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 7: Evan


Yo, diary!  It’s me, Evan Daniels, the Dan-Man, or as the X-Men know me, Spyke!  I’m here to fill you in on me, me, me.  That’s what these things are for, right?


I’m currently the youngest member of the X-Men – is that a bummer or what?  I mean, I can’t say I’m not treated like an equal member, but being youngest means hearing Logan say stuff to the others like,  ‘Watch out for the Porcupine!’ when we go out on a mission.  He says ‘protecting’ stuff like that about Kitty, too (she’s the youngest girl) but it still makes me feel like a baby.  Okay, so maybe I’m not in _complete_ control of my power yet, but is that any reason for Scott to yell ‘HIT THE DECK!’ anytime it looks like I’m going to sneeze? (we won’t talk about how they’d probably all be shish-kabobbed if they didn’t obey him in time.)


Oh yeah, my power is rapid bone growth.  I can make them protrude through my skin, all over or just where I choose, and I’m getting better at using them as projectile weapons.  Unfortunately, sometimes they fire when I’m not trying, which is why people tend to panic when I sneeze or stretch.  I can’t live in a bubble, though, so I just do the best I can to control it and do what the Professor, Logan, and Auntie O tell me (most of the time.)


Auntie O is Ororo Munroe, AKA Storm.  She’s the greatest, a real classy lady.  She helped convince my parents to let me come to the institute, even when I resisted the idea myself for a long time.  Luckily for me she’s a mutant herself and knew all about the place so she could bring me in.  If I’d been left on my own with these spikes popping out all the time, I’m not sure what I’d have done.


I guess I can only give half the credit of my joining the X-Men to Auntie O – the other half rightfully belongs to Pietro Maximoff, even if the only thing I’d _really_ like to give him is a left hook.  Pietro and I have known each other practically forever, and although I always felt we were friends, I guess he felt differently.  I didn’t realize it until the time Auntie O was visiting and came to one of our basketball games.  That same week, Pietro revealed not only his power of speed and mutant identity of Quicksilver to me, but his true nature (can you say ‘jerk’?  I knew you could.)  He framed me for vandalism!  Can you believe it?  I ended up in jail because of him.  Luckily, in the end, my record was wiped clean and Pietro was the one in jail. Okay, so he only stayed there about five minutes, thanks to someone breaking him out, but at least _he_ still has a record.  Pietro is in the Brotherhood now, and fits right in with the other delinquents.


Me, I love being in the X-Men, because I’ve got a whole new big family with a lot of kids around my age and a lot of us have similar interests.  Kurt’s a really decent skateboarder, and is getting good at learning the moves I’m showing him.  I’m starting to teach the others to skate, too (it’s okay, Kitty, you’ll get the hang of it) and I’m learning lots of new things from all of them.  They’re really patient about putting up with my quirks, like the spontaneous-spike thing and my drinking all the milk in the fridge to build my calcium back up.  Oh sure, we fight, too, but don’t all families?  Mostly we’re there for each other, and that’s what counts.


Now to figure out how to steal Kitty’s diary so Kurt and I can Xerox it and pass it around school (just kidding!)
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