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The X-Men: Evolution Diaries

By Haruka

Diary 8:  Pietro


Oh yay, another assignment designed to turn the brains of schoolkids into congealing oatmeal.  Fortunately, that’ll never happen to me – my brain moves too fast.


I’m Quicksilver, Pietro Maximoff, and I live life in the fast lane.  I can’t help it, my mutant power is speed, and hey, I love it!  I can run faster than the speed of light, leaving windblown destruction in my wake.  I can think faster than normal people, too.  It doesn’t mean I’m smarter (don’t tell anyone I admitted that) but my thought processes just move faster.  What do you expect when your heart beats 28 times a second?  Even writing this diary my hand’s flying across the page but the handwriting is perfect.  Wait’ll next year when I learn how to type – I’ll break all the speed records for that (and probably a few keyboards, too!)


I’ve never been shy about showing off my power.  I love being able to run circles (literally) around the X-Men.  If I can just find a way to keep Jean Grey from lifting my feet off the ground, I’ll have it made.


Do I like being in the Brotherhood?  Sure, why not?  Whatever gives me kicks – that’s what I’ll go for.  That’s one reason why I’ll never be in the X-Men.  They are _way_ too goody-goody, and life as one of the good guys cannot possibly be as fun as when you have no rules and no adults butting in.


Okay, there is one thing that bugs me about the Brotherhood.  Not the guys, they’re cool.  It’s my father, Eric Lensherr, or Magneto, as he’s more widely known.  He broke me out of jail after things messed up with Evan Daniels.  Just bent the metal bars and out I came.  But since then, not much of anything.  Oh, he’s there, watching everything that goes on, but the only time he steps in is if he wants something from us.  


Don’t get me wrong – it’s not like I miss having my ‘daddy’ around.  I’m an independent guy.  I’ll hang out with Lance, Freddy, and Todd - I like that fine.  None of them care about having parents around, either.  But sometimes I think they feel sorry for me, because my father _is_ nearby, sanctioning our activities in relative silence, but never comes near me unless it benefits him.  I wouldn’t say it out loud or anything (mostly because you never know when he’ll overhear you), but maybe they’ve got a point, and my father _could_ be doing more for me other than busting me out of the clink.  At least food money would be nice, and maybe paying a couple of bills so they won’t turn the water off on us.  It’s not like he doesn’t have it.


Still, I can’t control my father, so I try not to think about it.  I’d rather think about how best to aggravate the X-Men.  That’s way more fun, and fun is my life.


Hey, I think this crummy pen of Freddy’s is starting to run out.  Better make this fast (ha ha, I crack me up!)


I’ve got a great idea.  I’m gonna end this here and zip over to the Institute with Todd and see how much fun we can have (and trouble we can cause) before the security systems kick in.  Quicksilver, signing off!
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