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The X-Men: Evolution Diaries

By Haruka

Diary 1: Scott


This will be the first entry in my new diary.  In all fairness, it was not my idea to write in a diary – let’s face it, it’s not a very ‘guy’ thing to do.  But at least I’m not the only one – the entire school is working on the same assignment.  The teachers aren’t going to read them, so what’s the point of this exercise?  Self-evaluation?  Or maybe just practice in writing skills.  Some people I know could use it.


Since this isn’t going to be kept or read, we can pretty much write about anything we want.  This is good, since my life and those of the kids I live with  already revolves so much around secrecy and caution.  Not that all of us _observe_ these ideals, but that’s the theory.


Okay, so what about me?  I’m Scott Summers, the eldest student at the Xavier Institute for Gifted Youngsters.  No, that isn’t the school that gave out this assignment.  We learn something different at the Institute – how to control our powers and use them to help others.  We’re mutants, every one of us, and we all have different powers.


My eyeballs pack a laser punch.  Yeah, I know, ‘ooo, laser eyes, neat!’  Maybe it would be, if I could turn it on and off.  But I can’t, so I have to hold the beams back with ruby quartz glasses or the visor I wear in my X-Men guise as Cyclops.  That’s really the only control I can physically have over my power.  Morally, I have to decide what situations warrant the release of that deadly energy that cuts through nearly everything (except ruby quartz.)  As I’m also being groomed by Professor Charles Xavier to lead the young X-Men in the field, the use of _their_ powers can also be a moral decision for me, if forced to order them to use them.


The X-Men aren’t just a mini-army under my command – they’re my friends.  Jean has been here almost as long as I have.  She’s absolutely stunning, smart, sensitive, funny, very cool, and a great partner to have in the field.  For a long time, she’s been like a sister to me (with all the teasing that goes with it), but now I’m thinking if I ever get my nerve up, maybe she’ll someday be a partner on a different level.  Her power is two-fold – she’s a telepath like the Professor, although admittedly not as strong as him (yet).  She also has the power of telekinesis, which has come in handy more than once in battle.  She doesn’t use her mind-reading ability frivolously, but sometimes I wonder if my new  feelings for her have leaked in around those self-imposed limitations.  I’m not sure if I hope or fear that possibility, although I guess it would take the pressure of having to come out and tell her off me.


Maybe she thinks I’m too serious.  I’ve been accused of that before, by Kurt, our resident Nightcrawler.  Kurt doesn’t know the meaning of the word ‘serious’, except where it pertains to me, but Jean isn’t Kurt, and I’d like to think she understands me a little more.  Even the most well-intentioned telepath is bound to have more of a ‘sense’ of people than the rest of us, I think.  I just hope she likes what she senses in me lately.  Maybe even enough to stop hanging around that football-brained jerk she likes.


Heh, I just re-read everything I wrote and realized how much I’m talking about Jean.  That wasn’t my intention here, but I guess it goes to show how highly I think of her.  My next entry will probably be all about Charles, and how he’s like a father to me.  I think I’ll always be happy as long as he and Jean are part of my life, even if I _am_ forced to see the world through rose-coloured glasses.
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