- Mighty Ducks - Switch's Saga -

By Switch (Not the duck, the person)
This is the story of Thaddeus Gage L'Orange, or "Switch" as he was better known. It picks up right after the Suarians attack when, like in Neo's Story, the three are gathered together on the ice. This is Switch's side of the story...

Switch wasn't a fool-he knew he had to run. The stupid thing  was, Neo just stood there like a total dweeb, as if completely oblivious to what was happening around him. He and Trinity began to run, frantically calling to him over their shoulders. Neo paid no attention; at least not until the big robot grabbed him.

"No! Neo!" Trinity screamed, and that was the last they saw of him, because right then a building collapsed in front of the two, sending dust and debris everywhere. Switch stopped running. He coughed and squinted into the smoky haze.

"Where is he?!"

"I don't know!" Trinity yelled back, "But we gotta get outta here!"

"What? And leave Neo?!"

"He'll catch up!" Trinity grabbed the tall, wiry Cano by the arm, "Just come on!"

Switch hung back a minute, and slowly turned away from the scene. He ran after Trinity, who was headed for the hills. They dodged robots, hiding behind fallen towers, in ditches, under debris, anywhere they could. It took the rest of the day just to reach a clear spot where they could sleep. But as they soon found out, sleeping was near impossible. How could one sleep when they're scared of getting their head blown off in the night? They continued to run from the danger. They ran for many days, stopping only to rest and eat when there was food available. Most times there wasn't. For those days, all they saw was destruction and chaos. And robots. Tons of robots,

"Ugh!" Groaned a frustrated Trinity as she followed Switch up a hill, "We have been running and running and running! There is no escape, is there? Hah! We'll never get out of this Hell hole!"

"Of course we will, we just have to keep moving," Switch said between clenched teeth.

"I don't think I can do this anymore!" Trinity complained.

"We gotta keep moving," Switch said again. Trinity responded with a heavy sigh of aggravation and exhaustion. He whirled around, angry.

"What is wrong with you, huh? You wanna die here, is that it? Well then you can just  surrender yourself to those red freaks and whoever sent them. But I'm staying alive, okay? I'm gonna get the hell outta here. With you or without you. So either shut up and follow me or stay and become just another victim!" He turned back around and stalked off.

"Hey, jerk!" Trinity picked up a good sized rock and hurled it at him. It missed him by two inches, and Switch never moved a muscle. He kept walking. Trinity ran to catch up to him, and grabbed the collar of his shirt.

"Look, you idiot, who put you in charge, anyway? I'm with you, okay? I'm just tired, and I haven't had a bite in days! So calm the hell down and stop flipping out!" She let go of him, and he sighed.

"Sorry Trin, I'm just on edge. I haven't eaten either, ya know. Whatever, let's just go." So they continued on their way, although both ducks were silent. Soon it became dark, and  it was hard to see where they were going. As for the machines, they had stopped for the night, and everything was eerily quiet.

"Hey-let's stop for the night, okay?" Switch tried to find Trinity in the darkness, as he ran into a tree, "I think we're in the forest."

"Yeah," Trinity said, agreeing to both question and statement. They stopped for the night, but didn't get much sleep. Even though they took turns keeping watch, worries kept them awake. Life had changed so much in just one week.

@     @     @

The next day they continued on their way. They had no particular destination; just getting away from robots and destruction was enough. And Switch was getting sick of Trinity's complaining. They had almost nothing in common, Trinity coming from a well-to-do family and brought up with much different values than Switch had. He was a rebellious young duck, with a laid back, street attitude  and a temper like nothing else. Aside from this, he was  a thief. Though he limited his skills to mere shoplifting, he was very good at it and was never caught. He'd stolen candy, food, video games, movies, clothing, shoes, whatever he'd needed that was shopliftable. He'd even stolen his pair of Katana blades from a military shop. The blades were always with him, no matter what the situation. He could go to school and conceal them under his clothes. Not that he'd needed them before, but he had a feeling they'd come in handy. In the meantime, he'd had time to practice his fencing skills. He was a natural, and the skills came easy to him. 

Another time he was in the same shop, and stole a pair of switchblades. The only person who had ever seen him thought it was the coolest thing ever, and from that day on, thanks to Neo, the thief had his nickname, "Switch". He never used his real name, and only a few people knew it. Neo, Switch's best friend, didn't know it.

Until Switch had met Neo, he's been an outcast. He had lived with his parents, Edapolis and Alta Gennus, and at the age of ten he'd learned that he had been adopted. Switch still remembered the day he'd asked why he didn't look like his parents. Naturally, they didn't have an answer to that one, and avoided it for some time. Eventually, because of all Switch's pestering, they finally sat him down and told him all they knew. His real name, he found, was Thaddeus Gage L' Orange. He had been ditched in the hospital on the day of his birth. He was told he had no siblings; he had an older sister who died as a baby. Which left him all alone.

Almost exactly a year later, his adopted parents died in a bad car accident. His life was then flipped upside down. He didn't know who to turn to, or where he belonged. His only love was hockey, and his only life was as a thief. So he turned to the streets. Some nights he spent at Neo's, but he always preferred to make it by himself. He hated asking for anything, especially help.

Sighing heavily as these thoughts ran through his tired mind, Switch trudged on with Trinity a couple feet behind him. They had gone a long way, but they were so far from safety. It was all he could do to keep himself awake as it were. He could tell by the dazed look on Trinity's face that she was feeling the same way.

Suddenly, overhead an Aerowing flew by. Switch blinked a couple times, afraid he was seeing things, but then he began screaming and waving his arms frantically. Trinity was quick to join in.

"Hey! Stop!! Hey!! Help us!! Stop!!" He screamed. Finally the aircraft circled, and then landed about 500 feet away in a clearing. Switch and Trinity ran so fast they were tripping over themselves. When they got to the Aerowing to meet the pilots, the hatch dropped open to let them inside...

@     @     @

When they got inside the ship, they immediately spotted three cops. Two were piloting the aircraft, and one was there for moral support, Switch guessed.

"So kids," One began, "what are you doing in a place like this? It's not real safe, you know."

"We're from P1," Switch told them, "We managed to get away when those things attacked."

"P1? Did you know you're on the borders of P2 right now? That's a long way to come. How long were you out there?" The second pilot asked.

"Not sure," Switch answered, "A couple of weeks, at least."

"Who's doing all of this?" Trinity asked them.

"Guy named Dragaunus; thinks he's all big and tough. Gonna try to take over our planet. So far he's got control over P1, and he's slowly making his way towards us." The third cop told them.

"Dragaunus? You mean..." Switch paused, "The legends must be true, then."

"Quite," The first pilot said.

"Well, can't you do anything about it?" Trinity demanded.

"There isn't much we can do, really. Holding him off with our military seems like our best option, but our weapons are no match for his. Most of the military has fled or been killed or enslaved already." The first pilot shrugged. He was, Switch figured, the top pilot of the group. He was the tallest of the three, broad shouldered, and had hair the same color as his light brown feathers.

"So, you kids need a lift then?" The second one spoke up.

"Yeah, if you would," Switch added.

"Well sure, we're not gonna leave you here," The first one chuckled, "By the way, you can call me Jackson. This is Donnell here," He pointed to the his co-pilot, a heavier guy who held a box of donuts in his hands, "And that guy back there is Chavo." Chavo was the third cop; short, skinny, and a mess of black hair on top of his head.

"So, kid," Jackson spoke to Switch, "What's your name?"

"Uh...Switch."

"You got a full name, or is that what your mama named you?"

Switch hesitated. Should he use his real name, or use Gennus? At this point there was nothing to lose here, so he decided to go for it.

"L'Orange," He replied quickly.

"Really." Jackson looked thoughtful.

"You know, the three of you look so much alike," Donnell commented.

"Three?" Switch was confused.

"Well sure, everybody knows 'em. Duke, Sandra, and now you. Three L'Oranges. Don't tell me you're into thievery too."

"What, huh? I-I don't know what you're talking about. What three L'Oranges, I'm the only one, I swear!"

Donnell looked slightly shocked. He was about to reply when Cavo interrupted.

"Jackson! Two robots on your left! Veer right!" He called from the back.

"Got it, Chav." Jackson made a sharp right as the passengers hung on for dear life. The robots were firing away. Trinity, who had been silent most of the way, suddenly yelled, "They're chasing us!"

"Don't worry," Jackson said, "We'll get outta here."

"Where exactly is 'outta here' anyway?" Switch asked.

"P2," Donnell said, "The far corner of P2, no doubt."

It seemed like hours before Switch began to see buildings, ice, and even ducks outside skating. They were in the city, on P2. When they landed on the platform, Switch and Trinity were anxious to get out.

"Hey, kid!" Jackson called to Switch as he was getting off the Aerowing, "One more thing. You ever need something, you call on me, 'kay?"

Switch nodded, and took his card.

"Thanks a lot, Jackson. Really."

"No problem at all, kid. Keep it real."

@     @     @

Switch and Trinity were looking around. It was a big city. Tall buildings lined every street. They were all untouched. 

'Shoplift central,' He thought to himself, "Let's go in here, Trinity." He pointed to a grocery store, "I'm starved."

"We don't have any cash," Trinity argued.

"We don't need any." Switch walked into the store.

"Wait! Hey, come back!" Trinity ran after him into the store. A few minutes later, they both walked out, Switch's trenchcoat stuffed to the max with food items.

"I don't think you should've done that," Trinity criticized, "You could get caught." This annoyed Switch.

"What do you want to do, then? Starve? Not me, I'm living and I'm hungry. Got a problem, then don't eat it," He said.

"I just think it's wrong. And if you get caught-"

"I've never been caught," He interrupted.

"You mean you've done this before?"

"Well, yeah! It's not like I woke up this morning and said, 'Today I'm gonna learn to be an expert thief.' These things take time. It's not easy stealing stuff like Katana blades without anyone noticing!"

"You stole those?" Trinity was shocked, "You said you're brother gave them to you!"

"You know something, I'd love to know where you get your info, because I don't even have a brother. I never said that. Who told you I did?"

"Neo said-"

"See? There ya go. Never listen to that guy, he has no clue what he's talking about." As he spoke, he pulled out the contents in his trenchcoat. Switch kept lots of things hidden in his trench. Like his Katana blades, for starters. He kept those strapped to his back underneath it. He kept his wallet in there (obviously) and a couple pictures of his biological parents; his only link to his past, which he didn'y really know much about.

"Well, why couldn't you tell me where you got them?"

"You never asked! Besides, I wouldn't have told you anyway."

"Why not?" She demanded.

"Because I wasn't really sure if I could trust you, okay?"

"What? That's stupid, why couldn't you trust me? I wouldn't have told." Trinity just wouldn't quit.

"Trinity, I don't trust many people."

"How come?"

"Just forget it, okay? Forget it. Pasta salad?" Switch offered some. It was tempting.

"Sure, why not? Did you remember to grab a few forks?"

Switch paused.

 "...I thought I forgot something."

@     @     @

Soon the sky began to darken, and the people outside went home. Switch and Trinity found they had no place to go. They had stepped into an alley, having just finished 'dinner'.

"What now?" Trinity moaned, zipping her jacket up as far as it would go. "It's freezing out here!"

"What am I supposed to do about it, Trinity?" Switch looked at her in annoyance.

"That's not what I meant," She whined. "I'm just saying it's friggin' cold out here!"

"Well we obviously don't have a place to go, so we just have to tough it out out here. It's not that bad anyway, so quit being such a wuss," He scoffed.

"I'm not being a wuss!" Trinity raised her voice to a shout. "Mr. L'Orange! You always said your name was Switch Gennus! You lied to me! Why? I'm your friend, or at least I'm 'sposed to be!"

"Trin, shut-up! Everyone can hear you, ya know." Switch sank to his knees so as not to be seen.

"Yeah? I don't care! Let them!"

"Trinity, don't you think you're making a little too much of this?"

"No, Switch! You lied, how could you-"

"-Trinity, Trinity, Trinity! Would you listen?!" He tore at his hair. "I didn't lie to you! My name is Switch Gennus! That was what my name became when I was adopted, bonehead! I've got two names! Jeesh..."

"Why couldn't you just tell me then?"

"That's it!" Switch jumped to his feet. "I'm outta here!" He started walking off.

"Where do you think you're going?" Trinity started after him.

"Away from you, Trinity," Switch answered, turning to face her. "You have been on my nerves since day one! Always complaining about this, or that, or whatever! I can't stand it, and I can't stand you! Goddamnit, Trinity, if you'd just let things go once in a while!..."

Trinity let this soak in a minute before she replied.

"So I've been annoying you, huh? I'd say I've been pretty cool about all of this, considering all the things you've kept from me! I don't even know you, Switch! Who are you?! No...I don't want to know, okay? 'Cause you're the one being stupid here. Want to know one of my secrets? Do you?! The only reason I ever pretended to like you was because you're Neo's friend, and he told me to be nice to you because he felt sorry for you!! But I don't like you, Switch, and I never have! You're pathetic! You suck!!" And with that, she stormed off in another direction. That was the last Switch saw of her...

@     @     @

Switch called on Jackson.

"Whatcha doin', kid?" He asked when he got there, rolling down his car window.

"I-um-well, I don't have any place to go," Switch admitted.

"Oh jeez, is that all?" Jackson laughed.

"What?" Switch was a bit baffled.

"Come on, kid. I got tons of guys hanging at my place," Jackson told him. "Shoot, I run a homeless shelter. Since Dragaunus showed up, I've been flying around, me and my crew, picking up everyone we can get to."

"Oh..." Switch nodded in the dim light of a nearby street lamp.

"So hop in, kid, sure you can crash with me. It's no problem at all. Say, where'd your girlfriend go?"

"She's not my girlfriend!"

"Sorry. Where'd your friend go?"

"I dunno," Switch shrugged. "She just walked off, we got into this argument."

"Don't worry, kid, she'll turn up," Jackson said, then he added, sort of under his breath, "They all do. Dead, mostly."

Switch had heard him. "Huh?"

"Oh-nevermind. We'll send some people to look for her in the morning. But for now, you're coming with me, pal."

Switch spent the nght at Jackson's place. He looked around for Trinity, hoping she just might be there, but he didn't find her. The homeless shelter was attatched to Jackson's home, and Switch had to share a room with a couple of other guys, but it wasn't a real problem. One of the guys he met was cool. He was a darker brown shade of feathers, and didn't have much hair.

"The name's Juvi," He told Switch when they started talking. "Juvi Hulio. What's yours?"

"Switch," He replied.

"Just Switch? You don't have a last name?"

"Well..." Switch paused, hesitating. He wasn't sure if he could trust Juvi. If Juvi couldn't be trusted, and somehow told the cops about him, he'd be dead. Maybe Switch was just paranoid, but you could never be too careful. 

“Gennus,” He finally answered.

“Switch Gennus, huh? That’s a different name,” Juvi commented. “I coulda sworn you were one of them L’Oranges.”

“What?” Had Juvi figured him out?

“You just look like them, that’s all,” He explained.

@     @     @

One Year Later:

“Ah-ha!” Juvi drew back the hockey stick and hit the puck as hard as he could, sending it whizzing into the net. Right past Switch.

“Yo, Gennus! Wake up, I just scored on ya again!” He yelled, circling the goal.

Switch snapped himself back to reality.

“Sorry, I was just thinking.”

“About what?” Juvi paused to jump up on his stick, and for a moment he stayed balanced in mid-air before he crash-landed onto the ice. “You can tell me, buddy,” He said as he got to his feet and dusted off.

“Nah, it’s nothing. Just this crazy dream I’ve been having. It’s stupid, Juv.”

“Okay, fine. Just pay attention, will ya? How’m I ‘sposed to know if my game is improving if my goalie won’t even try?” Juvi went back to the center line they’d drawn.

“Alright,” Switch crouched down. “Lemme see that fire, Hulio!” But he just couldn’t concentrate. Lately, Switch had been having the same dream, every night. It made him wonder...and it seemed so real. He dreamed he had found his family. An older brother, who looked exactly like him, except for he was going a bit white in the hair, had a notch on the left side of his beak, and had a patch covering his right eye. His sister was still alive, too. She was black--pitch black--with shoulder-length hair and a spot of orange under one eye. Switch always stood between them. They were all holding their weapons; his brother had a saber, his sister a dagger, and Switch with his own Katana blades. And even though the dream never suggested it, somehow Switch just knew that both were on the wrong side of the law. Then he would wake up...

“Switch!” 

Switch looked up in time to watch the puck go by him--again. Juvi threw down the stick.

“Argh! What am I gonna do with you? For the last time, would ya just come back from La La Land for one second?” Juvi sighed. “This is hopeless.”

Switch had been living at the shelter for about a year now. He’d gotten to know and trust Juvi, and Juvi trusted him. For that very reason, Switch couldn’t tell Juvi his real name. He knew Juvi would get upset, just as Trinity had, even though Switch had never lied anyway. But just the same, he valued Juvi’s friendship and he didn’t want to lose that.

“Let’s just forget it,” Switch suggested. “I don’t feel like playing much anyway.”

“Okay,” Juvi was quick to agree. “Hey, I’ll race you to the corner!” He pointed.

“You’re on! Get ready to lose, Juv!” Switch gloated. “Be ready to eat my snow! I’m gonna run you down! What do ya say to that, huh?”

“I say I’m already half-way there!” Juvi called over his shoulder. Switch looked around, finding himself alone in the empty lot.

“Hey!” He protested, and took off after Juvi, furiously pumping his arms and digging the blades of his skates into the ice. Ahead, he watched Juvi. There was no chance of catching up now, so he decided to take a short-cut. He quickly swerved into an alley, and that’s when he heard something that stopped him cold.

A series of shots went off:

Bam, bam, bam, bam, bam!

In reply to the ‘bams’ came the ‘tseew’ sound of a laser gun. Suddenly, a building nearby caught fire. Then there was a very loud ‘boom’, and somebody--a girl, he thought--screamed in pain.

Switch reached behind over his head and whipped out his Katana blades. Whatever--or whoever--the thing was, it was causing alot of trouble and had probably killed somebody as well. He knew he had to help. He dashed out from the alley, running smack into Juvi, who looked pretty shaken.

“Switch!” He cried out in relief.

“Go back to Jackson’s,” Switch told him. “I’m gonna stop it. Go, hurry!”

“But-”

“Listen, just go! I think I know what it is!”

Juvi hung back a minute, then he turned and fled towards the shelter. Switch wasted no time, turning to run down the street. He rounded the corner and suddenly saw something he’d almost forgotten--one of those robotic dragons, a Hunter Drone! It was standing erect with its back turned, obviously occupied. Switch crept up silently towards it, and without the slightest bit of warning, plunged the blades into its back, where the circuits were. It was a direct hit, and the robot was short-circuited.  It blew up, sending Switch flying. Okay, so he needed a little more experience. But come on, not bad for fifteen. As the smoke cleared, Switch spyed a twitching figure lying on the ground. It was the girl the robot had shot. Switch stepped closer. Suddenly he gasped.

“Trinity!”

“That you, Switch?” She groaned, weakly.

“Trinity,” Switch knelt by her side. “I’m sorry, Trinity, I’m so sorry. Please, try to get up!” He tried to help her up when he noticed she was bleeding, profusely, from her side. It was a gash, as long as his hand and maybe just as deep. Moaning in pain, she reached for Switch’s hand.

"Don't be sorry, Switch. It wasn't your fault. Things just happen, that's all. But now there's something I need you to do. One last thing..."

“Trinity-” He began.

“Switch,” She interrupted, “Look at me. I’m hurt bad, and I know it. I’m gonna die, Switch.” She began to cry. Every time she breathed in or spoke, more blood spurted from her side. Switch tried not to look. He began to feel sick.

“No, Trinity, we’ll get help!” He pleaded, ignoring the fact that his voice was cracking.

“Switch,” It was hard for her to speak, and in doing so she was using all her strength. "I need you to do something for me." She put something heavy into his hand.

Switch looked down, and saw the laser gun he now held.

"No! Trinity, no, please don't make me-"

"Do it, Switch. If you care about me at all, you'll end my life now. I'll die anyway, and it could take hours!" She was sobbing loudly, and Switch could tell she was in a lot of pain A tear slowly rolled down his cheek and dripped off onto Trinity's shirt, now torn and ragged, stained with her blood. She was right, he knew. But how could he shoot his friend? How? Now the tears in his eyes were flowing steadily.

"I-I can't," He choked out.

"Switch, you have to! I need you to do this for me, please! It hurts so bad right now, you have to do it! Damn it, do it, Switch!" She yelled, still crying. "This is what I want. Don't you understand?"

"Yeah," Switch answered. He was trying to hold it in, but every now and then he let a sob escape.

Trinity pointed to a place on her own head.

 "There," She whispered.

 He felt like he was caught in slow motion as he cocked the gun and pumped it, preparing for Trinity's requested shot.

"Before you do this," She said, her voice startlingly loud, "can you tell me..." She had to keep pausing to rest, "...your...your real name?"

"Th-Thaddeus," Switch tried to swallow the monstrous lump in his throat, but it only grew worse. "Thaddeus Gage L'Orange."

Trinity smiled peacefully through her tears. 

"Trinity, those things I said-I didn't mean them. You have to know this-"

"I know," She nodded. "I...said things that...weren't true, either. Switch...I don't think you're pathetic..." She smiled again, but then grimaced as the pain set in again. "Okay." She was ready.

"Oh God," Switch whispered, then he said to Trinity, "You are the bravest person I've ever, and probably ever will know."  

Then, with shaky arms, he pointed the gun to where she had pointed, turned away, squeezed his eyes shut, and just before he pulled the trigger he heard her whisper, "Goodbye, Switch." 

Tseew!

She was dead.

Switch couldn't believe what he'd just done. He slumped over onto the ground and just let go, letting the tears and the sobs and the violent shaking all come. He didn't care if anyone heard. She was dead and he'd killed her.

The Puckworld Force Cops showed up an hour later. Switch was still sobbing, heartbroken. The cops saw the gun in Switch's outstretched hand, and Trinity's lifeless body lying on the ground. They arrested him and took him to prison. He didn't get a trial. He didn't get a lawyer. What he got was a one-way ticket to a jail cell at the Force Cop station.

To Be Continued...             

