Commander Smersh: Privyet, Alisa.

Fortune of War: Hello 

Chernozem: Hello

Li'l Black Raincloud: This is in question?

Li'l Black Raincloud: Although I thought she was rather attractive.

Li'l Black Raincloud: If a bit brightly plumed.

Comrade Iron Joe: Too much make up.

Li'l Black Raincloud: God gives us one face, and we paint ourselves another.

Commander Smersh: Well, that is that, da?

Commander Smersh: Well, then.

Commander Smersh: Shall I see if we cannot poke at portals randomly until we can find our misplaced agents?

Li'l Black Raincloud: Nice outfit, Alisa.

Chernozem: Spasiba, Emily.

Li'l Black Raincloud: You lack wings, however. And a tail.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Details.

Chernozem: I'm afraid I do not grow them naturally.

Chernozem: ...and I've been altered enough to my taste.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Not everyone is perfect. <grins>

Commander Smersh: Comrade mercenary doctor should tell you otherwise, I think.

Chernozem smiles

Li'l Black Raincloud: Commander, you realize we have a dimensional specialist present.

Commander Smersh: Well, then, comrade Marsh?

Commander Smersh: Would you like to locate my missing agents for me?

Barnabus Marsh: I believe if assistance can be rendered i am capable, yes.

Commander Smersh: Portal seems to be unable to find the dimension they sent our team to.

Chernozem: The locators are no longer working

Barnabus Marsh: <taps at the computer bank on the second landing>

Li'l Black Raincloud: Perhaps a glitch?

Barnabus Marsh: Curious.

Commander Smersh: So, I shall be beating my head against Portal bureaucracy until they are located...

Commander Smersh: I do not like this word, curious.

Commander Smersh: Privyet, Cayt.

Fortune of War: It *can* be a good word. 

Crimson Freedom: Hey...

Barnabus Marsh: Involving Portal bureaucracy would only increase notice and muddy waters. Sometimes, subterfuge is necessary.

Barnabus Marsh: Let us utilize this gate to I can make sure the device is calibrated correctly.

Commander Smersh: Da, of course.

Commander Smersh: I trust the new clothes are satisfactory, Cayt?

Crimson Freedom: Yeah, they're working.

Commander Smersh: *sighs at the memory of the back-to-school shopping*

Crimson Freedom: Longbow's being anal about letting me using Mom's armor in Paragon.

Crimson Freedom: Of course, they're not letting her use her own armor, so I guess I shouldn't be surprised.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Was this the dimension you intended, Mr. Marsh?

Barnabus Marsh: Strange as the choice seems, it was.

Li'l Black Raincloud: I like the decor.

Commander Smersh: There is, clearly, no accounting for taste, da?

Barnabus Marsh: Oranbega subset offers the strongest "resistance", and thus, if we can go here, we can go anywhere.

Fortune of War: Like new york? 

Chernozem: Then we should be able to get to the team, da?

Commander Smersh: Through this portal, da?

Barnabus Marsh: I would like a bit more time on their central system before affirming that.

Barnabus Marsh: Let's get out of here first.

Crimson Freedom: Dad...

Crimson Freedom: You REALLY gotta remember which armor you're wearing.

Chernozem: This suit is not your heavy suit

Crimson Freedom: Otherwise I might start thinking you're going senile.

Comrade Iron Joe: Warm welcome.

Crimson Freedom: Oh, hey.  I know where we are.

Li'l Black Raincloud: That altar is glyphed for summoning.

Commander Smersh: I vote for breaking it.

Li'l Black Raincloud: I think we'd rather not know where it goes.

Crimson Freedom: Where do you want me, on the altar on on Infernal?

Li'l Black Raincloud: I'll get the altar, then.

[NPC] Infernal: Stop Commander Smersh! The summoning must continue!

Comrade Iron Joe: I shall crush you Comrade Infernal!

Crimson Freedom: Heh.  My preferred taunt is 'less talky, more fighty'

Mother-Land: That was...interesting.

Commander Smersh: So, then, comrade Marsh... you have some work to do, da?

Crimson Freedom: That was fun.

Barnabus Marsh: In your words, Commander, 'Just so.'

Commander Smersh: That would actually be my second's words, da?

Barnabus Marsh: <begins to rapidly type on the central Portal system for this gate>

Barnabus Marsh: <taps a bit more, then engages several switches decisively> Excellent.

Commander Smersh: You have found something, comrade?

Barnabus Marsh: This portal is now set for their location. Although, this unsorted file is positively huge. Curious.

Fortune of War: Unsorted file? 

Barnabus Marsh: We can proceed when ready. I can ponder that file later.

Barnabus Marsh: "Unsorted" is the term that many advanced filing systems use for errors, anomalies, strange occurances, et cetera.

Commander Smersh: So, everything they do, then?

Barnabus Marsh: That file has not been cleaned in a long time.

Barnabus Marsh: Well, everything that is a "screw-up".

Crimson Freedom: Guess that means we're in for a fight.

Commander Smersh: *sigh*  Get a copy of it, da?

Barnabus Marsh: I have sent it to our labs already, sir.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Well, perhaps they have gone to a dimension of peaceful flower people.

Commander Smersh: Good.  Let us see if we can locate them then, da?

Li'l Black Raincloud: And we will find them there, sipping nectar and eating grapes.

Barnabus Marsh nods.

Crimson Freedom: I've never been in a peaceful alternate dimension.

Chernozem: Zhanna would enjoy that

Barnabus Marsh: I have.

Comrade Iron Joe: That would be a first.

Commander Smersh: *sigh*

Barnabus Marsh: ...cur-. Ahem. Strange.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Barnabus...they came to a factory?

Commander Smersh: Not what you expected?

Barnabus Marsh: <checks his watch>

Crimson Freedom: Gee, a fight.

Fortune of War: Not a peaceful flower place. 

Li'l Black Raincloud: I do not see a bevy of virgins feeding our team grapes.

Crimson Freedom: ...oooh, hey, I can kill these ones.

Barnabus Marsh: ....we need to look in that unsorted file.

Commander Smersh: ...da.

Fortune of War: Not even a dandelion in a crack 

Commander Smersh: ...ow.

Mother-Land: Ouch.

Commander Smersh: They do seem to be surly and hard-hitting, da.

Crimson Freedom: Yay for invading strange dimensions and beating up their citizens.

Barnabus Marsh: The instrumentation I calibrated pre-jump indicates this is the correct location. I feel that dataset might be damaged or incorrect, though.

Barnabus Marsh: In the unsorted bin lies a clue, I suspect.

Commander Smersh: Behind.

Li'l Black Raincloud: You know, I heard Dr. Paladin mention once that there are fewer dimensions than there ought to be.

Commander Smersh: Fewer?

Chernozem: There are some missing around the edges

Fortune of War: I thought there were something like infinite dimensions? 

Li'l Black Raincloud: Yes. Something about some being absorbed.

Chernozem: I don't understand it, but that's how he explained it

Li'l Black Raincloud: You don't suppose that's happened here, do you?

Barnabus Marsh: It would make sense. Honestly, I saw the information presented and thought the machine was miscalibrated - hence the first test.

Crimson Freedom: ...

Commander Smersh: How does one destroy a dimension?  Even nuclear weapons... this should not be enough, da?

Barnabus Marsh: Perhaps the unsorted file will be able to answer that with a bit less theory.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Not destroy. Absorbed.

Fortune of War: Like....two dimensions becoming one....getting aligned enough that they "snap to"? 

Li'l Black Raincloud: Exactly.

Commander Smersh: Wait... aligned?

Crimson Freedom: Makes sense to me.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Yes. So that they overlap and eventually absorb into each other.

Fortune of War: Something a college prof of mine used to go on about. 

Li'l Black Raincloud: Wasn't that what happened with Tatyana's dimension?

Commander Smersh: ...bah.

Barnabus Marsh: Correct, Raincloud.

Comrade Iron Joe: Up or get all forces below?

Fortune of War: Is it? 

Commander Smersh: I shall follow your lead.

RAM Series II has defeated Commander Smersh

Chernozem: Papen'ka?

Commander Smersh: I am fine, da?

Chernozem: Watch out for high caliber energy beams, da?

Fortune of War: They sting, yes

Crimson Freedom: So...if we're in the wrong place, why are we fighting them?

Chernozem: They are still enemies of the People

Barnabus Marsh: Exactly.

Crimson Freedom: What'd they do?

Li'l Black Raincloud: Because it might be rude just to leave them.

Commander Smersh: It does bring some... this dimensional concept...

Commander Smersh: There are some comments made offhand... hmmm.

Li'l Black Raincloud: It means you may want a good undertaker.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Because when Kohlstadt finds out you've lost his sister, he will be unhappy.

Barnabus Marsh: It would be unconscionable for a police officer not to offer aid because it "wasn't his beat".

Li'l Black Raincloud: Well, these ARE Praetorians. Which are never up to any good.

Crimson Freedom: I just think it's ironic that I got chewed out by Longbow for hunting Arachnos as Fiery Hawk when they WERE up to something, but it's perfectly fine to go around as Crimson Freedom and beat people up when there's no proof they were doing anything...

Crimson Freedom: Because 'Fiery Hawk' is a villain and 'Crimson Freedom' is a hero.

Li'l Black Raincloud: I think you are perhaps looking for a reason for irony.

Commander Smersh: *sigh* Cayt?

Li'l Black Raincloud: These are not peaceable robots.

Crimson Freedom: Fine, fine, I'll shut up.

Commander Smersh: When we got our bearings here, I contacted Portal...

Commander Smersh: We are *encouraged* to commence operations here.

Crimson Freedom: *mutters*  One of these days I'm just going to walk away from all of this, I swear...

Li'l Black Raincloud: The Zig has lovely rooms.

Crimson Freedom: You ever been in one?

Li'l Black Raincloud: Sarcasm.

Li'l Black Raincloud: My husband is a police officer.

Li'l Black Raincloud: The dimensional theory is rather unfortunate.

Fortune of War: Unfortunate? 

Commander Smersh: Da.  Our team may be gone.

Chernozem: Nyet

Barnabus Marsh: <nods> If that theory plays out, yes.

Fortune of War: Let's hope that the hole has merely played with the coordinates...

Commander Smersh: Siege.  I knew it.

Li'l Black Raincloud: An innocent abroad.

Barnabus Marsh: Then it would just be a matter of narrowing down a nearly infinite number of coordinates...

Commander Smersh has defeated Siege

Crimson Freedom: ...

Fortune of War: should actually be close...I'd think? Something just got moved a bit? 

Li'l Black Raincloud: What is close, in a dimensional sense?

Fortune of War: I'm a chemical engineer, not a physicist. 

Commander Smersh: Also, of course... if they survived, they are not in the dimension they were in.

Li'l Black Raincloud: The point is that the term is relative.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Were any of them capable of dimensional travel?

Commander Smersh: ...Novaja was.

Commander Smersh: When a universe ceases, how rapid is it?

Barnabus Marsh: Well...

Barnabus Marsh: Since we're long past "hard-and-fast" answers, anywhere between a week and 2 months.

Commander Smersh: And... Novaja... she was not very accurate.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Of course, if they got there at the end of that cycle...

Commander Smersh: She could travel, but she could not set a destination...

Commander Smersh: And, of course, we have no idea if she could take others with her.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Well, I rather hope the Doctor returns. I drank the last of his coffee in the base.

Chernozem: He will

Barnabus Marsh: Being acutely aware of being trapped away from home, I hope he will as well.

Commander Smersh: I shall have to return to base and look at that file.

Crimson Freedom: He will.  He's too stubborn not to.

Commander Smersh: We should go from here, da?

Comrade Iron Joe: Da.

Crimson Freedom: *sighs*

Commander Smersh: This is a dual-purpose mission, Cayt...

Chernozem sees many portal missions in her future

Crimson Freedom: I didn't say anything.  I'm sure I've gotten myself in MORE than enough trouble for questioning orders for one day.

Commander Smersh: We are investigating a potential threat to our world, as well as getting more data to find or people, da?

Crimson Freedom: So I'll be a good little soldier for a bit.

Commander Smersh: *sigh* Did I say that, Cayt?

Crimson Freedom: You're not the one I'm worried about.

Commander Smersh: I suppose that it is Longbow, then, you worry about?

Crimson Freedom: ...

Commander Smersh: Don't worry about them, da?

Crimson Freedom: Easy for you to say.  They don't have your whole apartment bugged so they can make sure you're not turning villain again.

Chernozem: Why not stay in the base then?

Crimson Freedom: Actually, I've been staying with Eric.

[Tell] -->Crimson Freedom: *softly* Bring him with.  Use my quarters. I'm not.

Li'l Black Raincloud: I must say, I can hardly blame them.

[Tell] Crimson Freedom: It's Mom that's the problem.  If she tries to slip away from them they'll arrest her immediately.

Crimson Freedom: Oh really.

[Tell] -->Crimson Freedom: Ah

Li'l Black Raincloud: You moan about doing the right thing as if it were the greatest bother in the world, and not a choice that you made.

[Tell] Crimson Freedom: She goes through more psych evaluations than Olympic athletes do drug tests.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Doubting you comes from your own actions. <shrug>

Crimson Freedom: ...

[Tell] -->Crimson Freedom: *sighs*

Crimson Freedom: You mean back there where I was asking if there was a reason we were attacking random people in a dimension we stumbled across?

Chernozem: Did you choose a villainous life, Cayt?

Crimson Freedom: Villainous?  No.  I chose a free life.

Li'l Black Raincloud: No, I mean your violent tendencies, your statement that you would walk away from it all...

Li'l Black Raincloud: And of course, being a good little soldier.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Freedom is not tantamount to anarchy.

Crimson Freedom: Excuse me for maybe wanting to be normal for once.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Do you have more sermons for the choir?

Chernozem: What is "normal"?

Crimson Freedom: I don't know.  Going to college.  Hanging out with people my own age.

Li'l Black Raincloud: I never got to do so, either. <shrug>

Crimson Freedom: *chuckles*  Maybe actually going to my day job once in a while.

Fortune of War: I actually did...but some of the college crowds aren't all that

Crimson Freedom: My fiance, brother, and sister are all in college.  I was going to join them this semester.

Chernozem: Was?

Crimson Freedom: It's going to be hard to take classes as things stand.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Formal schooling is overrated.

Commander Smersh: What do you mean, 'as things stand?'

Chernozem: For some, perhaps

Li'l Black Raincloud: I learn perfectly well on my own.

Crimson Freedom: Well, maybe I want to have a life outside of fighting.

Commander Smersh: If that is what you want?  Then do it, da?

Li'l Black Raincloud: Then give it up and go.

Chernozem: Being able to learn on one's own wouldn't take the benefits of formal learning away.

Li'l Black Raincloud: But for Hell's sake, make your choice.

Li'l Black Raincloud: I do not need a piece of paper to tell me what I know. <shrug>

Chernozem: Nor does anyone, but I imagine the experience is different

Li'l Black Raincloud: As Sasha would say...Capitalist Propaganda. <looks amused>

Crimson Freedom: I hate to tell you this, but I'm American.

Chernozem: Formal schooling is now Capitalist propaganda?

Li'l Black Raincloud: As am I. I just find it amusing.

Li'l Black Raincloud: America's institutes of higher learning are not what I would call full of idealists.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Look at tuition costs.

Commander Smersh: Cayt... if you prefer, just... hang up your spurs, da?  I did so for some years.  There is no need for you to do this.

Li'l Black Raincloud: The applications of the rich are favored over the minorities...

Chernozem: This is what scholarships are for.

Li'l Black Raincloud: In fact, the better schools favor rich children who were on a waiting list for three years for a preschool.

Crimson Freedom: Oh, forget it.  I'm sorry I said anything.

Li'l Black Raincloud: That is if they are allowed in at all, Alisa. Scholarships are a false front.

Li'l Black Raincloud: America's collegiate system is badly skewed away from the proletariat.

Chernozem: Most of Jack's degrees were earned as he worked to pay for the schooling.  He was not wealthy

Chernozem: Still isn't

Li'l Black Raincloud: What year was that?

Chernozem: The last one?  3-4 years ago.

Li'l Black Raincloud: How many credientials and other degrees did he have at the time?

Fortune of War: There are scholarships that are for real 

Chernozem: The first was 20 or so years ago.  There were several in between

Li'l Black Raincloud: THen your data is outdated.

Chernozem: Not all of it is.

Chernozem: Tatyana only has a Masters degree and finds value in her formal schooling

Li'l Black Raincloud: It is a fact that the Ivy League schools are currently badly skewed toward the rich.

Chernozem: That is a small subset

Li'l Black Raincloud: And in fact are skewing the entire public education system.

Li'l Black Raincloud: I am glad that some find value in it, however.

Chernozem: This still does not make the system capitalist proganda or valueless

Li'l Black Raincloud: Alisa, I was teasing with that.

Chernozem: I've never used it, actually.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Your sense of sarcasm is still badly off.

Chernozem: My schooling was all in a training facility funded by the Soviet government and run by the GRU

Li'l Black Raincloud: Which explains your sense of sarcasm.

Chernozem shrugs

Chernozem: Jack says he's working on it

Li'l Black Raincloud: I do find the collegiate system useless and biased.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Capitalist propaganda is very hyperbolic, however.

Fortune of War: I think that's it for me tonight

Commander Smersh: That is that, then.

Li'l Black Raincloud: For me as well.

Commander Smersh: I should return to base and look at those numbers.

Comrade Iron Joe: Da.

Crimson Freedom: I guess I'm going to go off and brood or whatever evil uneducated teenagers do these days.

