Mrwrk: Zombities!

Mrwrk: Is all rumbly! in back of head!

Mrwrk: Zombities!

Comrade Smersh: Comrade Joe.

Comrade Iron Joe: Comrades.

Mrwrk: Am thinking anti-zombity helmets is good idea. So is no brain-eating!

Mrwrk: Hellos!

Comrade Smersh: My brain shall not be eaten, I assure you, da?

Comrade Smersh rubs at his temples.

Mrwrk: But is not even having hair! Is like open season on brains!

Mrwrk: Is saying "Come eat brains! Is all prepared!"

Comrade Smersh lights up a cigarette.

[Coalition] Balsero: Camarada, here in the base is the meeting?

[Coalition] Comrade Smersh: Da.

[Coalition] Comrade Iron Joe: At the meeting room comrade.

Mrwrk: Am saying should protect! All family!

Comrade Smersh: I think we should begin, da?

Comrade Smersh rubs his head.

Soviet Shadow frowns, noting two weeks in a row of low-ish attendance, but nods.

Comrade Smersh: Our first order of business is, of course, commendations.  There are only a few this week.

Comrade Smersh: Steel Veteran's Award for six months service to Agent Katyushanova.

Comrade Smersh: The Patrol Ribbon for Agent Crimson Freedom.

Comrade Smersh: The Bronze Veteran's Medal for Agent El Commandante.

Comrade Smersh: And the Silver Veteran's Award for Agent Scarlet Blur.

Comrade Smersh: That is that.

Comrade Smersh taps some ash from his cigarette.

Mrwrk squirms a little, but stays silent.

Comrade Smersh: Next order of business... Our missing agents.

Comrade Smersh: I am afraid that, in absence of any contact from them, I have moved their status from missing in action to missing and presumed dead.

Patriot Fury: Nyet.

Mrwrk mrwrks sadly.

Mrwrk: Maybes could look in House? Is maybes not likely, but is possible?

Comrade Smersh: Alisa... you pin your hopes on a tenuous chain of possibilities.  The dimension they were exploring is gone... the chances of survival are slim.

Soviet Shadow nods and notes on her PDA

Patriot Fury: One does not just give up.

Patriot Fury: Not when hope remains.

Balsero: Hope is that which the eyes of reality cannot. 

Comrade Smersh: Alisa... that is the point.  There is so little hope to be had.

Patriot Fury: Bah!

Patriot Fury: You simply... give up.

Patriot Fury stalks out of the meeting

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Soviet Shadow: Shall I remove their names from the duty roster, Comrade Field Commander?

Mrwrk: Am looking in House for Jaiden's dimuture! Could look for family too!

Balsero: Not give up. But accept the posibility

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Mrwrk: In Inspace-Outspace!

Comrade Smersh: Leave their names for the moment.

*~*~*~*

[SuperGroup] Assault Kitten Nya: Is late! Sorries!

Comrade Smersh: I might have an item or two from their personal effects.  I shall give them to you.

Mrwrk: Thanking!

Comrade Smersh is clearly dismissive.

Soviet Shadow: I have three issues.

Assault Kitten Nya climbs on Smersh’s lap

Comrade Smersh and sighs at the kitten that adopted him.

Soviet Shadow: First is the weekly rankink report ...

Comrade Smersh the OTHER kitten.

Mrwrk will be sifting through dimensions for the missing.

Soviet Shadow: Against my prediction, we have maintained our #53 rankink.

Soviet Shadow: Moreover, we have gained on Evolution-X, and opened up a bit of a wider lead over the Defenders of Paragon.

Soviet Shadow: I believe the practices and Task Forces are assistink in this.

Comrade Smersh: This is something, da?

Soviet Shadow: But it brings me to my second point, which is participation of late ...

Soviet Shadow: As you know, the section goes through up and down times.

Soviet Shadow: In order to minimize what Sasha fears is the beginninks of a downturn in participation, I am solicitink any ideas for fresh ideas on activities, and ways to recruit new agents.

Comrade Iron Joe nods

Soviet Shadow: I have posted to the site requestink this of any who happen to visit there.

Soviet Shadow: I have my own ideas, which I can either share with the Field Commander in private, or here, as is required.

Comrade Smersh: Run them by me privately, and we can discuss them at the next meeting, da?

Soviet Shadow: Just so.

Soviet Shadow: This brinks me to the final issue ...

Assault Kitten Nya lands, scrabbling, on Smersh's shoulder

Mrwrk: Is almost Kitten Day! Should all do tricky-treaty! Maybes is time for fun thingy instead of working and fighty!

Comrade Smersh winces.  Claws.  Ow.

Soviet Shadow: In no more than one month from the time in which, should we wish to hold it, there should be the Third Annual Communist Party, da?

Comrade Smersh: Da, very true.

Soviet Shadow: Last year, Sasha took the lead in organizink in many respects... while I would prefer to leave the task to another this year, given the momentary downturn in available agents, I will certainly serve in that capacity again, if asked.

Soviet Shadow: In any event, that is my report.  1. Rankink is #53  2. We should address increasink participation   3. We need to begin plannink of the party, if we wish to have one

Soviet Shadow: That is all!

Comrade Smersh: We shall have the party, I assure you.

Soviet Shadow nods.  'Just so, then.'

Comrade Smersh: Is there anything else?

Comrade Smersh: There being nothing more, we should get to work, da?

Assault Kitten Nya curls up in Smersh's lap

Comrade Iron Joe: Da.

Comrade Smersh stands up and displaces the kitten.

Assault Kitten Nya grabs futilely at a leg

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

Comrade Smersh: To Peregrine!

Assault Kitten Nya plays with the cape

Comrade Iron Joe contemplates getting a dog. 

Comrade Smersh: Is my kitten bothering you, comrade?

Assault Kitten Nya bats at the bright cape

Comrade Smersh ignores it.  Mostly.

Soviet Shadow: Hmmm .... with so many tank-type heroes about, it seems either Comrade Ariel or Svetlana would be of more use than myself.  

Soviet Shadow: But we shall see.

Comrade Iron Joe: Keeps messing with my cape comrade.

Assault Kitten Nya sees a fly and chases it

Comrade Smersh: True... but without any mentor available, I should think.

Soviet Shadow: Just so.

Comrade Smersh: *has been adopted by a kitten... and isn't sure if he likes this.*

Assault Kitten Nya curls up on a boot

Comrade Smersh reaches down to scratch the kitten.

Soviet Shadow sighs, and stays away from the same

Comrade Smersh: Well... let us go, da?

Assault Kitten Nya: GRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR! 

Comrade Smersh: The kitten did mention zombies, da?

Soviet Shadow: *has had to do this icky map 3 times already in the last few days!*

Comrade Smersh: There.  Some breathing room, da?

Comrade Smersh: Time to head down, comrades.

Assault Kitten Nya: Nappytime!

Soviet Shadow: It appears there was some manner of power surge at Sasha's home, da?  I needed to depart briefly to check on it!

Greyling: Transport available.

Wila: I will accept your offer, Greyling.

Greyling: *grumbles*

Greyling has Teleported you.

Wila: Spasiba

Saint Peregrine: Hello Comrades.

Comrade Smersh: Comrade Peregrine.

Greyling: Transport incoming, Comrade.

Greyling: Ready?

Balsero: Si

Saint Peregrine: Da.

Soviet Shadow: I shall scout the entrance invisibly.

Soviet Shadow: There are only a few near.

Comrade Smersh: All this... ozone in the atmosphere, da?

Soviet Shadow: It is good for the skin.

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Comrade Smersh: This is all of them, da?

Saint Peregrine: I believe so.

Comrade Smersh: Neuron, behind it all.  I think that should have been... terminally obvious, da?

Soviet Shadow: Da.

Greyling: Terminal for who?

Comrade Smersh: Apparently, for many of the 'good' Carnies that dare resist Praetorian rule.

Greyling: They only protect their right to 'have parties' most likely.

Balsero: I need a map in this place.

Comrade Smersh: You shall learn your way about soon enough, comrade!

Comrade Smersh: Hmm.

Comrade Smersh: That is done, then, da?

Greyling: Are we clear?

Greyling: Right.

Comrade Smersh: And, to top off our night... Marauder, da?

Soviet Shadow: A fittink end, I think.

Comrade Smersh: Well done, all.

Soviet Shadow: Da, another successful practice!

Soviet Shadow: Da svidarnia, Comrades

Wila: Dorby nochee, friends.

