Episode 1
Prologue

Location: Unknown

The winds raged outside of the complex in the heart of an icy wasteland.  

Inside, a scientist paces its metal corridors.  He strides purposefully towards a door at the end of those corridors.  On his face is a satisfied and triumphant look.   

As he reaches his destination, he slows and pauses outside the door.  Years spent on this project: his greatest invention ever.  And it was going to bring him fame and fortune.  Not necessarily right away, he had been informed, but he could wait; after all, he had spent the last fifteen years of his life just waiting for this opportunity.  

Now his life’s goal would be attained.  The worst part of it would be over within the week.  He did not look forward to the deed, but what would come afterward was compensation enough.  

He turned the knob of the door and entered the chamber beyond.  

He gazed at his invention, almost with fatherly pride.  After all, it was going to make its creator rich, famous, and very proud.  The monstrosity spanned almost the entire width of the room, rising from the floor to the ceiling.

The scientist looked over it carefully, checking and re-checking it.  Best not to have it go wrong at the last moment.  But he steered clear of one section of it, giving it no more than a glance.  It consisted of a single chamber and a separate headpiece attached to a computer console.  

The scientist did not want to have to look at that section too often.  Doing so would give him problems.  Lots of problems.  He had seen enough of it during its creation.  Until its use, he swore not to touch or look at it.  

But enough time had been wasted already.  The machine was ready. It was time to let his superior know.  He walked to the opposite side of the chamber and activated the screen.  Almost immediately, the face of another man appeared on it.  The screen occupied the top half of the wall, and the image was so big, it almost frightened him.  

But he composed himself.  “ The machine is ready, sir.”

The man’s face on the screen contorted in what seemed like a smile, but without the joy.  Instead, it seemed to embody the very essence of evil.  

The scientist shivered.

“ Well done.”  The image’s eyes narrowed in scrutiny of the giant behind the scientist.  

“ Will it be ready for use by tomorrow?”

The scientist started in surprise and swallowed: hard.  “ So soon, sir?”

The man’s face hardened.  “ Do you have a problem with that?”  

The scientist quickly shook his head.

“ Very well.  Have it ready by then, and nothing must go wrong,” and as the scientist turned to go, he added as an afterthought: “ Oh, and I want no last minute backing out.  You have chosen your path, and there is no turning back.”

The man’s eyes bored accusingly into the scientist’s, and he gulped before cutting transmission.  

The man was right.

There was no turning back.        

Location: Avalon, space

Matrix, the newest addition to the Acolytes, lounged lazily in the control room.  Nothing interesting had happened since the day she had been recruited into the ranks.  

A pity that she had been too young then, when things had actually happened, when Magneto had actually attacked and ruled New York City, if only for a short time.  Now that was what she called happening.  

But he should have been able to keep it, instead of losing it to those humans.  “ If only I had been there, things might have gone differently…”

Yeah, and not those Acolytes.  The whole lot of them were too old now; it was a surprise that they even survived the battle that followed their attack on New York.  And most of them had not even recovered yet…  

Nah, even with them being Alpha mutants, they were all past their prime now; but the new recruits were still young, and they too, were Alpha mutants.  If it had been them there instead, things would have gone differently; but those oldies still called the shots, unfortunately…

She turned her attention to the globe on the view-screen.  It looked so beautiful from Avalon, so vulnerable and so peaceful, one could hardly imagine that there was actually a silent war going on there.  

Earth. Home.  Their home.

Vanessa Leningrad had never really known her home.  She had left New York as a child, when her parents retreated to Avalon.  She could remember little of her home planet, relying only on books and tapes that her parents had brought with them.

She regretted that Magneto had been unable to keep New York.  Maybe if he had, she might be able to see her home, and not as a “ criminal”, but as a normal person.  At least, as normal as she could get.  She really did miss her home; if only…

She was roused from her lamentations by the chirping of the computer.  She sighed as she moved towards it.  Even an incoming message was considerably more interesting than sitting around doing this useless sentry duty.  

She reached out and placed her hand on the computer, and the two merged together.  She searched the computer banks with the ease of constant practice, and quickly found the message.  Except that it was not a message: it was a live transmission.

But it was not that fact that caused her to involuntarily stiffen in her seat, nor the fact that it was from Earth.  No, it was the name of the man on the other end of the transmission, and the name of the man who was to receive it.  

Amelia Voght moved slowly through the metal corridors of Avalon.  It was quite an unusual thing for her to do, but her errand was an unusual one.  And, anyway, it gave her time to think, which she needed.  

The strange transmission had caused her great uneasiness of mind.  Judging from the sender, it was not going to be good news.  She only hoped that it would not be cause for another fight.  

Their forces, at present, were greatly weakened from the battle over New York.  The Kleinstock brothers and Uniscone were still handicapped, and though she hated to admit it, they were an important part of the team.  

There were, of course, the New Acolytes, but they were still children: inexperienced and eager.  Almost too eager.  That eagerness could get them into trouble some day.  Going with them into a battle would be suicide, even with their more experienced counterparts with them.  Although some of them were pretty promising…

In their present condition, how could they turn away any forces from Earth?  Even Magneto’s leadership would do them no good.  Any resistance would be futile.

There were times when she wondered why she continued with this, and she knew that the same question haunted all the mutants on Avalon, even Magneto himself.  This dream seemed so futile, so doomed to failure, so hopeless.  While on Earth, other mutants, and another dream, seemed to be flourishing…

It was not as if there were no other alternative.  They might still join the other side, return to Earth, and finally go home.  But Magneto would never do so, no matter how much he yearned to, and they would follow Magneto, and Magneto only.  

Amelia was strong.  But she knew that, deep inside, she was too old, too set in her ways, to ever change them, even for the sake of others.  It might not be too late for the young ones, though…

She suddenly started from her contemplation.  Without realising it, she had been standing outside her destination for quite some time now, just standing there and thinking.  She could never get used to walking, not while she could teleport; it always surprised her on how fast walking was.  She stepped up to the door and watched as they parted.

The room she entered was fairly simple: just the minimal of furniture, a lone computer terminal and a few plants for minimal aesthetic purposes.  There were no unnecessary frills; no pictures, no photographs, nothing to hint at its occupant’s past.  The room was cloaked in darkness, with only the light of far-off stars illuminating the black shroud.  

He was still there; standing at the viewing port, staring out into the vast void that was space.  But perhaps it was not space that he gazed at, but the heavenly body from which he had come from; and longed to return to.

He had been in that position every time she had come to see him, for the past few days: his red armour glinting in the Earth’s light, his white mane no longer framing a face of power and supremacy.  But instead, it was a face filled with dispirit and pain.  Pain, and loss.  

He realised her presence; that she was certain of, but he kept still, remained silent, and he waited.  

Amelia appraised him slowly.  He had been a changed man since those days; those days when he was a master indeed, when he had reigned unchallenged, untouched.  That is, until the defeat in New York.  Since then, he seemed a different man altogether; a fallen, defeated man.  

He had elected to play a waiting game, while he awaited the recovery of his Acolytes from their previous battle.  Amelia had expected him to take the waiting in his stride as time passed by, but the opposite was true.  He had fallen in, taken to being even more of a loner than before.  As if he knew that theirs was a hopeless cause, and had given up. 

Amelia hoped he had not.  Without him, the Acolytes, even Avalon, would fall apart.

Amelia decided that it was time she officially made her presence known.  “ There is an incoming message for you.” 

“ Charles?”

He voice was still the same forceful and commanding one she remembered, but was still somehow different.  She could not put her finger on it just as yet.  Then again, why had he asked? Had he been expecting a transmission from Charles?  She said nothing about it though.

“ No,” this was the disturbing part and Amelia braced herself for his possible reactions.

“ It is from the Friends of Humanity” 

The name was enough.  He turned around and faced her for the first time since she had entered.  His dark eyes bored into hers and she shrank back at the intensity of the emotion in them; at their pain.

“ I shall receive it here Amelia; alone” His voice grew stronger, without ( she realised it now) the former lack of life.

I think he’s almost back to normal, she thought wryly.  And Amelia Voght nodded and answered him.

“ Yes, Magneto.”

The door closed behind the retreating figure of Voght.  And the Master of Magnetism turned back to the viewing port; the endless, empty void  they called space.  

But it was not so empty.  For in the system of Sol, on the third planet from its star, life had evolved.  Life that was determined to survive.  

  And now that life was turning against itself, destroying each other, and in the process, destroying itself.  There used to be more enemies; different countries waging wars, having little political squabbles, but none as frightening as the battle that had been on for decades, and would most likely carry on till the end of time. 

There were the two factions, as they always had been.  It had not changed over the years.  One of the only things that escaped the ravages of time.  It was Homo Sapiens versus Homo Sapiens Superior.  The never-ending battle, driven by that, which was the basic block in the make-up of man: the need to survive.  

The Earth was so beautiful, and Magneto longed for it.  He longed to be able to return to it, on the day when its people learnt to accept differences, learnt to accept peace.  

Until then, he would be in exile, powerless against the emotions of man; never to see his home again.

“ Yes, it is a beautiful sight.”

The unexpected, yet familiar voice shocked out of his reflections.  He turned to face the man on his computer screen.

“ Agreed, Mr. Creed, but one hopes that it will stay that way.”

Magneto fixed his icy gaze on the face of Graydon Creed.  If looks could freeze, Graydon Creed would have been a block of ice.

“ I imagine Mr. Creed, that this is not a social call.” 

Creed’s eyes narrowed and looked at him searchingly, but could detect no obvious sarcasm or overt impoliteness.  Thus, partially satisfied, he continued.  

“ Quite othe contrary my dear Magneto.  This is a business call.”

His only response was a raised eyebrow form the white-mane man.  Magnus was trying his best not to be insulting, so s not to provoke his antagonist.  He could not afford it.

“ We would like you to turn yourself into the authorities, for your various crimes.”

Magneto raised the other eyebrow.  “ And that would be….?” 

“ You know who I mean, Magneto.  Us.”

Magneto  could have laughed aloud, but he restrained himself.  Who did Creed think he was dealing with?  Charles?  Magneto had not been born yesterday….  “ And if I find no reason to?”

Creed’s face was definitely smug.  In fact, he was smirking.  “ We do have means to persuade you.” And he moved aside, leaving the screen empty, to allow something in the background to be seen, a sight that made Magneto stiffen.

“ Pietro… Wanda….” 

His mind reeled.  The memories washed over him, smothering him, drowning him in them. 

His house… burning… burning… and the voice of a little girl… Anya… his little girl… Magda running… running away from him… her children… Pietro and Wanda… leaving him…” you’re not our father”…   

He had already lost Anya and Magda.  He would not lose Pietro and Wanda.  He owed that much to them.  He clenched his fist and gritted his teeth.  No, never again…

Creed moved in but stayed in a corner of the screen, so that Magneto could still see his children.  

“ So you see, we do have our methods.  And we can do other things…”

A blinding flash of light, and it faded away to show Pietro and Wanda convulsed in vigorous spasms, a blue light crackling round them.  It suddenly stopped, and they collapsed to the ground like empty sacks of flour.  

Magneto’s heart could have stopped beating then, but he recovered in time.  And when Creed moved back into view, he had calmed himself enough, so that Creed might not see how disturbed he was.  

“ Be at the Nagave Desert tomorrow, at 1300 hours.  If not…” 

No explanation was needed.  Magneto slumped slightly in defeat.  He had no choice.  Creed had won this round.  The screen winked out, along with Creed’s image.  And Magneto unclenched his fist, only to find that he had dug in so hard, his palm was bleeding.

And, oblivious to the jarring pain that it caused, he slammed that fist down on the table, and let the sound echo round the room, round the empty void that was his soul, so as to ease the greater pain that he felt deep inside.

***************

II

Location: Nevada desert

The sun beat down on the Nevada desert, and Graydon Creed smiled back triumphantly.  

He revelled in the knowledge that the final battle was his to be won, that no one could stop him.  This time, victory would be his.  And the taste of it was sweet.  

The plan was flawless.  He himself had worked out the details.  

The End of mutant-kind was at hand.

And the beauty of it was that he himself need not soil his hands, and neither would any other human.  That was unnecessary; and also, undesirable.  Nothing must come between him and the Presidential seat in the next elections.  

And right now, at this very moment, the next piece of the puzzle was headed towards him, engulfed in a crackling blue sphere of energy; gliding in his direction, looking so much the catalyst that it was going to be in the coming Armageddon…

… And Graydon Creed smiled once again, much as the devil must have smiled when he watched Adam and Eve cast out of Paradise, fully aware that he had been the cause of their misfortune…

Magneto lowered himself to the ground, bringing down his magnetic shields.

The wind caught up his cloak, billowing it around him, like a mystic figure out of some legend in the books.  His face shrouded in darkness, his red eyes burning out at the enemy standing in front of him.  

The contempt there was obvious.  As was the hatred.

Creed dismissed it.  What that criminal thought of him was unimportant; one day, humanity would thank him for his deeds.  But for now, he was willing to suffer a little lack of appreciation. 

He watched the man in front of him, smiling arrogantly.  But below the surface, he boiled with hatred and disgust at the… the mutant in front of him.  Had he been talking, he would have spat the word out.  To him, the word mutant was the filthiest word ever known to man.  

He could not remember the time when he had not hated mutants.  They had tormented him throughout his life, ever since he realised why his mother had abandoned him in the orphanage. His parents were mutants.  His parents: mutants.  But he had been spared that curse.  And abandoned because of that blessing.  From then, he had set his life’s path: to obliterate the mutant race.  

And now, he was close to his goal.

And he smiled with greater confidence at Magneto, Master of Magnetism.  The man was a significant block in the upcoming holocaust; Creed would have to play his cards rights, or place the plan in jeopardy. 

“  Well Magneto, you did come after all.”  Creed feigned surprise.  Inside though, he had known that Magneto would show up, that he would place the value of his progeny’s blood above his own; that had been the very reason why he had used them in the first place.  Success had been guaranteed to him using this method.  

But time would tell whether it was failsafe.  

Magneto neither moved nor did the expression in his eyes change.  If he was angry, his voice did not betray it; instead, it was strangely neutral.  

“  Let them go, Creed.”  Those eyes continued to burn relentlessly into Creed.  

And Creed just ignored them.  There was something else he was concerned about.  This was not at all what he had expected.  Success had been based on the gamble that Magneto would be so fretted about his children’s safety, he would throw all caution to the wind.  

But that gamble, Creed knew now, was more or less lost.  Magneto’s expression told all: he was ready to sacrifice for his children, but not to the extent of abandoning his own common sense.  Quite obviously, Magneto could not be taken by trickery or persuasion.  

But nonetheless, Creed had, to some extent, prepared for this eventuality.  One could not rely on gambles alone, could one? 

He continued with the farce.  No use making Magneto suspicious now and further complicating matters.  He did not have to do anything, his men knew what to do.

“  I do not think so, Magneto,”  his voice softened dangerously.  “  I would not have gone through all this trouble just to give you what you want the very minute you ask.”

“  Just what do you want exactly, Creed?”  

“  Just one very simple thing, to be exact…”  Creed reached inside his jacket and pulled a pair of dark glasses, putting them on.  

Then, a sudden flash of blinding white light.  For a full minute, it blanketed the whole group.  When it faded out at last, the most powerful mutant on Earth lay unconscious on the ground.  

“  … you…”

Graydon Creed smiled into the sun.  Things were going according to plan.  And he turned and walked to the plane waiting for him.  

It was time to obtain the next piece of the puzzle…

****************

Location: Over New York

An airline jet winged across the blue sky.  

From one of the small windows, a single man’s face shows.  His face was solemn, creased by the slow increasing years and the more brutal weariness that he felt.  His bald head only served to accentuate the lines on his brow, as he frowned deeply.

But his was not anger that showed.  For his eyes spoke not of frustration, but of pain and sorrow.

Pain and sorrow, because of what he was, what he fought for, and what he had lost in that great battle which had lasted a lifetime.

Charles Francis Xavier was a man of contradictions.  In the public eye, a man – a human, - who was the world’s expert on mutants, and mutant-rights activists.  A Man of Learning, and not popular to be sure, because of his ideas, but a human being all the same.  One of “Us.”  

But, as perhaps the greatest secret to ever have been kept, he led too, another life.  In that life, he was not just Charles Xavier, Ph.d, but Charles Xavier, most powerful mutant psychic on the planet, and leader of the band of mutants known as the X-men.     

 Not one of “Us”, but one of “Them.”

For all these years, it had been that way.  It was difficult to lead a double life.  With it always came the danger of being discovered, of being destroyed by the masses of untrusting, fearful, blood-lusty human beings that sought to turn back what it perceived as the oncoming wave of mutant destruction.  

And it would not be easy for a man, crippled and old as he was, to turn them away.  

No, it was not an easy life, the life he led.  

But, as he had once told an old friend so long ago, he did not yearn for an easy life.  Only a just one.  

The cities hummed below him.  It was the hum of a million minds, each a thinking human being, each mentally ‘talking’ to himself, contributing to the constant mental white noise that Charles ‘heard’ within his own mind.  

Each mind, a frightened person.  Mutant, and human alike.  Both frightened for themselves.

Petty prejudices and fear of the unknown was what kept people like him from being able to live in a society that could accept a coexistence between the two kinds: human and mutant.  Someone would have to fight the prejudice, the fear.  Someone would have to be able to see further, to see through the fear and prejudice, and find a solution.  One without bloodshed.   

That was what The Dream was about.  

A dream of peace and harmony between the two warring races.  The Dream.  His Dream. 

‘I have a dream…’ he smiled wryly.  

History repeats itself.
“ Professor.”

He sensed her approaching him, before she spoke.  He turned towards her.

“ Yes, Val.”

She sat near, but not too near, so that she would not invade his personal space.  Lately, he realised, many have been avoiding him in little ways.  Such as this. 

“ I’m done with the reporters.  But they’re not satisfied.  I think they’re tired of me by now,” she smiled a little.  “ They want you now.”

He turned back to the window.

“ I do not think that I want to see them before the talks.”

She got up.  “ I’ll tell them that.”  But she paused before leaving.  “ But Charles, I thought I’d better warn you.  You’ll be getting lots of questions on New York.  Be ready to answer them.”

The white noise of the city once against took precedence.  

New York will never go away.  They can never forget.  And I… can I ever forgive Magneto for what he did there?  He should pay for what pain he has caused.  And yet…
… Magnus.  I wonder where you are, old friend.   

The clouds below turn gray, and the wind picked up speed.  

The plane lurched a little.

“ This is your captain speaking: there will be some turbulence up ahead.  Please fasten your seat belts and remain seated for the duration that the turbulence lasts.  But don’t worry folks… after that, it’ll be clear skies ahead and no trouble at all…”

… no trouble at all.
