Siberian Spring fishes

Smersh: Preevyet?

Helshezag: Well, hello, hello.

Siberian Spring jumps and turns around

Siberian Spring : Radnoj?

Siberian Spring: Nyet

Siberian Spring: Zdrastvooyte!

Siberian Spring: Hello?

Helshezag: That one I can understand.

Siberian Spring: Where did you come from?

Smersh blinks.

Angel-Night stays hidden in the shadows

Smersh: Earth.

Helshezag: Another dimension.  So to me, you really are out of, well, that world.

Choke Point clicks off his jump-boots.

Helshezag smirks.

Smersh: What are you doing with a 1983 model KGB dimensional locator?

Siberian Spring: You can get back to earth?

Siberian Spring: It is part of my equipment

Helshezag: I sure hope so.

Siberian Spring: Not much is left

Siberian Spring shaky breath

Siberian Spring: Can you take me with you?

Smersh: ...Tatyana?

Siberian Spring steps closer to the older gentleman

Siberian Spring: Vozliublennyi moy?

Angel-Night: that might not be wise...who is this?

Helshezag: Well, I'd have to run it through customs if I cared...

Choke Point: She will only slow us down.

Siberian Spring: Yevgeny Korsakov?

Smersh: ...da.

Siberian Spring: You are...

Angel-Night raises a hidden eyebrow

Siberian Spring: ...aged?

Angel-Night: she does not appear psychic...

Helshezag: Oh, so he did used to be alive?  I had my doubts.

Smersh: ....Tatyana, I have not seen you for nearly three decades.

Siberian Spring: Impossible.

Fortune of War looks thoughtful 

Fortune of War shrugs

Siberian Spring: I was brought here in 1983.  It has not yet been 2 years.

Angel-Night: she does speak the truth, as she knows it

Helshezag: Sorry, babe, it's 2008.

Smersh: It is not... 1983, comrade.

Lady Midday: Thank you, deus ex machina.

Siberian Spring glances at the winged one

Peri Stroika: I wasn't even born yet in 1983.

Siberian Spring: There was a temporal as well as dimensional shift?

Siberian Spring: But the calculations!

Siberian Spring: It does not matter.

Siberian Spring: I just want to go home.

Smersh winces and rubs his head.

Choke Point: What's this contraption?

Helshezag: Don't you hate it when you forget to carry the two?

Fortune of War: Oh, that will be another situation, hm? 

Smersh: I do not suppose there is any source of psychic energy you know of about here, Tatyana?

Siberian Spring: Not that I know of.  Only the toxic creatures.

Smersh nods.

Smersh: Let us take her back, then.

Siberian Spring: One moment.

Smersh: I can explain more on the other side...

Siberian Spring runs to get her journal

Siberian Spring: Okay

Team begins attacking Spawn

Siberian Spring: Be Careful!

Smersh: Bah.

Smersh: We can handle these.

Helshezag: Yeah, Athos even likes the taste.  Sick, but I'll buy it.

Siberian Spring watches with a little awe

You activated the Ice Shield power.

You activated the Glacial Shield power.

Siberian Spring: This is only protection

Smersh: ...

Smersh: It does seem to work.

Smersh: What is that?

Siberian Spring: I believe it is ice.

Helshezag: Little friend I made on another jaunt.

Choke Point: Freezing my nips off.

Siberian Spring: It protected Katya for a long time

Fighting continues

Siberian Spring: Why do you hunt these things?

Smersh: I am hoping something intelligent shall show itself.

Angel-Night: Awaken, Mortuus Nox!

Fighting completed

Smersh: Let us return.

Siberian Spring stares at the portal

Angel-Night looks green

Smersh: Comrades... I would like you to meet Tatyana.

Siberian Spring: It is much different

Smersh: I have not seen Tatyana since 1976.

Siberian Spring: Nyet

Siberian Spring: A long time

Smersh: Bah.

Siberian Spring: I heard you say we are in 2008, but where are we?

Smersh: In any event... in an odd turn of events, I was once engaged to her.

Smersh: Circa, again... 1976.

Lady Midday: I hope you had broken up with her before your wedding.

Siberian Spring: This does not look like the facilities in Udachny

Smersh: Nyet.  Portal Corporation, Paragon City.

Helshezag: If this involves your family tree, I'm waiting for the Cliff's Notes.

Choke Point: This is a state of the art dimensional travel facility.

Fortune of War: United States

Siberian Spring: Married?

Lady Midday: He is the cousin to the sister of the son's niece’s brother...

Smersh: American technology. Bah.

Angel-Night coughs up something indescribable and stands up

Smersh: Da, I am married.  And have several wonderful little girls.

Siberian Spring mumbles “should have expected”
Choke Point: And I am not married.

Siberian Spring deep sigh

Helshezag: So on that

Siberian Spring: Congratulations

Fortune of War: Not that little...except the one

Smersh thinks some of those little girls would object to being called that.

Smersh: Also... the Soviet Union has fallen.

Siberian Spring blinks

Siberian Spring: ...

Siberian Spring: Truly?

Peri Stroika: I know it's a shock, believe me; I felt the same way when they told me.

Fortune of War: I'm not certain that's the best way to describe that

Siberian Spring: Then not only am I home, but I am free.

Fortune of War: But, I'm not certain what would be

Choke Point: Though they say things happen for a reason...

Helshezag: I'd like to help with the history lesson, but I've still got a few bombs ticking.  I promise to give you a personal introduction to the new world, later, though.

Siberian Spring: But without resources.  

Smersh: Free?

Helshezag grins and bounds away.

Smersh: Go on, comrade.  Get gone, Wright.

Siberian Spring: Do you know where I could find out if my parents are still alive?

Fortune of War: see ya

Choke Point: Later Hels!

Siberian Spring: Yes. Free.

Siberian Spring: The research facility...

Siberian Spring: ... I suppose I can talk about it now.  The research has clearly been discovered.

Smersh lights up a cigarette.

Fortune of War stays quiet

Smersh absently offers one to Tatyana.

Siberian Spring: Udachny was home to a facility.  This facility's purpose was to harness interdimensional travel technology

Siberian Spring: We were not allowed to leave

Siberian Spring: Oh!

Siberian Spring: Spasiba!

Choke Point: Those are -really- bad for you...

Siberian Spring takes the cigarette.

Siberian Spring: You have a light?

Smersh offers a lighter.

Lady Midday holds out a flaming finger.

Siberian Spring takes a big long drag

Siberian Spring: Oh.  One can get a little dizzy if you've not had one for a while

Siberian Spring takes a good look at everyone

Angel-Night shakes his head

Angel-Night: much better

Smersh smokes.

Siberian Spring: Thank you all so very much.  I do need access to a communications facility though.  There are people I must try to contact.

Smersh sighs.

Siberian Spring smokes

Smersh: And I suppose you shall need a place to stay as well, da?

Siberian Spring: That will depend on the success of my communication

Siberian Spring: I assume the banks fell with the Soviet Union.

Smersh: Of course.

Siberian Spring: If not, I should have a lovely amount of... of course

Choke Point: Yeah. Broke.

Fortune of War: At the least, there is somewhere with chairs and a kitchen. and a phone. 

Siberian Spring looks curiously 

Fortune of War doesn't mention cell phones yet. Besides, this spot is noisy and the reception lousy. 

Siberian Spring: I'm sorry; I do not know your names

Smersh: KGB Special Section 8.

Choke Point: And all the borsch you could want.

Smersh: My group.

Siberian Spring sighs

Siberian Spring: Borscht

Smersh: Those you see here are all members.

Fortune of War: I'm called Fortune of War...or Vae. 

Peri Stroika: I am Lt. Peri Stroika, formerly of the Soviet Super Program codenamed: The Hammer.  A Pleasure to meet you Comrade.

Siberian Spring nods at Peri

Siberian Spring: Greetings, Vae

Lady Midday stays quiet, uncertain of how many times the Patriots tried to blow the lab in question up.

Fortune of War still has a little trouble using anything but the secret ID, usually. 

Angel-Night: Adoniel, Angel of the 12th hour of the night, Angel-Night on this world

Siberian Spring: Which name do you prefer sir?

Choke Point: Aleksandr Petrov, registered hero name "Choke Point". Welcome.

Siberian Spring: A fine name Aleksandr

Smersh: And, of course, myself.  Major Yevgeny Ivanovich Korsakov.  Or, as they call me here... Comrade Smersh.

Choke Point: Thank you.

Smersh smirks a bit.

Siberian Spring: You... I know.  Even if you have aged handsomely

Angel-Night: and now pray tell, although I have heard the story, and know you speak the truth, who are you?

Smersh turns faintly red.

Siberian Spring: I am Tatyana Stepanova

Siberian Spring: Formerly a scientist on the Udachny Project

Angel-Night: former fiancée of the field commander, yes.  

Siberian Spring blushes

Siberian Spring: Yes

Angel-Night: explain, what is the Udachny Project?

Siberian Spring: I am sorry, Yevgeny.

Smersh puts out his cigarette and lights another.

Smersh: Sorry?

Siberian Spring: I suppose you've forgotten.

Siberian Spring: No matter.

Siberian Spring: The Udachny Project, as I mentioned, was to investigate the possibility of and create the facilities for interdimensional travel.

Smersh: I am there in Afghanistan, and all I get is a letter?  Bah.

Lady Midday still says nothing. Even if she hadn't been born yet, she's positive the Patriots tried to blow that place to bits.

Siberian Spring: The letter was necessary

Siberian Spring face blanks

Angel-Night: technological interdimensional travel tends to make me ill

Siberian Spring: I can certainly understand that, Angel

Smersh smokes, awaiting the tale.

Choke Point: Excuse me. It was nice meeting you. I'm sure I'll see you around in the future, you're welcome to use my bunk any time. But since I don't have one yet and they make me sleep on the floor outside the salvage racks, it's not a very helpful offer. I must 

Smersh: Be well, comrade....

Siberian Spring: Err... Thank you.

Siberian Spring: Farewell, Aleksandr
Angel-Night: something does not seem right...I cannot place it, but something...

Peri Stroika: I need to go for a while Comrades.

Smersh: Good night, comrade.

Siberian Spring: In what way does something not seem right?

Angel-Night: you are who you say you are, as you remember it and believe it

Angel-Night: I do not know

Siberian Spring: Perhaps the temporal shift?  I am not who I should be in 2008

Smersh: Tatyana... the Siberian Incident is still classified, da?

Siberian Spring: Siberian Incident?

Smersh: At Udachny, in 1983.  June 3.

Siberian Spring is rapidly processing information in her head

Siberian Spring: The accident!

Smersh: ...da.

Siberian Spring: I assume the government would have classified it.  But you said they are gone

Fortune of War: New name...many of the same faces I think it was? 

Siberian Spring glances curiously again at the lady with the flaming eyes

Lady Midday blinks, and the flames flicker.

Siberian Spring: Well they shall not keep me as they keep secrets

Smersh: I am... still preparing the files for release.

Siberian Spring: I shall remain quiet

Lady Midday: Russian to the core.

Smersh: Bah.

Siberian Spring: I do not have anyone to share the information with, in any case.

Fortune of War wonders who she wanted to contact then. 

Smersh sighs.

Angel-Night: comrade field commander.  If she is to remain with us, as I am certain that you would have it no other way, I would recommend a guard

Siberian Spring glares

Smersh: A guard?  Whatever for?

Siberian Spring: I will not stay anywhere under guard again

Angel-Night: you yourself were contacted...and told that...name.

Smersh: Da...

Angel-Night: it could be of his doing

Smersh: ...

Smersh: It would not be his way to warn us.

Angel-Night: how did you acquire the coordinates?

Lady Midday: Are you certain it was him?

Angel-Night: from the incident that nearly ended your life

Siberian Spring looks confused

Fortune of War thinks. "She may have simply been used as a coordinate...through her connection with you?"

Angel-Night: I think it would be prudent

Smersh: Bah.

Angel-Night: no offense intended

Lady Midday: Because if you are not certain it was, it may have been a benevolent force offering warning.

Siberian Spring: I tell you Angel, I will sleep on strange streets before being locked up again

Lady Midday: You may stay with Dragoslav and myself.

Angel-Night: I do not recommend any such thing

Lady Midday: It is not locked up. It is an apartment.

Smersh: If it is his doing, he would wish what you think.  And, as such, I shall thwart him by not doing so.  I give her my trust.

Siberian Spring nods appreciation

Siberian Spring sighs

Smersh tries to track plots within plots.

Angel-Night: I shall leave it up to you comrade field commander to inform her on events leading up to her retrieval

Lady Midday: We have a pull-out couch with a bed. You will be comfortable.

Fortune of War doesn't know enough to watch the pieces in the game yet

Siberian Spring is trying to track bits and pieces of an incomplete puzzle

Lady Midday doesn't mention that Dragoslav's the resident Patriot black ops and information gatherer.

Smersh: Tatyana... I am certain that you could use a hot shower and a hot meal, as well as information, da?

Siberian Spring: I would appreciate them, da

Lady Midday: I believe we can find clothing your size.

Smersh: Why do we not call the operations for the time being, then, and get Tatyana settled into our... brave new world, da?

Fortune of War shakes her head at his term 

Siberian Spring offers a wry smile

Angel-Night: hmm

Siberian Spring: Where do we... I go?

Fortune of War: Shall I stop off for ice cream then, on the way? 

Lady Midday: Come with me.

Lady Midday smiles in friendly fashion.

Smersh: We shall meet up in the base, da?

Siberian Spring considers Yevgeny's apparent trust in his team

Lady Midday: Hot shower, and Dragoslav will make genuine borsht, da?

Siberian Spring: Very well, milady.  But may I have your name first?

Lady Midday: I am called Lady Midday.

Lady Midday: Or Irina, if you prefer.

Siberian Spring: As in the legend of Mid Day?

Lady Midday inclines her head.

Lady Midday: Da.

Siberian Spring smiles

Siberian Spring: Very well.  I shall follow you

Fortune of War hops off to the store

Siberian Spring: Hmmm...

Siberian Spring: *thinks of how to get up there*

Siberian Spring propels ice downward to get to the top of the building
[Intermission of visiting Midday’s apartment; showering, changing clothes and a quick snack]

Lady Midday and Siberian Spring enter the base

Siberian Spring: Very... soviet

Lady Midday: It is, da.

Siberian Spring: This is a lovely place

Fortune of War: popcorn or ice cream? 

Smersh: Ice cream, I should think.

Fortune of War grabs a tray, and puts the ice cream scoop, the vanilla ice cream, whipped cream, and warmed fudge on the tray...with bowls and spoons as an afterthought. 

Siberian Spring tries not to drool

Fortune of War sets the tray down. 

Smersh: Please, go ahead, Tatyana.

Siberian Spring gets up and takes a bowl and carefully does not gorge

[Tell] Angel-Night: ((so, if I check the heavenly Register, what will I find out about you the person?))

Smersh: So...

[Tell] -->Angel-Night: ((Well... part of the story is on the boards.  She's a mathematical genius from a small town in Russia.  "Recruited" by the Soviet government at the tender age of 19))

[Tell] Angel-Night: ((but still alive?  That’s the main question))

Fortune of War serves herself ice cream, drizzles warm fudge over it, and then slathers on the whipped cream. 

Smersh lights up another cigarette, leaves the pack on the table.

[Tell] -->Angel-Night: ((As far as she knows she should be.  She was alive at the time of transport))

Fortune of War then sits on the floor to eat it, very happy. 

Siberian Spring glances at the pack and at Yevgeny

Siberian Spring: May I?

Smersh: Please do, da?

Siberian Spring lights a cigarette and inhales properly this time

Smersh: So... I suppose that I should catch you up a bit on the past... 32 years or so, da?

Siberian Spring: Yes, please do

Smersh: Spetznaz.  Operations in Afghanistan.  I was recruited to the KGB from there... my facility for languages, da?

Siberian Spring: Da, I remember

Siberian Spring: I was able to track some of yo...

Smersh: ...

Smersh: I did not know this.

Smersh: In any event, I was in South America at the time of the... incident.

Siberian Spring: I was in a top secret facility.  They were not worried about my spreading of information

Smersh: Half the active agents of Special Section 8 were lost at that time.

Siberian Spring blinks and sighs softly

Siberian Spring: I am sorry.

Smersh: I do not suppose that you were with any of them at the time?

Siberian Spring: My calculations had an error.  I believe I discovered it in review, but not soon enough

Siberian Spring: Nyet.

Smersh nods.

Smersh: Irina, have some ice cream, da?

Siberian Spring: Only Grigory and Katya

Fortune of War: There are bowls and spoons. 

Lady Midday: Spasiba for the offer, but I am fine.

Siberian Spring: Grigory was another mathematician, he died upon arrival

Siberian Spring: Katya was a simple janitor, poor thing.

Siberian Spring: She was with me for about 6 months

Smersh nods.

Angel-Night fiddles with his rubber ducky and squeaks it

Siberian Spring jumps

Angel-Night looks up

Smersh: Through a bizarre series of events... I ended up here, in Paragon City, with a non-functional powersuit.

Siberian Spring: A version of the Bogatyr, I presume?

Smersh: Da, you are correct.

Smersh: It is still probably the finest of the suits I use.

Siberian Spring: The first suits had a definite life span

Siberian Spring: You were able to adjust it?

Smersh: I had to totally rewrite the kernel while I was here... the memory cores were wiped by an EMP.

Siberian Spring nods understanding

Smersh: And I helped the Komisar establish Special Section 8 here... a 'non-profit educational organization.'

Smersh: There were a few others from the old days... no one you would have known, of course.

Siberian Spring: The Komisar?  That is a title I am unfamiliar with.

Angel-Night looks up from his ducky at the mention of the Komisar

Smersh: You were not authorized... so few were.

Fortune of War is listening intently, though apparently only eating ice cream...

Siberian Spring: Of course.  More soviet secrets

Smersh: He was also the Agent in Charge at the Dimensional Incident.

Smersh: At least, for the rescue operation.

Siberian Spring: The aftermath you mean.  No one by that name or title was at the facility at the time of my accident

Smersh: Of course.

Angel-Night squeaks his ducky

Smersh: Unfortunately... the Komisar was not, precisely, a good Soviet.  He had other plans.

Siberian Spring almost refrains from jumping this time

Siberian Spring: So many soviets were corrupt

Smersh: Bah.

Siberian Spring: The system should have been good for our people.  It destroyed them with such people in power

Smersh: It did well enough by me.  And there are always bumps on the road to a worthy goal.

Siberian Spring: Lives were stolen, Yevgeny.  Good, innocent lives.

Siberian Spring: Those are not "bumps"

Lady Midday twitches a wing and says nothing, which is very different than not saying anything.
Angel-Night just squeaks his ducky, listening and "feeling" closely

Fortune of War concentrates on her spoon. 

Lady Midday doesn't want to know about Angel feeling his ducky.

Siberian Spring just glances at the duck this time

Smersh: And what they have here is so much better?  Corporate exploitation, another form of slavery... homelessness!  There was no such thing in Soviet Russia!

Lady Midday: No, people were given homes in gulags.

Angel-Night squeaks his ducky loudly

Siberian Spring: There was homelessness of a different sort.  Although I do not think capitalism is the right way either

Fortune of War taps her spoon on her teeth quietly, but, stays out of that subject for the moment. 

Siberian Spring: The ideals of the Union were correct.  The method for choosing positions of power were not

Smersh: Bah.

Smersh: In any event.  The Komisar was exposed, and now I am in command here.

Smersh: We fight, still, for the People.

Siberian Spring: I'm sure you are an excellent Commander

Siberian Spring: You've always put others first

Smersh: You give me too much credit, I think.

Siberian Spring gives a skeptical look but remains silent

Fortune of War: Modesty, also a good thing in a leader. *grins* 

Siberian Spring: Indeed

Siberian Spring smiles at Vae

Fortune of War: The optimism might be a little overboard sometimes...but, as one who has benefited I am no one to complain

Smersh lights up anew.

Smersh: We can try again, here.  We can do it right.

Siberian Spring wonders if there's any vodka around

Smersh is a crusader for a lost cause.

Fortune of War: see? Optimism. 

Siberian Spring: Marx did believe capitalism was a step towards perfect communism.

Fortune of War knows where the vodka is, but, won't think of drinking it with Ice cream without being asked. 

Siberian Spring: Our homeland skipped that step

Siberian Spring: Optimism of that sort is not totally uncalled for

Smersh: I think our problem was Stalin, not skipping capitalism.

Siberian Spring: It is possible

Siberian Spring is constantly mentally focusing on new data and rearranging data structures in her head

Lady Midday: Stalin was certainly a problem.

Angel-Night and is probably why Angel is just confused and senses something wrong...while squeaking his ducky

Siberian Spring has a lot of new data to incorporate into what is "real"

Smersh: So... you have been gone for 25 years... what has happened in 25 years?

Smersh tries to think of the important things.

Smersh: Well, ah...

Siberian Spring: For me it has been but two

Lady Midday: I was born. This is a very important thing.

Smersh: Da, I know, I know.

Siberian Spring: 725 days actually

Smersh: You counted, I see.

Siberian Spring: I needed to keep track

Fortune of War grins at Midday 

Siberian Spring: You have gone bald, Yevgeny

Smersh: Bah.

Fortune of War: He had hair? 

Smersh: Da, I did have hair.

Angel-Night: when he was an infant

Siberian Spring: Much.  Very thick golden brown hair

Siberian Spring: and a cowlick on the side

Fortune of War attempts to picture that...and fails. 

Siberian Spring: I did not know him as an infant, Angel

Angel-Night: but 25 years ago...how old are you comrade field commander?

Siberian Spring: 51

Smersh: Fifty-one.

Angel-Night: oh.  I have trouble with human years, my apologies
Smersh: I have not seen Tatyana since I was... 19, though, da?

Siberian Spring: I wonder... did the days correlate?

Siberian Spring: What is the date today?

Smersh: May 28, 2008.

Siberian Spring calculates

Siberian Spring: Da.  They were the same.  It was only the initial displacement

Smersh: ...interesting.

Fortune of War: The initial displacement? 

Siberian Spring: I'm theorizing that the transport involved a temporal displacement, apparently of 25 years, but as the date is the same I am hypothesizing that the time spent on the other planet/dimension was consistent with this Earth.

Fortune of War nods

Siberian Spring keeps one hand on her battered journal

Smersh: Well... I have... er... four daughters.

Lady Midday: ...that he knows about.

Siberian Spring: They must be very beautiful

Smersh that's two biological, one cloned, one adopted.

Angel-Night looks at Midday
Fortune of War: so far. 

Angel-Night: there may be more?

Smersh: Bah.

Lady Midday smirks.

Angel-Night: I shall check on this and let you know comrade field commander

Fortune of War: falls over laughing

Fortune of War catches the ice cream bowl before it spills

Angel-Night looks down and squeaks his ducky

Angel-Night: I will check the Register and inform you of what I find

Fortune of War: Is anyone having more ice cream? If not I'll clean up 

Smersh: And I have been married for just over... six months, now.

Siberian Spring: So recent

Siberian Spring: ...

Smersh shrugs.

Siberian Spring: And you have 4 daughters in that time? *smirks*

Smersh: ...I have several adopted children.

Fortune of War: Not so much, no. One is...a little younger than me? 

Smersh is technically speaking the truth...

Siberian Spring: Goodness you have been busy

Smersh: Da.  Caytlin is 17.

Lady Midday: Comrade Smersh is a man of stamina.

[Tell] -->Angel-Night: *is mourning*

Fortune of War: a few years younger than me then 

Angel-Night looks up at Spring

Smersh: And Cayt is also... biologically... 17.  She is a clone of Caytlin.

Angel-Night: what is wrong comrade?

Siberian Spring: Cloning has been perfected as well?  Interesting

Smersh: Rhiannon is young... two and a half.

Fortune of War starts picking up the bowls and ice cream, since everyone seems to be done. 

[Tell] -->Angel-Night: ((But in character, she is, indeed mourning.  This is very recent for her))

Angel-Night looks at Smersh and back at Spring

Smersh: And Jessie... she is Caytlin's sister.  We've adopted her.

Siberian Spring: Orphaned then?

Fortune of War puts away the ice cream, etc. washes the dishes. 

Smersh: Da.

Angel-Night: Comrade Tatyana, why do ask these questions if they pain you so?

Siberian Spring: Very kind of you and your... wife.

Siberian Spring glances at Angel frostily

Siberian Spring: I am interested.

Angel-Night: I see

Angel-Night goes back to his ducky

Siberian Spring does not like the thought of someone in her head, but is resigned until she's trusted

Angel-Night doesn't read minds, only feels emotions, detects lies, and little things like that...and rarely surface thoughts

Siberian Spring: Unless you feel I'm putting someone in danger I'd appreciate it if you'd keep my thoughts to yourself

Smersh: Bah.

Fortune of War perches, since it seems to be permitted here. =) 

Angel-Night: I speak what I feel; if that bothers you I shall keep silent

Smersh: Comrades... I am tired.

Siberian Spring: If it is only your own, I would hold no issue

Angel-Night squeaks his ducky contently, unfazed

Smersh: My... experience of yesterday has left me a bit drained, still.

Siberian Spring longs for vodka

Siberian Spring: Yesterday?

Siberian Spring: But you are tired... stories can wait

Angel-Night thinks about commenting on vodka but remembers what she said

Smersh: Tatyana, help yourself to anything in the kitchen you like.  Myself, I am going to bed.

Smersh: Good night, comrades.

Siberian Spring: Shall I stay with Irina then?

Angel-Night: I must return to my home as well, and check the Register for more Smersh's offspring

Smersh: Stay with Irina, or here, at your option.

Angel-Night: be well comrades

Fortune of War: Sleep well,

Siberian Spring: I would prefer a private place if there is such

Lady Midday: There are several rooms.

Fortune of War: There are rooms. 

Fortune of War indicates the hallway

Lady Midday also doesn't see fit to mention that Drago will probably watch her anyway.

Angel-Night: and mine and the portal is where I am off to

Siberian Spring: If someone could be so kind as to show me where I might go then?

Smersh: Irina, if you would?

Lady Midday: Follow the blind girl.

Lady Midday looks amusedly wry.

Smersh staggers off towards bed.

Lady Midday: This one is unassigned, and empty.

Siberian Spring pretends there is a bed in here

Siberian Spring: My thanks

Lady Midday notes the utilitarian bed, desk, and other appropriate whatnots.

Siberian Spring goes back to rummage in the kitchen

Fortune of War peruses the bookshelves. 

Siberian Spring finds the vodka and pours a drink to take back to her assigned space

Siberian Spring: Good night, Vae

Fortune of War: Good night.

[Coalition]  (Maggie's Rock)Scape Kid: *bahs*

[Coalition] Siberian Spring: Pardon?

[Coalition]  (Maggie's Rock)Scape Kid: *bahs again*

[Coalition] Siberian Spring: Hello... I think

[Coalition]  (Maggie's Rock)Scape Kid: *bahs greetingly*

[Coalition]  (Maggie's Rock)Scape Kid: *bahs curiously*

[Coalition] Siberian Spring: That definately sounded Helloish.  I'm Tatyana

[Coalition]  (Maggie's Rock)Scape Kid: *bahs greetingly* Billy!

[Coalition] Siberian Spring: I'm new.  Who are you, Billy?

[Coalition]  (Maggie's Rock)Scape Kid: *bahs answeringly* Billy! *giggles*

[Coalition] Siberian Spring: *chuckles*  But who do you "belong" to?

[Coalition]  (Maggie's Rock)Scape Kid: *bahs in confusion*

[Coalition] Siberian Spring: Are you with the SS8?

[Coalition]  (Maggie's Rock)Scape Kid: *bahs denyingly*

[Coalition] Siberian Spring: You sound very young

[Coalition]  (Maggie's Rock)Scape Kid: *bahs*

[Coalition]  (Maggie's Rock)lcarian: Hey Billy?  How are you feeling now?

[Coalition]  (Maggie's Rock)Scape Kid: *bahs joyfully!*

[Coalition]  (Maggie's Rock)lcarian: That's great to hear!  *explosions in the background*

[Coalition]  (Maggie's Rock)Scape Kid: *bahs in a low tone, trying to sound tough*

[Coalition] Siberian Spring: Hello?

[Coalition]  (Maggie's Rock)Scape Kid: *giggles and bahs greetingly*

[Coalition] Siberian Spring: I'm sorry, this is very confusing

