Comrade Smersh stands in front of the KGB building, in uniform, by himself

Ms. Hypatia and Eisenwand exit the building

Ms. Hypatia: Smersh?

Comrade Smersh: ...

Comrade Smersh: ...you are... how?

Eisenwand supports the very tired Hypatia.

Eisenwand also looks like she's seen better days.

Eisenwand: Sie sind nicht tot.

Ms. Hypatia: Sveta here was kind enough to... create a ... lodestone if you will.

Ms. Hypatia: Your agents are inside.

Eisenwand: I vas vorking sie portals, tryink to find sem.

Comrade Smersh: ...I was about to ask...

Ms. Hypatia: One moment

Eisenwand: Sie portal opened, und shortly after, sie ossers fell out of sie sky at me.

Comrade Smersh: Fell?  Lodestone?  I am... confused, da?

Ms. Hypatia sits

Eisenwand: Sie Novaja, she made sie dimension jump.

Ms. Hypatia: Forgive my lack of formality, but... I'm exhausted.

Comrade Smersh: Bah, all is forgiven, but...

Eisenwand: Vhen sie Portal Corp opened sie portal for me, it drew her dimension shift in.

Eisenwand: Like sie magnet.

Comrade Smersh rubs his head.

Ms. Hypatia: It was not Portal Corp's usual type of portal, I believe.

Eisenwand: Nein.

Ms. Hypatia: Jack and Tatyana would be able to explain better.

Ms. Hypatia under her breath "If Jack returns to normal, at least"

Eisenwand quietly pats at a portion of armor that's started to smoke.

Comrade Smersh: Then... Zhanna is well, also, da?

Ms. Hypatia: Aye

Eisenwand: Ja. Red cape und all.

Ms. Hypatia: She was ever optimistic.

Comrade Smersh reaches for a stress cigarette.

Eisenwand: Sey are all safe.

Ms. Hypatia: But also tired.

Eisenwand: Tired und vorse for sie vear, but safe.

Comrade Smersh: ...they tried to open a portal to your home, Sveta?

Eisenwand: Nein.

Eisenwand shakes her head.

Comrade Smersh lights up his cigarette, shakily.

Eisenwand: I took sem sie list of Mr. Marsh's dimensions.

Eisenwand: Und inquired if sey could use different equations.

Eisenwand: Because I do not sink sat Novaja vorks as sey do.

Ms. Hypatia is trying not to nod off

Comrade Smersh: ...different... bah.  I should make myself go to school... I am so lost on these matters...

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Eisenwand looks grim and doesn't comment.

Comrade Smersh: I should... go in.  To check on the others, da?

Ms. Hypatia: We have excellent teachers at the Mouseion. *chuckles*

Eisenwand: Hypatia is tired. I must get her home.

Comrade Smersh nods.

Ms. Hypatia: Cleio will be... relieved.

Ms. Hypatia: But... what are you doing standing out here in your uniform, Smersh?

Eisenwand glances at Smersh.

Comrade Smersh: ...

Eisenwand: My home is gone. Sis is home now.

Comrade Smersh: I was about to memorialize you...

Ms. Hypatia: ...

Ms. Hypatia: Have you not spoken to Cleio? And you seem to be alone.

Ms. Hypatia: She would have contacted you.

Eisenwand mumbles something about lead balloons, and pats at the smoking section of armor again.

Comrade Smersh: She did... I sent her a note about the service.  And a mention that we were investigating...

Ms. Hypatia blinks again

Ms. Hypatia: She knows I'm alive, Smersh.

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Ms. Hypatia: I can't imagine why she would not have told you.

Comrade Smersh looks to Hypatia.

Comrade Smersh: Alive, but lost in how many millions of possible worlds?

Ms. Hypatia shrugs

Ms. Hypatia: We are home.... and after only three months.

Comrade Smersh: You have only been gone from here for one.

Ms. Hypatia: Only the dead need memorials

Ms. Hypatia cocks her head

Eisenwand: Actually...it is sie liffing sat need memorials.

Ms. Hypatia: Interesting.

Eisenwand: Sie dead do not care.

Ms. Hypatia: Subjective time was altered.

Comrade Smersh: The difference between dead and lost forever is only a matter of... degrees.

Ms. Hypatia huffs a little

Eisenwand coughs.

Ms. Hypatia: I do not believe so.

Eisenwand: He did vhat he sought vas right. Vesser or not it vas, time vill speak.

Eisenwand: Ve get you home, ja?

Comrade Smersh: Comrade Hypatia... I should not want them to spend their entire lives looking for me, were I lost in this way.

Ms. Hypatia smirks

Ms. Hypatia: She.... they would however.

Ms. Hypatia: Forgive me.  I'm needling... I'm tired.

Ms. Hypatia: I'm going home to a hot shower and bed.

Eisenwand: I vonder if my fasser is is still looking for me.

Eisenwand glances at Smersh again, and shrugs.

Eisenwand: Come on. I take you home for sie bass.

Comrade Smersh lets his shoulders slump a bit.  The burden of command.

Eisenwand: Und sen I try to fix my armor.

Ms. Hypatia: Thank you

Eisenwand offers an arm to Hypatia.

Ms. Hypatia takes it

Eisenwand ambles off with her.

Comrade Smersh just kind of stares at the wall.  Then walks back into the building.

*~*~*~*

Siberian Spring is in her quarters, trying to repair her glasses.

Comrade Smersh knocks

Siberian Spring jumps

Siberian Spring: Da?

Comrade Smersh: It is me, Tatyana.

Siberian Spring frowns

Siberian Spring: Please come in, Field Commander.

Comrade Smersh sets down two packs of cigarettes on the desk.

Siberian Spring tries to fumble her glasses on, but they're still broken

Siberian Spring: Spasiba.

Comrade Smersh: I thought you might... da.  It is nothing.

Siberian Spring gestures to the chairs with her already lit cigarette

Siberian Spring: Would you care to sit?

Comrade Smersh: Certainly.

Comrade Smersh lights up a cigarette of his own.

Comrade Smersh: I am... glad you are all right.

Siberian Spring: Da.  Just tired.

Siberian Spring: I saw the announcement on the bulletin board.

Siberian Spring: So soon?

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Comrade Smersh: It is not as though all hope had to be abandoned.

Siberian Spring: I understand that you could not expect to see the team again.  But to presume death?

Siberian Spring: Perhaps closure was needed...?

Siberian Spring rubs her eyes

Comrade Smersh: Perhaps so.  Many refused to accept that you were gone... but the chances of our ever seeing you again were next to nothing.

Siberian Spring: ...

Siberian Spring: I should have, perhaps, gone out to stop the service...

Comrade Smersh: Tatyana.  I could not have them all dropping everything to keep searching for you.  It could have been decades... and we have things that must be done here.

Comrade Smersh: If you had survived the death of a dimension... you could take care of yourself.  Am I wrong in this?

Siberian Spring: I expected nothing, Field Commander.

Siberian Spring: And you are correct.

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Siberian Spring: But your agents would not need to abandon all efforts to search occasionally.

Siberian Spring: And...

Siberian Spring cocks her head

Siberian Spring: We found our own way

Comrade Smersh: Portal is giving me grief, as well... one thousand, eight hundred and thirty seven portal missions by our agents in this month.

Comrade Smersh: We searched, Tatyana.

Siberian Spring sighs

Siberian Spring: I should like to be angry with you... but you disarm me.

Siberian Spring: Field Commander.

Comrade Smersh looks at Tatyana, but takes a long drag from his cigarette, adjusts his glasses, and says nothing.

Siberian Spring looks down and fiddles with her own glasses a little

Siberian Spring: The others are all safe as well.

Siberian Spring: Jack... will need time to adjust back, but...

Comrade Smersh: Da.  I have already spoken to Hypatia and Novaja.

Siberian Spring: Hypatia's a rock.  Zhanna and Novaja...

Comrade Smersh: I have not seen Paladin yet.

Siberian Spring laughs a little

Siberian Spring: They needled each other constantly.

Comrade Smersh: I can see that, da.

Comrade Smersh chuckles.

Siberian Spring: How were Kohl and Alisa? While we were gone?

Siberian Spring: And Bunsen?

Siberian Spring: I'd half expected to see them here after I saw the notice.

Comrade Smersh: Kohlstadt showed absolutely no emotions.  If I did not know any better, I should have thought he did not know anything was wrong.

Comrade Smersh: Alisa, of course, hates me.

Comrade Smersh spreads his palms.

Siberian Spring raises an eyebrow

Siberian Spring: Ah

Siberian Spring: For calling off the search?

Comrade Smersh: Apparently, it is my fault you went missing, I am to blame for your not being found... and am a criminal for calling off the search, da.

Siberian Spring frowns

Siberian Spring: That does not sound logical. And she is above all, logical.

Siberian Spring: Although I can understand her disappointment with the last.

Comrade Smersh lets out a disgusted sigh.

Comrade Smersh: Then I shall send out a memo that we are shutting down the clinic and the soup kitchens, da?

Siberian Spring rests her elbow on the chair and lays her head on her hand

Comrade Smersh: We are now the Dimensional Salvation Company, finding those lost!

Siberian Spring: Yevgeny!

Siberian Spring: Field Commander.  Did any agents neglect their other duties for the search?

Comrade Smersh: Da, some did.  Many did.  Myself included.

Siberian Spring sighs

Comrade Smersh: And always, they kept asking me to do more.

Siberian Spring: That was not necessary.

Comrade Smersh: What more could I do?

Siberian Spring smiles sadly

Siberian Spring: Nothing, Field Commander.  I believe you did what you thought was necessary.

Siberian Spring: I do, however, understand both points of view.

Siberian Spring would never have stopped looking

Siberian Spring: How *is* the soup kitchen? Construction is complete, da?

Comrade Smersh: This is why I am the commander... I had to make this decision.  It had to be done.  I did not like it, understand me.  But if I had not... everything we work for, here, should have dwindled to nothing.

Siberian Spring repeats her sad smile

Comrade Smersh: It is almost completely rebuilt, da?

Siberian Spring: I shall make a point to add my name back to the rotation then.... after I've had some sleep.

Siberian Spring: There were times we had to go days without sleep.

Siberian Spring: I don't know how you did it.

Comrade Smersh smirks.

Comrade Smersh: Oh, I paid for it, make no mistake.  And I do not think I could do it anymore, da?

Siberian Spring: As you say.

Siberian Spring looks down at her glasses again, notices she's causing more damage and sets them on the table.

Comrade Smersh: I should... let you rest, I think.

Siberian Spring: Do not worry so, Field Commander.

Siberian Spring: It's come right in the end.

Siberian Spring chuckles

Comrade Smersh rubs at his temples.

Siberian Spring: I do believe the timing was superb.

Comrade Smersh: Nothing ever really ends, Tatyana...

Siberian Spring's smile falls

Siberian Spring: Da.  They do.

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Siberian Spring offers a small smile

Siberian Spring: It will be well, Field Commander.

Siberian Spring: But yes, I could use sleep.

Siberian Spring: So, it appears, could you.

Comrade Smersh: And I should try to speak to Zhanna, as well.

Siberian Spring: Tomorrow will be soon enough.

Comrade Smersh: Perhaps you are correct.  Be well, Tatyana.

Siberian Spring: Be well, Field Commander.

Comrade Smersh leaves

Siberian Spring sighs and returns to the worktable to continue her attempt to repair the glasses Yevgeny gave her so many years ago. 

