Comrade Smersh: Comrade.

Patriot Fury: Good evening, papen'ka.

Comrade Smersh: Alisa.  You are well?

Patriot Fury: As can be.

Comrade Smersh: Comrade Vagabond.

Vagabond Mage: Hullo, everyone.

Patriot Fury: Hello.

Mariketh: Hello.

Comrade Smersh: Comrade.

Vagabond Mage: Long time, Comrade.  I trust you're well?

Comrade Smersh: Well enough, da.

Comrade Smersh: So, comrades.

Comrade Smersh: Comrade.

Commander Balaliaka: ugh..heroes *spit*

Patriot Fury: *growls*

Li'l Black Raincloud: The itsy bitsy spider went up the waterspout.

Mariketh: <looks amused>

Patriot Fury: Where is Caytlin when you need some rain.

Comrade Smersh: Comrade, you will control your tongue, da?

Li'l Black Raincloud: Whether or not we care for each other's motives away from this place, we have a common goal this evening.

Li'l Black Raincloud: I expect that everyone can remain professional.

Comrade Smersh: Comrade Vagabond.

Mariketh: Which comrade are you speaking of, Comrade Smersh?

Li'l Black Raincloud: No matter how many legs you sport.

Evan Caine: A professional what, though?

Vagabond Mage: Yevgeny.

Comrade Smersh: I was speaking to the Spider, da?

Li'l Black Raincloud: Whore, hero, villain, it really matters very little.

Evan Caine: 'kay. Just checking.

Mariketh: <gives Li'l Black Raincloud a dirty look>

Li'l Black Raincloud: <looks sanguine>

Comrade Smersh: Well, comrade Vagabond.

Comrade Smersh: I should like you to meet my daughter, da?

Vagabond Mage: Hm?

Comrade Smersh indicates Patriot Fury

Vagabond Mage: ...daughter?

Commander Balaliaka was kicked from the team

Patriot Fury inclines her head

Comrade Smersh: ...I seem to have many of them.

Mariketh: One of many.

Comrade Smersh: This is Alisa.

Patriot Fury: Only six. Is not too many.

Vagabond Mage: A pleasure, Alisa.

Mariketh: Is six we are knowing of.

Vagabond Mage: Let me guess... a... future daughter?

Patriot Fury: Nyet.

Patriot Fury: Past.

Mariketh: Future, past, present, inter-dimensional.

Vagabond Mage: Yevgeny... you old Russian dog, you. *chuckles*

Comrade Smersh: My sordid past keeps catching up with me, da?

Li'l Black Raincloud: No, the seeds have been sown, and grown to fruition.

Patriot Fury frowns

Patriot Fury: It was not sordid.

Comrade Smersh: True, true.

Li'l Black Raincloud: It was just vigorous.

Patriot Fury: That, you must ask Tatyana.

Mariketh: Da, but I am whore.

Vagabond Mage: No offense meant.  Just an opportunity to rib an old friend I could not pass up.

Li'l Black Raincloud: I did not say you were a whore.

Mariketh: <shrugs>

Comrade Smersh: Her mother and I were engaged to be married, da?  This was shortly before I was to join the Soviet Army.

Li'l Black Raincloud: I said it didn't matter what kind of professional anyone was.

Li'l Black Raincloud: If you like the way the shoe fits, you are welcome to wear it, but you have to buy the pair yourself.

Mariketh: Hmph.

Vagabond Mage: Let's see... that would make you... early twenties?  Am I correct?

Patriot Fury almost chuckles

Comrade Smersh: You underestimate my age, comrade.

Patriot Fury: Nyet. I am 31.

Vagabond Mage: I am a terrible estimater of age.  But I try to guess anyway.

Patriot Fury: My parents were engaged in 1976.

Comrade Smersh: So... between Alisa, her twin, and Caytlin... you remember Questing Eagle, da?

Vagabond Mage: I do.  'Though I've not seen her in what seems like ages.

Comrade Smersh: Seems she is my natural-born daughter as well.  *smirk*

Vagabond Mage: ...surely you can't be serious.

Patriot Fury: And then there is her little sister... and her clone.

Patriot Fury smirks

Comrade Smersh: Dead serious, comrade.

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: And so we are summoned via the doubtlessly corrupt 'Midnighter Club' in order to step and fetch for a noted imperialist.  

Comrade Smersh: Her mother used to work for the CIA.

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: Even his name says as much.

Vagabond Mage: Gracious.  This must be another one of those "small worlds" I always hear about.

Patriot Fury vainly tries to joke a little

Patriot Fury: Don't forget the nazi, papen'ka

[SuperGroup] Comrade Smersh: Temporal anomalies know no philosophies, da?

Li'l Black Raincloud: How could he possibly forget?

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: All the more reason we should be lookink to close them from without, rather than persist in meddlink within them.  But, such is duty.

Comrade Smersh: ...she is.... sort of my daughter?  A daughter of a dimensional analogue of mine, da?

Vagabond Mage: ...see, once you get into that level of removal, it only counts if the emotional bond is there.  Else 'tis just cosmic coincidence.

[SuperGroup] Comrade Smersh: Indeed.

Comrade Smersh: ...I do try to help take care of her, da?

Comrade Smersh: Well, then.

Comrade Smersh: We should be able to begin in a moment, da?

Patriot Fury: I feel like I'm neglecting more necessary duties.

Patriot Fury shrugs

Patriot Fury: But this is important, da?

Vagabond Mage: More important than is obvious, I assure you.

Comrade Smersh: Da.  Though it shall not help to locate our missing agents...)

Patriot Fury frowns

Comrade Smersh lights a cigarette.

Patriot Fury waves a hand in front of her face briefly

Comrade Smersh: Comrade Mariketh, meet the Vagabond, da?

Comrade Smersh: ...or not

Vagabond Mage inclines his head.

Mariketh returns the gesture.

Vagabond Mage: A pleasure.  Any friend of Yevgeny's...

Mariketh grins.

Comrade Smersh: I suppose you could say that, da?

Mariketh: I am nyet so sure "friend" as forced associate.

Vagabond Mage frowns a bit.

Vagabond Mage: I see.

Comrade Smersh: It is what is, comrade.  And I did not do the forcing.

Vagabond Mage: Hullo, Sasha.  Been a long time.

Comrade Smersh: Nor do I know how to free her, per se.

Vagabond Mage: I suspected 'twould be the case.  I did not take you for a binder of demons.

Soviet Shadow: Preevyet, Comrade Mage.

Patriot Fury: Comrade Strike Leader.  Good evening.

Mariketh: Nyet.  Was done long time before Comrade Smersh began fathering daughters.

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Soviet Shadow nods to agent Korsakova

Vagabond Mage: Yevgeny, the more I learn of your past, the more I wish to steal a crystal of ice and flame.

Comrade Smersh: Bah.  I am who I am.  And my past is hardly so long and in depth as yours, da?

Vagabond Mage chuckles.

Vagabond Mage: Long, perhaps.  Depth is a matter of perspective.

Li'l Black Raincloud: And now...

Comrade Smersh puts out his cigarette.

Comrade Smersh: It is time to do this, da?

Li'l Black Raincloud: If we might all adjourn to consulting the oracle.

Vagabond Mage: Ah, the Cybils...

Comrade Smersh: Bah.  Romans.  Lots of them.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Well, yes.

Vagabond Mage: Naturally.

Li'l Black Raincloud: This is ancient Rome.

Patriot Fury: What did you expect?

Comrade Smersh: Nyet, comrade Immunes Surgeon, the line is drawn here.

Comrade Smersh: Bah.  

Patriot Fury: Ouch

Patriot Fury makes mental note not to stand too close to papen'ka

Comrade Smersh: The imperialist deny them proper clothing.

Li'l Black Raincloud: I rather liked it.

Mariketh: What is wrong with clothing?

Evan Caine: Dude, it's like ancient Rome.  That's what they wore.

Comrade Smersh: This does not make it better, da?

Vagabond Mage: Everyone is intact?

Comrade Smersh: More or less.

Patriot Fury: I think they are beautiful robes

Soviet Shadow: Given the presence of female soldiers and the frequent paucity of clothink amongst the males, Sasha can only surmise we have -not- been sent to ancient Rome, but instead to some dismal sword-and-sandal-type movie set.

Vagabond Mage: *chuckles*

Comrade Smersh: Evidence of temporal tampering, da?

Patriot Fury: Perhaps history was misrecorded by christian authorities in the middle ages.

Evan Caine: It's still *like* ancient Rome.

Soviet Shadow: Perhaps.  But Sasha shall await the complaint letter from Actors Equity in the section's mailbox.

Soviet Shadow: 'Like' ancient Rome.

Soviet Shadow: Romanesque, then.

Comrade Smersh: This way.

Evan Caine: Whatever.

Vagabond Mage: Yevgeny, you might fight better on your feet...

Comrade Smersh: *grumbles*

Li'l Black Raincloud: He does well on his back, apparently.

Mariketh: <snort>

Comrade Smersh: *growls*

Soviet Shadow: ...

Patriot Fury almost laughs again

Evan Caine: That might explain all the kids.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Precisely.

Comrade Smersh: Bah, we have more underdressed women to save.

Vagabond Mage: ...and people call *me* "old-fashioned"...

Vagabond Mage: I think we just rescued Victoria.

Comrade Smersh: Careful, comrade Strike Leader.

Soviet Shadow: I am well enough.

Soviet Shadow: But already, these soldiers' groanink is tirink to listen to.

Comrade Smersh: Battle cries, da?

Vagabond Mage: Or prostate exams.

Mariketh: <mutters something off-color about men groaning.>

Soviet Shadow: Or stomach problems.

Patriot Fury: Perhaps they do not enjoy being kicked in the face?

Patriot Fury: Or burned, sliced, set on fire.

Vagabond Mage: Ludicrous.  Why else join the army?

Comrade Smersh: Hmm.  Large, hairy, smelly... it must be a minotaur, da?

Patriot Fury: Quite.

Patriot Fury: Perhaps we should take care of his friends first?

Comrade Smersh: We clear out its support first, then engage it.

Soviet Shadow: Back Alley Brawler has an alibi, I suppose?

Vagabond Mage: He was eager.

You have defeated Centurion

[NPC] Sister Solaris: Thank you, Patriot Fury.

[NPC] Sister Solaris: I have been expecting you.

[NPC] Sister Solaris: Please, let us go to the altar. There, I shall speak with Phoebas directly.

[NPC] Sister Solaris: Perhaps we can divine your fate and the fate of Cimerora.

Evan Caine: More!

Comrade Smersh: You really think that you can defeat me, comrade Dark Dwarf?  Bah!

Vagabond Mage: Nictus!

[NPC] Sister Solaris: Phoebas, guardian of the sun, it is I, your most loyal priestess, Sister Solaris. Speak to me. Guide us.

[NPC] Sister Solaris: Phoebas shines upon you.

[NPC] Sister Solaris: I hope you have the answers you seek, Patriot Fury.

Patriot Fury: I am temporarily incompacitated, but I believe the mission has been successful.

Vagabond Mage: More!

Comrade Smersh: They are not unlike Ninja in this, da?

Vagabond Mage: Ow.

Soviet Shadow: It appears all others have left or have fallen .... shall I retreat, Comrade Field Commander?

Comrade Smersh: Da.

Soviet Shadow: Just so.

Comrade Smersh: So... Nictus.  We must remove the infestation, da?

Vagabond Mage: Aye.  To the best of our ability.

Mariketh: So it is seeming.

Vagabond Mage: Only... mind the crystals.

Comrade Smersh: Always something.

Vagabond Mage: No more naps, Yevgeny.

Comrade Smersh: Da... we should leave them for last.

Patriot Fury snerks

Barnabus Marsh has defeated Cyclops

Comrade Smersh: Ha!

Vagabond Mage: Gurk.

Comrade Smersh: Perhaps, comrade Minotaur, you should call for backup, da?

[NPC] Minotaur: Stop Imperious' dogs!

Vagabond Mage: *is rezzed* Thankee 

Comrade Smersh: Bah.  You are immortal, da?

Vagabond Mage: Aye, but a broken leg is difficult to work magic with.

Comrade Smersh: How many of these crystals did he say there were?  Bah!

Li'l Black Raincloud: Three more.

Vagabond Mage: Two... many.

Comrade Smersh: Careful, comrade Barnabus.

Vagabond Mage: You need to stay away from the Ascendant-O's, Yevgeny.

Li'l Black Raincloud: The sideburns are making him wild.

Barnabus Marsh: Great gains require great sacrifice. <smiles>

Patriot Fury: Anxious to get back to other work?

Li'l Black Raincloud: Actually, Alisa...

Patriot Fury: Da?
Li'l Black Raincloud: With the work of the Patriots' scientists, and our own research...

Li'l Black Raincloud: We have a list of 50 thousand probable dimensions narrowed down.

Comrade Smersh: Only 50 thousand?

Patriot Fury blinks

Patriot Fury: Truly?

Li'l Black Raincloud: Better than several billion.

Vagabond Mage: Good that there is a finite number.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Yes.

Li'l Black Raincloud: The dimensions in that theoretical space are severely disrupted.

Li'l Black Raincloud: And not multiplying.

Vagabond Mage: As severely as, say... the Shadow Shard?

Patriot Fury: More so, as I understand.

Vagabond Mage: Yikes.

Li'l Black Raincloud: So there is some hope.

Patriot Fury: And in a less desirable direction.

Patriot Fury: There is always hope, Emily.

Comrade Smersh: LEt us say, comrade Vagabond... there are not as many dimensions as there should be, it seems.

Li'l Black Raincloud: As nauseating as it is.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Well.

Comrade Smersh: So. we have severely injured the source of this 'Romulus' and his powers, da?

Li'l Black Raincloud: That seems to be all of those.

Barnabus Marsh: It appears they have run out of taurean as well.

Vagabond Mage: One source, aye.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Mass exodus, if you please.

Comrade Smersh: So, now we take on Romulus.

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Vagabond Mage: His Imperial Usurperness.

Vagabond Mage: Daedalus.  Nice to see a familiar... um... face.

Vagabond Mage eyes the helmet.

Evan Caine: Creepy Roman dude.

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Vagabond Mage: Greek, actually.

Comrade Smersh: I think he likes you, comrade Evan.

Evan Caine: Whatever.

Comrade Smersh: Well, then.... dress me in armor and call me Horatius, da?

Patriot Fury: Nyet, papen'ka

Li'l Black Raincloud: As you like, Horatius.

Soviet Shadow: I should point out you are already dressed in armors, Comrade Field Commander.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Then calling him Horatius won't be much work.

Comrade Smersh: Fowl beasts?

Soviet Shadow: It appears a counterattack is underway.

Comrade Smersh: So far. so good.

Comrade Smersh: Nyet, comrade Minotaur... I do not think you will stop me.

Patriot Fury: Heh.

Soviet Shadow: More behind

Patriot Fury: They never do, papen'ka

Comrade Smersh: BAh!  So many temporal anomalies!

Patriot Fury: We can solve the problem.

Patriot Fury: At least... temporarily

Vagabond Mage: If I were a lifeboat, I would be dangerously close to sinking.

Li'l Black Raincloud: A good thing you are a magician, then.

Comrade Smersh: Pardon?

Vagabond Mage: Aye.

Vagabond Mage: Just don't tear me along the dotted line.

Evan Caine: Ooh, is this like one of those, "if you were a crayon, what color would you be" games?

Soviet Shadow: Red.

Comrade Smersh: Soviet Red, da?

Li'l Black Raincloud: I would be...black.

Vagabond Mage: Shock.

Evan Caine: Well, duh.

Patriot Fury: Black for me as well

Vagabond Mage: I feel like... electric blue.

Barnabus Marsh: Purple.

Comrade Smersh: Purple, comrade?

Soviet Shadow: Though if I were to pick my favorite color, it would be white.

Evan Caine: I think they're all good answers.  Except white.  Who ever used the white crayon?

Soviet Shadow: ...

Li'l Black Raincloud: I did.

Li'l Black Raincloud: On black paper.

Evan Caine: Uh, anyway...

Barnabus Marsh: It was good for messages "in secret" in plain sight.

Vagabond Mage: I prefered lemon juice and blacklight.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Harder to do when writing notes in class.

Comrade Smersh: Bah!

Patriot Fury: Facists. Bah, indeed.

Comrade Smersh: What are *they*doing here?

Mariketh looks confused.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Building a robot, apparently.

Vagabond Mage: Mucking up the time stream.  Again.

Comrade Smersh: That was... unimpressive, comrade Vampyr Adjutant.  Care to take another shot?

Evan Caine: ...oh. You said "mucking." Nevermind.

Vagabond Mage: Same thing.

Evan Caine: Sometimes.

Vagabond Mage: In this case.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Down here, if you please.

Comrade Smersh: Nazis... building giant robots... in Ancient Rome.

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Patriot Fury cocks her head

Patriot Fury and shrugs

Li'l Black Raincloud: The guns, then the phalax.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Concentrate on the computer.

Li'l Black Raincloud: I suggest clustering around it.

Li'l Black Raincloud: For convenience of healing.

Patriot Fury: Do not concern yourselves with the robots, take out their control.

Comrade Smersh: Well, that worked, da?

Patriot Fury: Barnabus?

Barnabus Marsh: Hm?

Li'l Black Raincloud: Commander.

Comrade Smersh: Now... to this last general and Romulus.

Patriot Fury: You are alright?

Li'l Black Raincloud: Can you go up there and bring them down here? Or go up and bring us all to them?

Barnabus Marsh: Quite, thank you.

Patriot Fury nods

Vagabond Mage: I want a suit of armor made from the stuff they built that terminal out of.

Patriot Fury: Very well

Comrade Smersh: I shall bring us all up, da?

Patriot Fury smiles at his tinkering

Comrade Smersh: Prepare for teamport.

Comrade Smersh: Requiem?

Li'l Black Raincloud: Hopefully not our requiem.

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Vagabond Mage: Speaking of mucking up the timestream...

Patriot Fury: He looks the same.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Well then. Shall we?

Comrade Smersh: Well... This bodes ill, I think, da?

Li'l Black Raincloud: It can hardly bode well.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: *Yawns quietly*

[SuperGroup] Comrade Smersh: Good evening, Dani.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Oh! Uncle!

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: I'm um....really sorry that I've been in a mood at you a lot. I don't mean to be all upset and all...

[SuperGroup] Comrade Smersh: But?

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: There is no but. You're the nicest uncle I've ever had!

Vagabond Mage: Your family seems to have expanded a good deal.

Comrade Smersh: The past few months, my past has caught up to me, da?

[SuperGroup] Patriot Fury: Privyet, Dani.

Vagabond Mage: It has a tendency to do that.

[SuperGroup] Comrade Smersh: Well, I do my best, da?

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Oh! Hi!.....There are other people on....um....er....

Patriot Fury: Jack has a theory.. but he's not shared it yet.

Vagabond Mage: And the longer the past...

Vagabond Mage just leaves the sentence unfinished.

Comrade Smersh: Da, I know, I am old.  Bah.

Patriot Fury: Pardon.  I did not mean to interupt.

Comrade Smersh: Bah, it is nothing.

Vagabond Mage: But a pup beside me, Yevgeny.  Take comfort that the road before you is long yet.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: *Audible blushing!*

Vagabond Mage: No worries, Alisa.  Just old men talking.

Patriot Fury: Nyet.  Not so old.

Patriot Fury: At least, not papen'ka.

Vagabond Mage: Yevgeny feels older than he is.  And I am older than I seem.

Comrade Smersh: Sorry, I had to back up my strike leader, da?

Patriot Fury: I do not know your's.

Patriot Fury: Quite.

Vagabond Mage chuckles.

Vagabond Mage: I don't know mine, either.  'Though I have a guess.

Patriot Fury raises an eyebrow

Vagabond Mage: You may have noticed that time often flows at different speeds on different worlds, relatively speaking, aye?

Comrade Smersh: Da, we had noticed.

Patriot Fury: I've not seen this, though I have heard of it.

Vagabond Mage: I am a planeswalker.  I have visited hundreds, if not thousands of different worlds.  And there is no objective way to estimate my age.

Patriot Fury: Ah.

Comrade Smersh: Subjectively, though...

Patriot Fury almost understands

Soviet Shadow: The walls are clear, for the moment.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Once more into the breach, dear friends.

Vagabond Mage: 'Tis made harder by the fact that I have not aged since somewhere in my mid-twenties.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Why look, Alisa. Your very best friend.

Patriot Fury groans

Comrade Smersh: Incoming.

Mariketh: Is lovely hat.

Patriot Fury: This time, papen'ka? May I?

Comrade Smersh: Nyet.

Comrade Smersh: Fear the wrath of the Soviets, comrade Centurion!

Patriot Fury: Svolatch.

Comrade Smersh: Perhaps, comrade Praefectus Castrorum, you should call for backup, da?

Vagabond Mage: More come.

Li'l Black Raincloud: And then he called for backup.

Vagabond Mage: One can nearly taste the irony.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Move forward.

Comrade Smersh: Apparently ineffectually, da?

Patriot Fury: More facists.

Patriot Fury: Bah

[NPC] Romulus Augustus: Master,

[NPC] Romulus Augustus: I have failed you.

[NPC] Romulus Augustus: The champions wield the power of the gods.

[NPC] Unseen Speaker: Perhaps they do, Romulus.

[NPC] Unseen Speaker: But I will make you stronger than even the gods themselves.
[NPC] Romulus Augustus: How is that--?

[NPC] Unseen Speaker: --I will show you!

[NPC] Romulus Augustus: By the dark gods...

[NPC] Romulus Augustus: I am... NICTUS!

[NPC] Romulus Augustus: The champions shall  be a feast laid before me!
Comrade Smersh: Was that...?

Comrade Smersh: Nyet, never mind.

Vagabond Mage: I could not see.

Vagabond Mage: Not clearly, anyway.

Li'l Black Raincloud: There are...purple shadows up there.

Vagabond Mage: Be wary...

Comrade Smersh: Go!

Vagabond Mage: There goes Imperious.

Comrade Smersh: All on Romulus!

Li'l Black Raincloud: The praefect is confused.

Vagabond Mage: I'll say.

Patriot Fury: Ti vanayiesh kak govno!

Vagabond Mage: I'm a bit confused myself.

Patriot Fury: Eedee k'chortu, svolatch!

Patriot Fury: Sdokhni skotina

Patriot Fury: Sdokhni already, svolatach@

Li'l Black Raincloud: Well, shall we?

Comrade Smersh: I think we managed to stop this... this time,d a?

Vagabond Mage: Da.

Li'l Black Raincloud: It seems so.

Comrade Smersh: Bah.  I tripped.

Patriot Fury: Of course you did.

Li'l Black Raincloud: I'm going to thank Imperious for his "help".

Comrade Smersh: Watch for loose cobblestones, da?

Patriot Fury: ... be careful

Vagabond Mage: I have.  Twice.  And will again.

Comrade Smersh: I hate time travel, da?

Li'l Black Raincloud: Unless you don't.

Vagabond Mage: Aye.  It gives me a splitting headache.

Li'l Black Raincloud: Except that you might again.

Vagabond Mage: If I don't do it this next time, then the fourth time will catch up.  And that will just make the fifth time that much worse.

Li'l Black Raincloud: But the sixth time would be very easy.

Comrade Smersh: Well, then.  I think it is time for this old man to go to bed, da?  Before I end up destroying and recreating the PsychoChronoMetron, da?

Li'l Black Raincloud: And the seventh might bring untold joy.

Vagabond Mage: With any luck, the sixth time will be the last.  'Though luck says 'twill be seven.

Patriot Fury: Bah.

Vagabond Mage: Good to see you again, Yevgeny.  You take care of yourself.  And your family.

Mariketh: I must be departing as well.

Li'l Black Raincloud: I believe, however, that my best beloved is likely waiting for me. Or stopping another superadine riot, either.

Evan Caine: Yeah. It was real.  See ya all.

Comrade Smersh: I do my best, comrade Vaganond.

Mariketh: It was interesting to meet you both.

Vagabond Mage: You as well, Mariketh.  Truly.

