Author’s Note:  Some things might be altered so please don’t consider this fic to be perfectly canon.  

The X-Men: Evolution Diaries

By Haruka

Diary 2:  Jean


Dear Diary,


It’s been a long time, hasn’t it?  I used to keep a diary when I was Kitty’s age, but it got too confusing sorting out my thoughts from the ones that bombarded me from outside sources.  I’m ready to begin again, I think.  Forget that this is a school assignment and I have no choice. (

Okay, so since my last diary entry Jean Grey is still my one and only name (unless you count Lance Alvers calling me ‘Red’. -_-;)  Funny how I’m the only one of the X-Men with no cool codename.  Just the opposite of Rogue, who goes by her codename all the time.  If she remembers her real name, she’s never shared it with us.


My mutant powers of telepathy and telekinesis have become much, much more controllable in the past couple of years.  Charles Xavier has been integral to my learning how to handle it.  He has been my personal tutor in telepathy (what an honour to learn from the world’s greatest telepath himself!) and a most welcome guide in focusing my telekinesis as well.  Best of all, he’s been a second father to me.  I love him dearly, and I believe in his dream for all mutants and humans.


I believe in Scott Summers, too.  He’s uptight and too serious for one so young, but he’s becoming a good leader, bit by bit.  He and I have been like siblings for so long and admittedly I still have fun teasing him, but lately I’ve felt things might be changing.  Stuff I used to do or say as a matter of course makes him blush now, and I like seeing it.  Of course I _could_ read his mind and put an end to these new questions, but I’m desperately fighting that temptation.  Here’s hoping I succeed. ;)


Don’t get me wrong, I haven’t been sitting around like a wallflower, waiting for Mr. Scott Summers to wake up and smell the coffee!  I have a very active social life, thank you.  I’ve had a lot of not-serious-but-fun dates, including a member of the football team, and I have my share of friends at school.  Unfortunately, some enemies, too.  They’re enemies shared by the other kids at the Institute, and I know the Professor hopes one day we’ll all be on the same team.  Maybe if he allowed me to brainwash them – oh no, I can’t believe I wrote that down!  I shouldn’t even think such a thing – forget I said it, okay?  @_@;


Oops, I’ll have to pick this up again later – the Professor just sent me a mind-message and I have to go see him (hope he doesn’t suspect what I was thinking just now.)
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