Yelena looks around the room

Yelena tests a chair or two for comfort

Yelena brushes at her uncle's shoulder as if there were dust ...and grins 

Yelena finds an actually comfortable chair to sit in...and pulls out a fashion magazine to read 

Comrade Smersh: You can come to sit at the table, da?

Comrade Smersh indicates a welcome with one hand while reaching for a cigarette with the other.

[Coalition] Soviet Shadow: Attention, agents!  The weekly KGB meetink and practice shall begin momentarily in the KGB base.  Please attend if you are able!

Mariketh: Da, but would break tradition.

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Yelena: The chairs are hard. *comes to sit closer anyways* 

Comrade Smersh: You have... dyed your hair?

Yelena: yes. 

Yelena flips her hair in best Charlie's angel fashion

Mariketh rolls her eyes.

Yelena: Blonde...for now

Soviet Shadow: Initiate transport protocol Delta Omicron Seven-One-Two-oh-Five!

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Comrade Smersh: I do my best with what nature gave me, da?

Mariketh: Da, do best with nothing.

Comrade Smersh smirks, indicating his less-than-hairy head.

Yelena is looking over the fashions in the magazine...stops at one that is ...rather form fitting and considers. 

Comrade Iron Joe: Hello Comrades.

Comrade Smersh: Should I be like that Trump man, comrade?

Soviet Shadow: You receive the commendations listink, da, Comrade Field Commander?

Mariketh glances.

Comrade Smersh: Comrade Joe.

Mariketh: Is not form fitting enough, I am thinking.

Yelena: Not? 

Mariketh indicates her leathers.

Mariketh: Nyet.

Comrade Smersh glances over at Yelena's magazine, and then over to Mariketh.  Is she reading by the reflections of Smersh's skull?  The world may never know.

Mariketh has good eyes.

Yelena apparently she does. 

Mariketh and thinks Smersh has a very reflective head.

Comrade Smersh manages to get his cigarette lit and shuffles at his papers.

Yelena considers. "Too dark....but, in a brighter color perhaps?" 

Mariketh: Bold red.

Comrade Smersh: I do not care for it, myself.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: I'm not late! I'm not late!

Comrade Smersh shrugs.

[SuperGroup] Comrade Smersh: We have not quite begun yet.

Mariketh: Or maybe electric blue.  But would need proper shoes for that.

Yelena: Not red. I tried the outfit I have on in red. 

Yelena: Blue...perhaps...

Mariketh shrugs.

Mariketh: Red is working for me sometimes, I think.

Comrade Smersh refuses to be drawn into a discussion of fashion!

Mariketh: Like light in room.

Yelena turns the page and considers the next almost there costume. 

Comrade Smersh: It is not the season for swimwear, da?

Yelena: Well, this isn't swimwear. 

Yelena won't of course admit that she wouldn't wear that particular one. 

Mariketh: Is not swimwear.  Good pair of fishnets make that nice outfit for summer and winter.

Mariketh nods knowingly.

Yelena considers fishnets. 

Comrade Smersh: Well, once Dani is here, we shall begin, da?

Yelena: I think perhaps fishnets are overpopular at the moment. 

Mariketh: You are just needing proper pair of boots to make work.

Comrade Smersh: Well, then.

Mantis Strike totally arrives not late

Comrade Smersh straightens his papers.  With authority.

Comrade Smersh: Our first order of business... commendations.

Mariketh continues ignoring his authority.

Comrade Smersh: We do have a few, da?

Comrade Smersh: In return for my failure to provide them last week.

Comrade Smersh: So.

Mantis Strike totally wonders if papers would give her more authority

Comrade Smersh: The Steel Veteran's Award for six month's service to Agent Captain Russia.

Comrade Smersh: The Task Force Ribbon to agents Novaja Zemalja, Karloff, Little Red Patriot, and Mariketh.

Mariketh: Eh?

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: And of course, Captain Russia is not here, because he is receivink an award.  Thus tradition is maintained!

Comrade Smersh: For aiding Sister Psyche with her task, da?

Comrade Smersh: The Patrol Ribbon for agents Mother-Land and Yelena.

Yelena glances up in surprise

Mariketh: I spend $40 on Psychic Friend and all I get is ribbon?

Soviet Shadow: Had it not been your first task force, you would not even have gotten that!

Comrade Smersh: The Task Force Commander's Ribbon for Strike Leader Soviet Shadow.

Mariketh shrugs.

Soviet Shadow nods briefly

Mariketh: I was just hoping for $40 back.  She was not good psychic.

Comrade Smersh: The Bronze Veteran's Medallion for one year's service to agents Nikolai Novyh and Super Soldier X.

Comrade Smersh: Duty Award, Third Class, for Agent Barnabus Marsh.

Comrade Smersh: Duty Award, Second Class, for agent Spar Hawk.

Mariketh: Is okay, I take ribbon anyway.  Men is liking women in uniform, da?

Comrade Smersh: The Gold Veteran's Award for three years service, Senior Agent Soviet Omega.

Comrade Smersh: The People's Hero Medallion for agent Fortune of War.

Mantis Strike notes that men like women in uniform

Mariketh notes that Mantis Strike has probably not seen Mariketh's uniform.

Mantis Strike ...on her little notepad. Which also has a doodle of something

Comrade Smersh: And, finally, our coveted Agent of the Month Award...

Soviet Shadow: For someone who is not here.  

Comrade Smersh: Of course.

Comrade Smersh: Agent Chernozem.

Comrade Smersh: That is the first order of business.

Comrade Smersh: Second order involves our missing agents.

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: If any see Agent Chernozem, OR Agent Krasnaya Oktyabr, I need their pictures!  

Mantis Strike: People are missing?!

[SuperGroup] Comrade Smersh: Agent Chernozem shall be more than happy to provide the same.

Comrade Smersh: Da.

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: Feel free to snap a shot yourself and send to Sasha at Soviet_Shadow@yahoo.com, da?  The Agent of the Month gallery must be updated!

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: Agent Chernozem, I am not so worried about ... but Agent Oktyabr has proven...very elusive for some time.

Comrade Smersh: Agents Novaja Zemalja, Siberian Spring, Dr. Paladin, and Little Red Patriot have been gone a week.

[SuperGroup] Mariketh: She is camera shy?

Comrade Smersh: With them is one Ms. Hypatia.

Mantis Strike: Oh no! When did that happen?

Mariketh: After drinking coffee.

Mariketh sounds droll.

Mantis Strike should've probably been born blonde. Curse her extradimensional evolved insect genetic makeup

Comrade Smersh: Approximately one week ago, our agents went on a routine portal mission.

Comrade Smersh: One week of late nights, poring over Portal Corp's records, interrogating their techs, and consulting with agent Marsh on dimensional theory have had two notable results.

Comrade Smersh: One: It appears the dimension that they were scheduled to visit no longer exists.

Comrade Smersh: Two: My head hurts with all this dimensional theory.

Mariketh: Is could be being problem.

Mantis Strike: Um....

Mantis Strike: This is bad, isn't it?

Comrade Smersh: You might say this, da.

Mariketh: Two is not really theory, comrade.

Yelena: It is result, though

Mantis Strike frowns. 'They gotta be somewhere!'

Comrade Smersh: At first, I chalked it up to the incompetence of the Portal techs, but comrade Marsh indicates this is... not the case.

Comrade Smersh: He said... and I may have this incorrect...

Comrade Smersh: There are incalculable trillions of dimensions, but there are 'not as many as there should be.'

Soviet Shadow: Ehr...

Soviet Shadow: If the number is incalculable, how can it be calculated how many 'should' or should not be?

Comrade Smersh: He compared it to a ragged towel... you do not know how many fibers there are, but you can tell when the edges are ragged, da?

Mantis Strike: ....Well I know Mother and Papa's dimension is technically termed dead...but it's still there. I think.

Mariketh nods, clearly not understanding what the heck he's talking about.

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Comrade Iron Joe starts reading papers... not understanding a word of the explanation.

Comrade Smersh: Chances are, that we shall never see them again.... it is worse than lost at sea, da?

Mantis Strike: ...We could always kinda check. If that's gone missing too it could be very wrong

Black Winter's Night: Commander...with all due respect...

Black Winter's Night: I refuse to accept that explanation, and if you wish to offer it again, I will punch you in the face.

Soviet Shadow: !!!

Mariketh raises an eyebrow and tries to hide a grin.

Mantis Strike: ....Besides, Jack's the only person who really knows what's wrong with me.

Yelena looks up now that things are interesting again

Soviet Shadow: AGENT!  That is NOT a statement that can be mitigated by the cursory recitation of 'with all due respect' beforehand!

Comrade Smersh: Geny, there is *one* very slim possibility, which I was *about* to outline.

Comrade Iron Joe thinks maybe that would make him look better.

Mantis Strike: So we gotta find him

Black Winter's Night: That simply means that less respect is due than you might otherwise think.

Mariketh snickers.

Black Winter's Night: We will not speak about fellow agents, Patriots, and beloveds that way...or my mother.

Mariketh: In that order, comrade?

Black Winter's Night: Pick an order.

Mariketh looks amused.

Mantis Strike: ...Cause I don't wanna pop out of existence

Comrade Smersh: Geny... If you are capable of holding your tongue, I *might* be able to elucidate the *one* ray of hope for their eventual salvation.  Perhaps you should let me speak, da?

Soviet Shadow: And -I- shall not accept threats against the commander, no matter how much the one makink them thinks her own personal circumstances allow her no limits to her behavior.

Black Winter's Night: Personal circumstances? I thought better of you.

Black Winter's Night snorts.

Mariketh: Oh, pull stick out of butt, Sasha.

Soviet Shadow: ...

Black Winter's Night: Russians do not speak as if we have only faint hopes to accomplish what we must.

Black Winter's Night: So. What is our hope?

Mariketh: Girl is upset.  Agents are missing. Idle threats against commander are least of worries.

Comrade Smersh silently signals Sasha that Geny may need to be removed from the meeting at his signal.

Mantis Strike takes her Papa's semi-sentient blade and puts it on the table in front of her and coughs. 'Um....back to saving them please?'

Soviet Shadow inclines her head slightly

Yelena finds this more interesting than her fashion magazine

Comrade Smersh: The *one* hope is that Agent Novaja was with them.

Black Winter's Night rolls her eyes, but doesn't say anything.

Comrade Smersh: I pulled the file on the project that created her.  The Psionic Amplification Project, and a breakdown of abilities manifested by test subjects.

Mantis Strike looks confused...and the blade blinks

Questing Eagle slips in.

Comrade Smersh: The one ability that was never found... useful, but latent in a high percentage of cases... was one of dimensional teleportation.

Yelena realizes the conversation is sliding back into the science, and glances at Eagle instead. 

Comrade Smersh: The original project did not know what this was, da?  All they knew was that their subjects were irretrievably gone.

Comrade Smersh: It was not until later work at the Udachny Dimensional Facility that some of the subjects were located.

Comrade Smersh: It is... *possible* that Novaja may have manifested this ability.

Comrade Smersh: But!

Comrade Smersh: It was uncontrolled.  No way of... steering, da?

Mantis Strike: So...it might be...er....useless anyway?

Yelena snorts,

Comrade Smersh: *If* she had this ability, and *if* she had the time, and *if* she could take others with her... then we may, perhaps, have hope that they are alive and awaiting rescue.

Yelena: If she teleported, she could be anywhere at all? 

Comrade Smersh: Da.

Black Winter's Night: So they are alive, and waiting for us to find them.

Mariketh: Is helpful information then.  We are knowing precisely.... nothing.

Mantis Strike: ....Or they coulda popped somewhere else that doesn't exist...

Black Winter's Night: Nyet.

Alisa Korsakova slips in to the meeting

Mantis Strike: Or they could be everywhere!

Black Winter's Night: They are alive, and awaiting us to get off our collective asses and find them.

Comrade Smersh: Da.  However, our KGB dimensional locators only function in worlds with a Portal Corp presence.

Mariketh mumbles about low quality Soviet goods.

Mantis Strike: ....Um...

Comrade Smersh: Then, unless we can somehow find something more, we comb trillions of dimensions, each as large as our own, to find them.

Black Winter's Night: What are we doing to narrow this down?

Black Winter's Night: I know what the Patriots do. What are YOU doing?

Mantis Strike scribbles something down on her notebook

Comrade Smersh: I am working with Agent March to narrow down the information.  Portal's sensors may be able to have some piece of information that we can use.

Comrade Smersh: Unless you have a better idea?

Alisa Korsakova raises an eyebrow at Geny's insubordination, then returns to her stone face

Mariketh: Is not all that can be done, comrade.

Comrade Smersh grumbles and lights up a new cigarette.

Black Winter's Night: I am glad to hear something is being done other than planning funerals.

Mariketh: I am... not tied to this dimension as humans are.

Mariketh: I am bound by chains and oaths, but with permission, I can search other ways.

Comrade Smersh: Through trillions of dimensions, in the hope of finding Tatyana?  And the others?

Mantis Strike: And....I kinda am not either. Which is confusing too. So maybe we can help? Though it involves walking around lots and point -that- in directions and hoping it doesn't sulk cause Unclegevney upsets me

Black Winter's Night: We are Russian. It can be done.

Mariketh: I have... contacts.

Mariketh seems somewhat reluctant to reveal them.

Comrade Smersh: I am tabling this discussion for now.  I shall make a post on our internal message board, and you may offer suggestions there.

Comrade Smersh: Comrade Strike Leader, your report.

Soviet Shadow exhales slowly and looks about a moment.

Aleksandr Grim puts his hand on Geni's shoulder in greeting.

Soviet Shadow: Very well.

Black Winter's Night glances back and nods slightly.

Soviet Shadow: As I mentioned before, I shall need pictures of Agents Chernozem *nods over* and Agents Krasnaya Oktyabr for the Agent-of-the-Month galleries.

Alisa Korsakova nods back

Soviet Shadow: At this point, I shall accept ANYthink I can get of Agent Oktyabr, as she is well overdue.

Comrade Smersh lights up a fresh cigarette.

Soviet Shadow: Since the last report, the KGB has overtaken MechaNation, the Guardians Secondary, and the Moonlight Kingdom, placing us at #54 on the overall supergroup rankink list.

Soviet Shadow: We currently trail 'Dire Consequences', whoever they are.

Comrade Smersh: Presumably villains, da?

Mantis Strike: ...They sound kinda dire

Mantis Strike: And consequential

Questing Eagle: ...

Yelena: Less so than they were, however

Soviet Shadow: Da just so.  That is all I have.  Though, Agent Mariketh, I require a moment with you before we begin operations tonight.

Mariketh: As you say.

Comrade Smersh growls.  He's obviously under some strain from the missing agents.

Comrade Smersh: Does anyone else have anything for the group?

Questing Eagle: ...um...

Questing Eagle: ...actually, never mind.  No, I don't.

Black Winter's Night has joined the team

Mariketh points out a costume to Yelena.  It is a bit revealing.

Mariketh: This one would be looking good, I think.

Yelena considers it, but, shakes her head. I think I saw someone in Talos wearing exactly that. 

Mariketh shrugs.

Comrade Smersh: Well, then, we have a dimensional mission to undertake.

Soviet Shadow counts the agents in attendance.

Comrade Smersh: Sigma Pi 20-7.

Soviet Shadow: I do not know if my absence would allow another agent to attend, Comrade Field Commander, but as always, I offer my spot to someone more junior.

Mantis Strike: Oh! I could totally wear my new armour unless Unclegevney will let me use Papa's blade?

Comrade Smersh: Wear the new armor, da?

Mantis Strike: Oh....okay...

Yelena: Probably we will require your clearance level, or something close
Comrade Smersh: If comrade Joe returns, we shall see about his substitution for you, da, comrade Strike Leader?

Mantis Strike: Fancy Phrase involving numbers and weird letters!

Comrade Smersh: For now...

Comrade Smersh: Initiate transport protocol Rho Chi Seven Eight dash Two!

Soviet Shadow: Just so, Comrade Field Commander.

Comrade Smersh: Let us see if we can locate... any information on our agents, da?

Mariketh sits on the ledge with a slightly bemused expression.

Soviet Shadow: I shall be alonk presently.

Comrade Smersh: Alisa, what is that you are wearing?

Alisa Korsakova: ... Clothing?

Comrade Smersh: ...quite.

Aleksandr Grim: Nice!

Alisa Korsakova smiles briefly at Grim

Comrade Smersh: ....bah.

Black Winter's Night: I like it.

Aleksandr Grim smiles back at Alisa.

Mantis Strike: Oh! I totally want to see

Comrade Smersh glances at the twins.

Soviet Shadow arrives, looking severe.

Comrade Smersh is related to most of the team...

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Comrade Smersh: Let us do this.

Mantis Strike: ...I think I'll go back to using Papa's blade. Cause it might find something.....*mumbles quietly* or eat it kinda

Comrade Smersh: Nyet, Dani.

Comrade Smersh: ...protectors.

Soviet Shadow: Oh, bah.

Questing Eagle: Wow.  It's been a while.

Mantis Strike: Oh.

Comrade Smersh: I was hoping the indication of superpowers.... bah.

Comrade Smersh: Let us hope our agents were not here, da?

Alisa Korsakova frowns

Comrade Smersh: Comrade 7th Generation Paragon Protector, you and your kind deserve much, much worse...

Questing Eagle: I haven't seen this many protectors in one spot in years.

Mantis Strike: ...Does this mean I can use Papa's blade then if they deserve worse?

Comrade Smersh: Nyet.

Mantis Strike: Aww...

[SuperGroup] Captain Russia: Agent Leonid Kogan reporting for duty....a little late.

Mantis Strike: Eep. I appear to have gotten lost...

Alisa stands off to one side

Questing Eagle: I need to get going...I've got an early class on Thursdays now, I can't stay out all night.

Comrade Smersh: Be well, Caytlin.  And give my best to Cayt, da?

Yelena: see you later

Questing Eagle: I haven't seen her in at least a week....but okay.

Comrade Smersh: Nor have I.

Questing Eagle: *gives Smersh a quick hug*

Questing Eagle: See you later.

Comrade Smersh: Dorby nochee, Cayt.  *smiles a bit*

Mantis Strike: ..I am totally using Papa's blade now. 

Comrade Smersh: Why, Dani?  You just came out a different portal than we did, da?

Captain Russia: *ziiiiip* Ah, these clothes are much more fitting. Serge was far too flamboyant in his display for 'heroic' garments.

Yelena: Oh? 

Mantis Strike: Yeah but I don't wanna do that again or I could end up lost and then I'll just pop out of existence and that would be very bad, yes Uncle?

Geny wanders over to Alisa

Black Winter's Night: Czarina.

Captain Russia: The portals are problematic. This is for certain.

Alisa Korsakova frowns

Alisa Korsakova: Da?

Black Winter's Night: That was "privyet".

Black Winter's Night pulls down her mask and smiles.

Alisa Korsakova: Ah. Privyet.

Black Winter's Night studies her twin for a moment.

Soviet Shadow remains off to the side, alone and deeply thoughtful

Black Winter's Night: I know that look.

Black Winter's Night: You must not lose hope.

Alisa Korsakova: I do not.

Black Winter's Night: And you must not lose your joy, either. They will return.

Alisa Korsakova: Of course they will.

Black Winter's Night: Jack has just neglected to stop and ask for directions. He thinks he has the solution to the problem.

Alisa Korsakova frowns again

Yelena: Not bad...but, it's green

Alisa Korsakova: Nyet. Directions would not appear to be involved.

Black Winter's Night: Humor, Czarina.

Comrade Smersh: Comrade Leo.

Captain Russia chuckles softly. "It's more comfortable since it's made from my former uniform while enlisted."

Yelena looks over Captain Russia's outfit

Alisa Korsakova: Understood.

Black Winter's Night sighs.

Yelena wrinkles her nose at the "comfortable" part

Captain Russia: Practicality over 'fashion' you could say.

Black Winter's Night: Nyet. I do not think that it is. And it appears I owe people in Russia more than I thought I did.

Captain Russia nods to Smersh.

Yelena: Never! *laughs* 

Captain Russia: *smirks* I guess I'm old fashioned.

Alisa Korsakova: I do understand humor, Geny.

Black Winter's Night: Not just now, you do not.

Alisa Korsakova: I do not find myself "jovial" however.

Yelena shrugs

Yelena: It's still green

Comrade Smersh: There is nothing wrong with green.

Black Winter's Night: You must bend before you snap.

Alisa Korsakova: Perhaps.

Black Winter's Night: He will come back. But he will not want to hear that you have reverted to this in his absence.

Alisa Korsakova: Bah.

Black Winter's Night: Think on it.

Comrade Smersh: Well, comrade Strike leader, it seems our stab in the dark bore no fruit, da?

Black Winter's Night: And come by Bunny and Kohlstadt's apartment some time.

Alisa Korsakova inclines her head

Black Winter's Night: We are gathering there. And we are not taking this lying down.

Soviet Shadow: Little do I understand the situation, Comrade Field Commander.  But, given that we do not have missink agents returned to us, I cannot but agree, da?

Captain Russia: Green was a better choice than becoming like all of the other 'heroes' of the City with their darkety darkness and overblown dramatics.  *joking*

Black Winter's Night pauses, then envelops Alisa in a large, tight hug.

Yelena snorts, and glances at the nearest black wearers

Comrade Smersh: They may still survive, and so, we do what we can.

Alisa Korsakova blinks and lightly pats Geny's back

Black Winter's Night: They are not gone.

Alisa Korsakova: I know.

Black Winter's Night pulls back and answers her ringing phone.

Soviet Shadow: Just so.

Captain Russia can't help laughing a deep jovial laugh.

Yelena smiles very slightly, "well, perhaps" 

Black Winter's Night nods several times, lips pursed together.

Black Winter's Night: We have information. I am needed to...speak to...a scientist.

Black Winter's Night: Pardon me.

Soviet Shadow looks thoughtful

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Mantis Strike: Um....Wow. I hate being all lost and stuff

Comrade Smersh: Well, we have an Arachnos strike force to deal with.

Soviet Shadow: Just so.

Comrade Smersh: Dani?  Are you coming?

Comrade Smersh: There.  Done, da?

Captain Russia: Well done. *nods*

Yelena: I get to go see Castle. 

Alisa Korsakova: Is there any further portal work?

Comrade Smersh: Castle?  Bah.

Mantis Strike: ...I have to go myself Uncle....um...

Mantis Strike manages to not yawn

Comrade Smersh: Dani, be well.

Mantis Strike hugs her Uncle and then darts off with a grin

Captain Russia: *looks at watch, sighs* I have to pull night-watch at the youth center. End of the workout here it seems.

Comrade Smersh: Be well, comrade Leo, da?

Soviet Shadow: Sasha has one.

Comrade Smersh: There is something we can deal with....

Soviet Shadow: Dah svidarniya to those agents who are leavink.

Yelena: *sighs....* 

Captain Russia: I'll keep my comm with me just in case something comes up. Though I doubt you all with have much trouble. *smile*

Comrade Smersh: Yelena?  You are all right?

Yelena: Nothing...

Comrade Smersh: And now we are five.

Comrade Smersh: Still... portal work.

Lady Midday: You are asking for unexplored dimensions, da?

Comrade Smersh: Da.

The team enters a dimension filled with Psychic Clockwork

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Comrade Smersh: Does anyone have an aspirin?  I shall want one before we are done here.

Alisa Korsakova hands Smersh a travel pack of aspirin

Yelena: Um...

Yelena: *is relieved* 

Comrade Smersh: Spasiba.

Alisa Korsakova always carries aspirin

Yelena carries Midol

Soviet Shadow carries a variety of neurotoxins

Lady Midday carries herself well.

Comrade Smersh carries more cigarettes than should be legal.

Lady Midday carries on conversations.

Comrade Smersh carries the burden of command.
Soviet Shadow carries the burden of Comrade Smersh in command

Yelena thinks this is carrying rather far

Soviet Shadow got carried away.

Comrade Smersh: Bah... come and fight me, comrade Lance Prince.

Comrade Smersh: Well.

Comrade Smersh: I suppose that is the big clockwork, da?

Yelena shrugs

Soviet Shadow: They seldom come bigger, Comrade Field Commander!

Soviet Shadow: ... which is fortunate.

Comrade Smersh: It does have blind spots...

Comrade Smersh: ...at the bottoms of its feet...

Comrade Smersh: I will not stop until you have been defeated, comrade Babbage...

Comrade Smersh: I see no evidence of human life.

Soviet Shadow: Comrade Joe, when this mission is complete, would you take over workink with Comrade Yelena for Sasha?

Yelena: I will need to go, actually 

Comrade Smersh: Then let us go from here, da?

Alisa Korsakova looks around briefly

Comrade Iron Joe: It seems I am not needed then.

Yelena: *winces at the noise* 

Lady Midday: <gets her ringing phone and squeals> Natasha's present has arrived!

Comrade Smersh: Present?

Lady Midday: Da!

Yelena: *tries to pretend she isn't wincing at loud noises* 

Yelena: ah, I have to go. good night to all. 

Alisa Korsakova: Dorby nochee

Lady Midday: I have bought her something. I think she will very much like it.

Comrade Smersh: Good night, Yelena.

Soviet Shadow: Sasha as well ... dorbry norchee agents, and good luck with the remainink work.

Comrade Smersh: Dorby nochee, Strike Leader.

Comrade Smersh: Well, then.

Lady Midday: <gets the phone again and frowns> Hmm. I need to go. There is a scientist I must speak to.

Alisa Korsakova: Another scientist?

Lady Midday: Da. We are inquiring of many scientists to attempt to find the missing.

Alisa Korsakova: This is good.

Lady Midday: You should come and help us speak to them, Alisa.

Alisa Korsakova inclines her head briefly towards Smersh, then Irina.

Alisa Korsakova: Dorby nochee.

Comrade Smersh: Good night, Alisa.

