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The X-Men: Evolution Diaries

By Haruka

Diary 6: Fred


This is a dumb assignment.  What’s the point of writing if no one’s gonna read it?  It’s a waste of ink, paper and my time.  Lance says he can’t afford to blow off this project cause of his grades.  Same here, I guess.  So I’ll write stuff as I think of it, and maybe when I run outta stuff, I’ll fill up pages copying outta the dictionary or something.


Okay, so what’s the first thing to come to mind?  I’m hungry.  I’m almost always hungry – it’s a side effect of my power.  My body craves food energy the way that kid Evan’s body craves calcium.  He loses it when he makes his spikes.  I use up food energy just by moving around, cause I’m so big.  That’s why I call myself The Blob.


My real name’s Fred Dukes.  My few friends call me Freddy.  Meaner kids call me other names, but usually only once.  I’m real strong, almost stronger than anybody.  I can lift cars and throw them, pull out main supports from under buildings and bring them down nearly as fast as Lance can.


Lance is one of my friends.  He’s a good-looking guy.  So is Pietro, another of our group.  I don’t think either of them know exactly what it’s like for me and Todd.  We _look_ like mutants, but they don’t.  Maybe that blue-furred thing with the X-Men understands sometimes, but even _he_ has a watch-thingie that can hide his freaky looks.


There was a time when I came real close to having a girlfriend.  I was supposed to go out with Jean Grey, a real pretty Junior like me (the Junior part, not the pretty part.)  But she copped out at the last minute.  Should have known better than to take up with an X-Man member, even if I didn’t know she was an X-Man at the time.  I got more important stuff to do than worry about girls, anyhow.


You know what, though?  It’s kinda sad when you think the only girl in our group is Mystique, and thanks to her shape-changing, she’s not even a girl half the time.  We’re in serious need of new blood in the Brotherhood, especially since there are so many X-Men!


I like my friends okay, though.  At least they don’t laugh at me.  I get real upset when people laugh at me.


I’m still hungry.  Wonder if any of the guys wanna go out for pizza.  And burgers.  And tacos.


I think Pietro just came in to borrow a pen.  He came and went so fast I’m not sure, but the pen’s gone.  I can’t even imagine moving that fast, but then Pietro is real thin.  Skinny people can move around easier.  Big people make it tougher for them by taking up the space they wanna move in (har har!)


I guess I talk about size a lot.  Well, whaddya expect, it’s a big part of my life (and that’s no pun.)  It’s not _all_ of my life, though, at least I’m trying not to let it be.  I’m not just The Blob, I’m Fred, too.  Okay, Fred is as big as Blob, but he’s got other interests besides throwing his weight around and eating.  Really.  He does.
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