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The X-Men: Evolution Diaries

By Haruka

Diary 5:  Kurt


Guten Tag!  I want to register a complaint about these diaries – the covers are too hard.  When Kitty hit me with hers just now, it hurt!  I didn’t hit her back, I’m a gentleman, but I think that was completely uncalled for (okay, so I teleported into her room and tried to sneak a peek at what she wrote.  She didn’t have to get violent.)


Ach!  I haven’t even told you who ‘I’ am yet!  My name is Kurt Wagner (the ‘W’ is pronounced like a ‘V’ – it’s German), X-Men codename: Nightcrawler.  I’m a Sophomore at Bayville High, where we’ve all been given this assignment to keep diaries.  I don’t mind really – it’ll be kind of neat to have a document of my life in America, and specifically here at the Institute.


How about starting with a physical description?  I’m very slender, covered in short blue fur and I have pointy ears and yellow eyes.  I only have three fingers on each hand and two toes on each foot (all of which are longer and thicker than regular fingers and toes.)  I also have a prehensile tail that’s about three feet long.  My power is teleportation, plus I can cling to ceilings and walls and I’m very acrobatic and flexible.  I love my power, and thanks to the Professor and my friends, I’m coming to terms with the way I look.


One thing that helps with that is the amazing holographic inducer I wear like a watch.  With the flip of a switch, I can look like a regular teenage boy.  It _is_ only an illusion, but you cannot imagine how wonderful it is for me to move freely in public, without having to be covered in a hooded, floor-length cape.  The Professor should be nominated for Sainthood for giving me this blessed gift, not to mention everything else he has done for us.


I could talk about my favorite sports and interests, but that can come later.  Right now I have to talk about the kids I live with.  Not their powers, but what they’re like, because all of them are so cool, and they accept me as one of them.


Scott is our fearless leader, steadfast, reliable, focused.  Serious, boring, predictable.  Nein, I’m just kidding there.  He’s not all _that_ different from we younger kids – in fact, I’ve seen him do some very immature things (our survival camp experience comes to mind.)  Still, he _does_ have a tendency to be too serious, but that’s what _I’m_ for, to loosen him up.  I’ve never had a big brother before, and he’s the best.


Which would make Jean our big sister.  She’s beautiful and popular and always considerate of all of us.  I think Scott likes her as more than a brother.  Like me, she’s good for him.  I liven him up, and she keeps his cool.  Considering how many friends Jean has at school, I’m amazed she’s ever home, but she seems to enjoy our company as much as she does the football players and cheerleaders.  Just being friends with Jean has done wonders for my own rep!  Even if that weren’t true, I’d still love being around her.


Kitty and I have a funny relationship.  At first my looks sort of overwhelmed her, and I stupidly didn’t give her time to get used to them.  I tried showing off to impress her and it made things worse instead.  I found out how she really felt when I got hurt later, though, and she proved she could go past my unusual appearance (maybe even like it – she’s the one who started calling me Fuzzy Elf.)  Since then, we’ve been really good friends, and I stopped trying to get her to take notice of me.  I’ve never asked her out, and don’t know if I ever will – the concept of having friends is still new to me, let alone a girlfriend.  I’ll keep it mind, though, just in case.  In the meantime, we’ll just enjoy being kids together.  Kitty comes off as an airhead sometimes because of her ‘valley girl’ way of speaking, but mein Gott, is she smart!  Her mutant name should have been Superbrain or something like that.  It’s not _too_ humiliating to ask a Freshman for help with my homework, noooooo ….


Evan and I are buds.  He’s been invaluable in teaching me how to enjoy the finer points of city living (when we can actually borrow the van and go _into_ the city.)  We’re both into soccer and gymnastics, too, and he’s teaching me to be a better skateboarder (he’s the best!)  Although he doesn’t do the burger thing the way I do, we both love tacos (even Scott joins us there, although he and I are amazed by how much hot sauce Evan can stand to use on his!)  Evan takes a College English course – can you believe it?  Two Freshmen in the house, and they’re both smarter than me (well, Kitty is probably smarter than _any_ of us.)  At least they’re not stuck-up about it.  Not a lot of people realize how artistic Evan is – he can sculpt and make ceremonial masks and all kinds of cool stuff.  If he has one problem, I’d have to say it’s his life-long rivalry with Pietro Maximoff – if he got over that, he’d be better off.


Then there’s Rogue.  She’s our newest recruit into the X-Men, and the hardest to get to know (hey, she’s not called ‘Rogue’ for nothing.)  None of us even know her real name.  She’s a good listener, and has helped me sort some things out about my mother, Mystique, leader of the Brotherhood of Evil Mutants (nice, huh?)  Rogue has some ties to Mystique as well, maybe that’s why she understands how it feels to be estranged from her.  Rogue has it rough enough on her own because of her power, and that’s where _I_ can understand her.  If I’m out with my inducer turned on, I can’t touch anyone or allow them to touch me, or they’ll feel my fur or my tail, despite what they see.  It’s okay for the other X-Men who know me, but if I’m introduced to someone new, I can’t even shake their hand.  Rogue knows what that’s like, even more than I do.  She used to be pretty withdrawn and sort of hostile, but she’s coming around quickly.  I like her a lot, and I want to get closer to her.


That’s it for my fellow Institute students, the best friends a blue furball can have.  I’m going to turn my inducer on now and head over to the park with Evan for some skateboard practice (look out pedestrians!)
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