Episode 4

Location: Israeli Desert

Time: 1950s

The stark white hospital building rose out of the Israeli sands: a piece of the modern world set against the ancient biblical skyline.  The air was hot, still.  There was no breeze to stir the sands; there was only a pervading sense of peace, until it was broken by the approach of a small fast-moving red cloud.

The jeep that Charles Francis Xavier, M.D. drove kicked up the silent red sands, and its roar would not permit Charles to appreciate the grand silent beauty of the desert spread before his eyes.

He felt a sense of disappointment.

To think that these sands have been here from the very beginning, through the time when Moses led the people of Israel out of Egypt, all the way to…

If only the sands could speak.  They would answer many questions, many mysteries…

Charles Xavier, in his twenties, was a romantic.  

But he appreciated the desert, for another reason as well.  

Ever since his early youth, when he had discovered his ‘ gift’ of bridging the gap between men’s minds, he had found it difficult to control his growing power.  Minds would be read, without intention; other minds would intrude upon his own, without any intention.  He had begun to forget what it was like, to have his mind to himself – to be alone.   

But in the desert, even with the roar of the jeep’s engine intruding upon his ears, he had felt, for the first time in many long years… peace.  

It was a precious feeling.  

Every day of his life, he faced the constant white noise of nearly a million minds intruding upon his own; ‘ heard’ their thoughts.  It resembled the hum of a large crowd talking.  It taxed him to ignore it, made him edgy and tense.

In the desert, that edginess faded.  He was alone again.  And there was a silent peace in his mind.  

He began to relax.  

He promised himself that he would allow himself to experience this feeling more often.  He would come out into the desert more often from now on.  For him, it would always be the oasis of peace in an ongoing war.  He would come often.  Alone perhaps.

Or perhaps, with someone else.

The hospital building loomed before him, and he stopped his vehicle just outside its entrance.  A man who had been waiting on the steps came down to greet the newcomer.

“ Dr. Xavier.  You’ve finally arrived,” he extended a hand.  “ I’m Dr. Miles Manson; the one who invited you here in the first place.”  Charles took the proffered hand, and Manson shook it quickly and let go.  

“ You know your job, Xavier.  You’re a new doctor, and you’ll be treated as such.  But you have one priority patient, and if anything happens to her, you drop everything and go to her, understood?”  Charles nodded and turned to unload his bags, but was arrested by Manson next remark.

“ And Xavier… you’re being paid extremely well, so I expect good work from you. Damned good work.”

“ Understood.”  Charles found the man’s attitude to be cold, business-like.  He could sense it, with or without his ‘ special ability’.  Manson did not conceal his emotions well.  And Charles felt his own coolness setting in.  

“ Well, come along then: I’ll have to show you your living quarters and your office.  There’s work to be done, and you aren’t going to get it done standing around like this.”

Manson left Charles with his own luggage, and swiftly led the way up and disappeared into the Civilian Hospital for War Victims, as the hospital was known.

Charles struggled with his several bags of no small weight, trying to match the good doctor’s pace.  He failed to do so.  He made his way up the steps slowly, a comical balancing act, and found his superior chatting merrily with a handsome nurse at the receptionist’s counter.

Their talk died when they saw him.  A veil fell over the warm and casual atmosphere that had preceded his arrival.  Replacing it, was a smug look of superiority on their faces.  Theirs was not the look of knowledge of any physical or mental superiority on their parts; rather it was the look that one gave to newcomers.  The smug assurance that the ‘ tenderfeet’ were definitely inferior in some obscure yet significant way.

For any normal man, the look would have been enough to make him uncomfortable.  

For Charles, who did not have to guess at men’s feelings and thoughts, but rather, knew them, it was truly embarrassing.  

“ Hurry up, Xavier.  I don’t have all day,” Manson - Charles judged it as characteristically now – did not bother to hide his impatience with any form of graciousness.  Charles attempted to ask the nurse to help him with his bags.  But she, anticipating his request, walked away before he could say a word.

He resented the lack of respect he had received so far.  

He had come to Israel, hoping to forget what had passed before, in the earlier part of the war.  Staying in the war camps had made him think of that day… the day he had returned from the battlefields, wounded and still in recovery.  The day Moira had written to him, to break off their engagement.

He wanted to get away from the camps that reminded him of that day… of his heartbreak.  So he had come to Israel.  He had hoped to start anew, with new friends, and perhaps, new love.  But it seemed that, he was not welcome here either.  He would be a ‘ freshman’, and would be at the butt of the ‘ old guard’s’ scorn.  

He felt hurt, and resentful.  As if out of defiance, he accosted another passing member of the staff.  The man was also a doctor, about Charles’ age, with violently red eyes.  

“ Excuse me, sir, but could you help me with my baggage?”

Manson cleared his throat loudly, glaring at the new doctor in their midst.  “ I’m sure Dr. Lensherr is engaged at the moment, and we wouldn’t want to presume upon his time…” He shot the doctor a warning look.  

Charles sensed that this man was not an accepted member of the ‘ old guard’.  

Another new doctor, such as I am.

Curiously enough, Dr. Lensherr seemed in no hurry to obey the whims of his superior.  Instead, he looked Xavier up and down, as if sizing him up.  He then turned his gaze upon Manson.  His face held no expression, but Charles sensed that there was no love lost between these two men.

“ I have no appointment at the moment, and I would be honored to assist Mister – ”

“ Doctor… Dr. Charles Xavier.”

“ – Dr. Xavier with his bags.”

With that he picked up two of Charles’ suitcases and politely waited for Manson to move off.  Manson did just that, but not without glaring at Lensherr one more time.

Charles moved alongside Lensherr.  He sensed that the man’s politeness was merely a cover for something… and that something was greater than just simple resentment towards an irritating boss.  This man, he sensed, is far more complex than what he shows on the surface. 

He wished to probe deeper.  At other times, with other people, he very likely would have.  But with this man, he hesitated.

This was the first man, so far, who had shown no hostility or coldness towards him.  And he did not wish to probe his mind, and rob him of his privacy. 

For some obscure reason, he liked this man.  

And as they walked side by side, some distance apart, he sensed that Lensherr too, felt the same way.

And, for some reason, he took comfort in that fact.         

Location: Xavier Mansion

              1407 Greymalkin Lane, Salem Centre, NY, 10274
There was an emergency meeting to be held in the War Room.  The X-men grudgingly gave up their relaxation time, “ to listen to our great and wise leader lecture us on the fine art of relaxation, without burning the Mansion down,” as it was so put by Archangel.  

Of course, Warren had not known the true reason that Cyclops had called the meeting.  But still, Rogue found the remark amusing, and the two of them entered the War Room, along with Storm, to face the grave faces of their teammates.

Rogue was slightly disconcerted to see the usually mischievous Iceman and Gambit so serious.  However, she did not allow it to bother her, and attempt the ease the atmosphere with her trademark charm.

“ Well, looks like ya’ll’ve been waitin’ here for some time.  But why the gloomy faces?”

Wolverine from across the table growled at her.  

“ ’Cept for ol’ grouch-man over there; he’s always got that look.”

Cyclops looked at her, and though she could not see his eyes through the visor he wore, there was something about the way he was looking at her that made her understand that her well-meaning banter, no matter how well-meant, was not welcome here.  

She sat down.  Storm took the place next to Cyclops, as was her right as second-in-command.  Archangel chose the seat next to Wolverine.  He did not like company.  And neither did Logan.  They suited each other well, but they never believed it when told.  

Cyclops looked round the table, the red crystal of his visor glinting in the bright lighting.  Not everyone’s here yet…
He ticked the names off in his mind.  
Beast, Bobby, Storm, Rogue, Gambit, Wolverine, Warren… Oh.

“ Has anyone seen… ”

The door to the War Room slid open, and a young girl of seventeen rushed in, looking flustered and embarrassed.  Her yellow coat looked like it had been put on in a hurry, and her shoelaces had not been tied properly.

“… Jubilee.” He ended his sentence as a reprimand, rather than as a question.  

Jubilee blushed and tried to come up with an excuse.  “ I… uh… was kinda like… sleeping… and I didn’t hear the buzz…”

Cyclops sighed.  Teenagers nowadays… He heard a soft chuckle in his mind.  Jean…
Jean Grey swivelled round to face him.  “ Don’t worry Scott.  I’m sure Jubilee will not be late again…” *… after all, she’s been trying since her very first day here.*
Her wry humour came close to making him smile.  But the gravity of the situation was such that he could not.  

“ All right, Jubilee.  Just try not to be late anymore…” she nodded and ducked under the table to tie her shoelaces.  “ At any rate, the situation today is serious.  I don’t know how many of you saw the news today…”  Some faces looked blank.  

They will know soon enough…

“ The problem is that…”  he hesitated to say this, and he felt his voice choke a little.  “… that the Professor’s… been kidnapped.”

“ What?!”

Those were the voices of Storm, Rogue, Wolverine, Jean, Jubilee, and Archangel.  They had not known before this.  The others, were the ones who had notified Scott.  They turned their faces down to the ground, unwilling to face the questioning eyes of their teammates.  

“ What happened?” Storm spoke, and startled Cyclops.  He suddenly realised that he had been lost in his own thoughts for a moment.  

“ We do not know the exact details.  But Cooper was there when it happened.  She’ll be able to tell us what happened.” 

He saw Jean gazing worriedly at him.  He knew that, of all the X-men, she was probably the most worried about the Professor.  She was, after all, the closest to him in the team.  Scott had wanted to tell her earlier; but had decided against it.  He had wanted her to enjoy what was left of her day of relaxation while he and Beast confirmed the situation.

* Scott… why didn’t you tell me?*  
He had not wanted to face her.  He hoped she would understand.  

“ Jean, I want you to try Cerebro.”

It was an order, not a request, but she nodded.  

“ Let’s try it then.  There’s a greater chance of our finding him if we try it now.”  But Jean had not waited for him to finish his sentence.  

She reached above her head for the strange-looking helmet.  This was the telepathic interface to Cerebro, the brainchild of Xavier himself.  With the new Shi’ar technology, Cerebro had become far more sophisticated than when it had first been created.  But its purpose had remained the same. 

For today, its purpose would be to track the whereabouts of the greatest telepathic mind on the earth: the telepathic mind of Professor X. 

Scott turned to the rest of the team.  “ Unless Jean can locate the whereabouts of the Professor, we can only wait for Cooper’s contact.”

The entire team looked worried.  And Scott could not blame them.  Xavier was an important figure in their lives.   To some, he was a mentor; to others, a friend; to still others, a saviour; and to a few, such as Cyclops himself and Jean, he had been the father they had never had. 

More than anything else, he provided the X-men with a goal in life; a dream for which to commit their lives… and a home where they, outcasts of society, were welcome.  Without him… Cyclops hesitated to think of where fate might have led them.  

While Jean searched for the Professor, there was little choice for everyone, but to wait.  Scott watched them fidget.   Nervous energy had to be released, and the X-men, were masters of this very specialised trade.  

Bobby built an ice-castle on the table. Archangel – Warren - stood up to stretch his metal wings, careful not to slice through any of the delicate equipment in the Room. Gambit flirted with Rogue; Beast occupied himself with fixing some damaged equipment. Wolverine was talking to a tensed and highly- strung Jubilee… “ … Kid, it’s too dangerous out there…”

Only Storm seemed to be the calm in the middle of this hurricane of action.  Scott smiled to himself.  That description was ironic, considering her codename.  

He shot a look at Jean.  Her eyes were shut, her concentration focused.  

He hoped she would find the Professor soon.  

Waiting, in a situation such as this, was intolerable.         

Location: Washington D.C.
Colonel Diaz walked along a lonely street.  

The picture was one of poverty – dismal and grey.  All around, the predominant colour was that of grey.  The buildings were covered in a sooty film, the paint on the walls had faded.  The pavement was made up of grey slabs, the black of the roads faded to a lighter, greyish tone.  

The wind stirred the littered paper and leaves on the ground.  

It was a sad, desolate place.  

Diaz hated scenes like this.  It reminded him of Cuba.  He missed, instead, his Miami home: with his father, mother, and sisters, and the neighbours always ready to lend a hand to fellow Cuban.  

Here, in Washington, the people on the streets were always ready with some racist remark.  And the drab greyness depressed him.  Where were the colours, the sun and sand, the beautiful sunsets of Miami?  

America… Great America…  What happened to the loveliness that drove us Cubans to come here in the first place?

He hated having to live here.  He wished to return to Miami.  But until his job required him to leave, he would have to remain.  

He turned to open the door to his apartment.  

Struggling with the key, he saw a kid coming down the street on his skateboard.  The teen lost control of his board, and went hurtling towards a lamppost.  Then, suddenly, as he was about to hit the post, his entire body seemed to flicker, and he appeared on the other side of the post, safe from any harm.  

The kid looked around, a scared look on his face.  He saw Diaz staring at him, and, his face contorted in fear, grabbed his skateboard and ran into a dark alley, hiding his face.  

Damned mutant kid… Diaz had half a mind to go after him and put him down.  But he remembered that he had no weapon anymore. And anyway, after today, it would matter no more.  The kid would cause no more trouble.

He dropped the idea, and entered his apartment. 

His room was as drab and plain as the street that it was located on.  There were no frills, no decorations.  It was a reminder of Diaz’s military background.  Functionality, simplicity, and practicality above all else.  

He went over to the computer in the corner.  And turned it on. 

He wanted to contact someone.  But it took him some time, before he got through.  

Graydon Creed’s face appeared on the screen.  

“ Miguel… congratulations on the success of your mission.  You have served this cause well.”

“ Thank you, sir.”

“ Your reward will be forthcoming… as well as your promotion to the board.”

“ Thank you, sir.”  This was what he had wanted for a long time. 

“ Then I shall see you again at the next General Meeting.  Your contribution to the success of the Plan, I shall say again, will be remembered in history.”

“ Thank you, sir.  Good day, sir.”

The screen blinked, and Creed was gone.  

Diaz got up from the computer and went to the kitchen.

All that work today had made him hungry…      

