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The X-Men: Evolution Diaries

By Haruka

Diary 3: Lance


I don’t want to do this.  I shouldn’t _have_ to do this.  Diaries are for wimps, like the X-Men.  The only reason I’m doing it at all is because it counts for a big chunk of our term mark and I don’t have the kind of ace grades where I can afford to blow it off.  I’m tempted to just collapse the whole school instead, like I did part of it before.  Principal Darkholme, or Mystique, as we know her, would kill me though.  For real.


I could bring down the school because I’m Avalanche, a mutant.  My real name is Lance Alvers, but sometimes I like Avalanche better.  No last name necessary, no stupid questions about why the people I live with aren’t called Alvers, too.  It’s cause they’re my foster parents, moron!  Orphans happen, deal with it.  I’ve had to.


Not that I’m bitter or anything.


I try not to think too much about the raw deal I got by not having parents, anyway.  Who needs them?  Luckily, my foster parents don’t care none about what I do as long as they can collect that fat check from the state for giving me a place to crash.  I don’t know how the kids at that dumb Institute can stand having all those adults around telling them what to do – and they seem to like it!  Probably Baldy brainwashed them into it.


What was I talking about before this?  Oh yeah!  My being Avalanche.  My powers are great.  I can project energy waves into the ground and create genuine earthquakes, rockslides or yeah, avalanches.  I can shake thing up a little or a lot.  It’s pretty cool.


The one downside (and here’s where ol’ Lance gets another raw deal) is that my power costs me in pain.  Blinding headaches, like my skull is ripping open along with the earth.  Doesn’t seem fair when I see Pietro zipping around or Kitty Pryde walking through walls.  They ain’t feeling any pain.  We won’t talk about Fred.  His self-consciousness is as bad for him as my headaches, I think. (Ugh, I sound almost like a shrink there.  Gotta stop that.)


Don’t get me wrong – I love my power and wouldn’t want to give it up.  It’s the one advantage I have over people.  Sure be cool to lose the headaches, though.  I wondered, for a few seconds, anyway, if Baldy could see into my head and find out if that problem could be fixed – if I let him.  Can’t do it, though.  He owns the X-Men, and they’re the other side, not my side.


Kitty chose them over me.  That’s cool, I don’t care.  It’s not like I liked her for real – she’s just a kid, and I was only using her, anyway.  Just like Baldy uses her now.


Just like Mystique uses us?  I don’t know.  I think she’s being used herself.  Maybe it’s why she’s so bitchy all the time.  See there, it could be worse - I could be Nightcrawler, and then she’d be _my_ mother!  There are worse things than being an orphan.
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