geny.

Eaglet: There's an ambush behind...

Chernozem sighs

Eaglet: Glacia fell...

Dragoslav: She's right here.

Eaglet: Yeah.  She fell off the bridge.

Eaglet: *sigh*

Dr. Paladin: What?

Eaglet: Her.

Chernozem: What is she doing?

Eaglet: Below us.

Eaglet: Her?  Running off alone.

Dr. Paladin: Oh, look.

Dr. Paladin: There he is.

[NPC] Dra'Gon: Death Deserved: All Weaklings

Soviet-Shadow: Perhaps another job for Comrade Goo Monster

[NPC] Dra'Gon: Death Deserved: All Weaklings

Soviet-Shadow: We keep hitting him with half of us

Soviet-Shadow: We should withdraw and get all together

Dr. Paladin: Sounds like a plan.

Chernozem: Tactical retreat? Ceratinly an option

Eaglet: Sheesh.

Dr. Paladin: Ready?

Soviet-Shadow: Da.

Chernozem: Da

Dragoslav: Ready.

Mariketh: Da.

[NPC] Dra'Gon: Death Deserved: All Weaklings

Dra'Gon has defeated Teacup Tempest

Dra'Gon has defeated Dragoslav

[NPC] Dra'Gon: Your Attacks: Willful: Disobedient!

Dra'Gon has defeated Mariketh

Dra'Gon has defeated Eaglet

Chernozem sighs into the carpet

Soviet-Shadow: Well.

Soviet-Shadow: Another retreat.

Eaglet: *whispered*  Your mama: So fat...um...popped armor...heh...now get offa me.

Soviet-Shadow: The only other think I can think of to try is to use my goo monster for the next assault, plus maybe a werewolf.  And if we recovered our inspirations.

Eaglet: Ughhhh...

Chernozem mutters furiously at herself as she makes her way to her new quarters
