Mrs. Korsakova,

I wanted to apologize for my abrupt departure yesterday evening.  I am thinking you might have many questions, as I would in a similar situation.  If you would care to meet under less awkward circumstances, I am at your disposal.

Tatyana Stepanova

*~*~*~*~*~*

Tatyana stands at a white board, working.
Ireland Love knocks.

Siberian Spring jumps

Siberian Spring: Oh. Privyet

Siberian Spring: Come in

Ireland Love: Hullo. Thanks.

Siberian Spring gestures

Siberian Spring: Have a seat?

Ireland Love: I'm sorry if I'm inneruptin'. Cayt tol' me where yer room was.

Siberian Spring: Not at all

Ireland Love nods and sits.

Siberian Spring: Well... not really

Siberian Spring: I was just trying to determine if I could locate other survivors

Ireland Love: An' have ye foun' any?

Siberian Spring: First, I must try to locate the error that caused the time shift.  It will take time

Siberian Spring: If we can duplicate that, we should be able to parse a few potential locations

Siberian Spring: But there is much I must catch up on in the field

Ireland Love nods, "I wish ye luck, then."

Awkward silence

Siberian Spring sighs

Siberian Spring: I asked you here...

Siberian Spring: I've been told you are a psychic, da?

Siberian Spring: The kind that feels emotion or thought?

Ireland Love: I am. But I dunna pry inta people's heads wi'out permission.

Siberian Spring: I am not psychic, but do read body language effectively.  You know you should not be worried, but you are.

Siberian Spring: This is true?

Siberian Spring: I probably would be.

Ireland Love: Yes'n no...

Siberian Spring: Strange woman from the past... 

Ireland Love: I trus' my husban'. I know he'd ne'er hurt me. But ye, I dunna trus'. 

Siberian Spring: So you do not have to ask or wonder, I am offering you my mind.  You may look as deeply as you wish until you are satisfied that I would not harm Yevgeny, you, or his current life in any way.

Siberian Spring: I do not offer lightly, as it is not something I enjoy.  But it would ease me as well

Ireland Love: Yer intentions might be good. But sometimes thin's happen 't we dunna inten'.

Siberian Spring: I would take that risk if there is none to others

Ireland Love: I kin look all I wan'...but if ye do somethin' yer no' plannin' t' do, I'll no' see it.

Siberian Spring nods

Ireland Love: Look, I'm no' one t' beat 'round the bush...

Ireland Love: So I'll be blunt.

Siberian Spring: Very well

Ireland Love: Why did ye leave him all those years ago?

Siberian Spring organizes her thoughts

Siberian Spring: I was... recruited, I suppose you could say

Siberian Spring: By the old government

Ireland Love: So 'twasna yer choice.

Siberian Spring: I was supposed to disappear.

Siberian Spring: No, it was not my choice.

Ireland Love nods slowly.

Ireland Love: Then ye still love him.

Siberian Spring: Da, I do.

Siberian Spring: But

Ireland Love winces slightly, but nods again.

Siberian Spring: because I do, I would not hurt him

Siberian Spring: To be anything but an old friend, now acquaintance...

Siberian Spring: ... that would not be good for him

Ireland Love: Seems t' me per'aps I'm th' third wheel here...An' if we dinna have our girls, I would step aside.

Siberian Spring laughs a little

Siberian Spring: He's still very angry with me

Siberian Spring: and you make him happy

Siberian Spring: You are not a third wheel.  I'm a ghost.

Siberian Spring: I can't be sorry that I'm back in a human earth dimension, but I... I do not belong

Ireland Love: We've been t'gether fer a lon' time. Almost four years. 'Tis ferever in Paragon...

Siberian Spring: That is a thing to be proud of.

Crimson Freedom: ...

Ireland Love: Ye will.

Ireland Love: Ye'll adjus'.

Ireland Love: He'll take ye unner his wing.

Siberian Spring: No more than I'll let him.

Siberian Spring: This... *gestures at the base*

Ireland Love: He's a wunnerful teacher. I hope ye'll let him  teach ye.

Siberian Spring: I had no where to go.  No choice again.

Siberian Spring: Perhaps.

Ireland Love: There's room at th' Rock...but ye'll prob'ly be jus' as uncomfertable there...

Siberian Spring: I'll not hurt him.  But I do not want to hurt myself more than necessary either.

Siberian Spring: There are other wonderful people here.

Ireland Love nods, "There are. They'll treat ye well. He'll treat ye well too."

Siberian Spring: And I'll help find his friends.  

Siberian Spring: It is good.

Ireland Love: If I kin help in any way, I will.

Ireland Love: Jus' let me know.

Siberian Spring: Spasiba

Ireland Love nods.

Siberian Spring: Please do not worry that I will try....

Siberian Spring: ... anything

Siberian Spring: I'll find my correct place.

Siberian Spring chuckles

Siberian Spring: Probably in a classroom somewhere

Ireland Love: If ye do, ye do. Like I said...I trus' my 'Geny. He knows what th' cons'quences are.

Ireland Love: Ye teach?

Siberian Spring: I'm a mathematician

Siberian Spring: Most jobs are in academia

Siberian Spring: In this capitalist world I must make my way

Ireland Love chuckles, "I'm th' headmistress o' a school. How odd."

Siberian Spring: A school? Of what type?

Siberian Spring relaxes

Ireland Love: We take in orphans, mos'ly. Kids wi' powers who've no one t' take care o' 'em.

Siberian Spring: That is a kind place to offer.

Siberian Spring: I can only imagine being in such a place and young.

Ireland Love: 'Tis purely selfish, really. I love chil'ren...now I've dozens o' 'em.

Crimson Freedom: ...heh.

Siberian Spring smiles

Siberian Spring: Cayt?

Crimson Freedom: ...eh heh.

Siberian Spring: Are you pretending to be a flytrap?

Ireland Love: Cayt was one, aye. Might's well come in, Cayt. Nothin' yer gonna hear's private.

Crimson Freedom: How'd you know it was me?  I didn't even say anything much.

Crimson Freedom: Emphasis on 'was'.

Siberian Spring: Your voice

Crimson Freedom: Coulda been Caytlin...

Siberian Spring: The timbre is different

Siberian Spring looks back to Maggie

Crimson Freedom: No it isn't...

Ireland Love: 'Tis, aye.

Crimson Freedom shrugs.

Siberian Spring: My specialty is the mathematics of interdimensional sonic vibrations
Siberian Spring: I've a fine ear

Ireland Love: Yer voice's harsher. More...worldly.

Siberian Spring: Have you ever heard Yevgeny's sister play?

Siberian Spring: The magic…

Crimson Freedom: Gee, thanks.

Siberian Spring: Is she still playing?

Crimson Freedom: He has a sister?

Ireland Love: Uh...jeez...

Crimson Freedom: He told me there was only a cousin...

Siberian Spring blushes

Ireland Love: His sister's...dead.

Siberian Spring: Oh.  I'm terribly sorry.

Siberian Spring: So many...

Siberian Spring closes her eyes briefly

Crimson Freedom: Well, the Rikti did a pretty good number on the world as a whole...

Ireland Love: He keeps hope his nephews're alive...but...

Ireland Love frowns and shrugs.

Siberian Spring: Oh... no... they weren't at....?

Siberian Spring: Udachny?  They couldn't have been old enough

Ireland Love: I'm really no' sure. He dunna talk 'bout them much...t' me. Mebbe ye'll've better luck.

Siberian Spring realizes they’re referring to the Rikti invasions she’s read about

Siberian Spring: Perhaps... but again, he is still quite angry with me

Siberian Spring wry smile

Crimson Freedom mutters, "I don't think anyone can."

Crimson Freedom: Get Jessie to ask.  I have a feeling he can't say no to her.

Ireland Love: Verrah true. He loves Jessie like no other, aye.

Siberian Spring: She is your sister, Cayt?

Ireland Love: I'm sure if ye explain th' circumtances, he'll stop bein' angry.

Siberian Spring: Nyet.

Siberian Spring: It is better

Ireland Love: 'Tis better he's angry?

Crimson Freedom: Yeah...she's the 15-year-old blonde healer you see running around.

Siberian Spring: Heh.  It might even make him angrier

Siberian Spring: I took a great risk, Mrs. Korsakova
Ireland Love: Maggie, please.

Siberian Spring: Maggie

Siberian Spring: If I had been caught I would have been tried for treason.  A death sentence

Ireland Love: Still...I think 'twould be better if ye tol' him th' truth.

Siberian Spring: If it still causing pain... perhaps.  Otherwise there is no reason.

Siberian Spring: It is past

Ireland Love: 'Tis still causin' pain. Anger is pain.

Siberian Spring the corner of her mouth tilts up

Siberian Spring: I generally think of it as energy

Crimson Freedom: That's definitely true...

Ireland Love: An' b'cause o' ye, he's a terrible time lettin' people git close t' him. D' ye've any idea how lon' 't took me t' get him t' open up?

Crimson Freedom tries very hard to not look pointedly at Maggie.

Siberian Spring: I will... consider it.  If it will help.

Crimson Freedom has to wonder how long it took Rita, though...

Ireland Love: How were ye able t' write th' letter t' him?

Siberian Spring: I found a guard I hoped I could trust.

Siberian Spring thinks of the older soldier who read the letter and agreed to post it

Siberian Spring: She was not as... hard... as some others

Ireland Love: He blamed hisself. He still does.

Siberian Spring: Blamed himself?  For what?

Ireland Love: Fer ye leavin' him.

Siberian Spring: Better to blame himself than to get himself killed looking for me

Ireland Love: Ye know, he still's a picture o' ye?

Siberian Spring closes her eyes briefly again

Siberian Spring: I did not.

Crimson Freedom: ...

Ireland Love: 'Tis how I recognized ye. Ye look the same.

Siberian Spring: I am sorry

Crimson Freedom touches the locket under her costume and decides she's not surprised Smersh kept a picture.

Siberian Spring more briskly "One does what one needs must”

Siberian Spring: I will talk to him

Ireland Love: Sorry fer what? There's no need t' be sorry fer anythin'.

Siberian Spring: I almost gave up you know... in the Hydra place.

Siberian Spring: Sooner or later we'll find the reason I did not.

Ireland Love: 'Tis where they foun' ye? Ach, what'n awful place t' live.

Crimson Freedom: Everyone keeps saying that...someday I'll have to visit.

Siberian Spring: My friend Katya died five months in

Ireland Love: Oh, I'm so sorry. 

Siberian Spring: The Hydra toxin.  I had not perfected my ability with ice shields yet

Ireland Love: So ye were 'lone?

Siberian Spring: For a year and a half. 

Crimson Freedom: Ick, that sucks.

Ireland Love nods.

Siberian Spring: But, I had a journal.  And a certain bird egg made an excellent ink.

Siberian Spring smiles

Siberian Spring: Somewhere there's a cave filled with formulas

Siberian Spring: I tried to create new mathematical problems with no solution. 

Siberian Spring: I could never give up because they were not solved.

Ireland Love: 'Tis so odd't Yevgeny was th' one t' fin' ye. Outta all th' Heroes...what're th' chances?

Siberian Spring: Da.  But Fate is a harsh beast.

Siberian Spring: ... and sometimes kind

Ireland Love nods slowly, looking distracted, "Fate...aye..."

Siberian Spring cocks her head curiously but does not say anything

Crimson Freedom: Well, Smersh is lucky like that.

Ireland Love blinks a few times, "I shoul' go. Let ye git back t' what ye were doin'."

Ireland Love stands and smiles a bit.

Siberian Spring: I'll do my best to find those agents for him.

Siberian Spring: My best to you Maggie.

Siberian Spring: I only hope for a world of happiness for you.

Crimson Freedom: Say hi to Jessie for me.

Ireland Love: Thank ye fer seein' me. If ye ever need me fer anythin'...a job...Git my number from 'Geny. Or Cayt here.

Siberian Spring: I will. Spasiba.

Ireland Love: I will, Cayt. Be well, both o' ye.

Crimson Freedom: I only have the Rock number...

Crimson Freedom: Which is just as good, I suppose.

Ireland Love: Ayuh.

Ireland Love nods and wanders off.

Crimson Freedom grins and stops showing off.

Siberian Spring shakes her head

Siberian Spring: I could like you Cayt.

Crimson Freedom shrugs.

Crimson Freedom: I don't hear that very often.

Siberian Spring: Nyet?

Siberian Spring: Why?

Crimson Freedom: You want the truth?

Siberian Spring: Always, da.

Crimson Freedom: 'cause I have a very high threat level in the Rogue Isles.

Siberian Spring thinks about that

Crimson Freedom: Most people equate that with supervillainy.

Siberian Spring: You mean you were a criminal of some regard.

Siberian Spring emphasis on "were"

Crimson Freedom: Not really.  It's a measure of how dangerous Arachnos thinks you are.

Siberian Spring: That is not a bad thing then.

Crimson Freedom: Longbow uses the same scale, for some weird reason.

Siberian Spring: Intriguing

Crimson Freedom: If Arachnos calls you a threat, Longbow calls you a threat.

Crimson Freedom: Most people actually don't know I have a hero identity.

Siberian Spring: Is it for safety?  Or something else that makes you hide heroics?

Crimson Freedom: Pride, I think.

Siberian Spring smiles knowingly

Crimson Freedom: I'm tired of people wanting to 'redeem' me or 'win me over to the side of justice'.

Siberian Spring: Pride can be a dangerous thing. But can also be helpful if used correctly

Crimson Freedom: I'm not a hero any more than I'm a villain.

Siberian Spring: Then why do you do what you do?

Crimson Freedom: Because I'm stubborn, and I love fighting.

Siberian Spring: And you tend to use those skills on people harming others?

Crimson Freedom: Usually.

Siberian Spring: You have a funny definition of justice.

Siberian Spring chuckles

Crimson Freedom: I told you, I'm not a hero.

Siberian Spring: You don't have to believe you are

Siberian Spring: I am thinking of liking you because you are stubborn and like fighting

Siberian Spring: and you make me smile

Siberian Spring thinks to herself "You also remind me greatly of your father"

Crimson Freedom: Most people don't like that attitude.

Siberian Spring: It is one I admire

Crimson Freedom: Which...I don't care about.

Siberian Spring: Of course not

Siberian Spring is trying very hard not to sound condescending

Crimson Freedom starts grinning.

Siberian Spring smiles back

Siberian Spring: However... it is late.

Crimson Freedom: You don't have to know why I'm saying this...but thanks.

Siberian Spring: You are young enough to live on life itself, but I need my beauty sleep

Siberian Spring: Then you are welcome.

Crimson Freedom: I'll get out of your room.

Crimson Freedom grins.

Siberian Spring: Please drop by anytime.  I am often in here working, but always able to be interrupted.

Crimson Freedom nods.

Siberian Spring: Keep well, Cayt.

Siberian Spring: Don't be a hero.

Siberian Spring grins to herself

Crimson Freedom laughs.

Crimson Freedom: G'night.

Siberian Spring: Da svidania

