Episode 3

Location: Xavier Mansion
              1407 Greymalkin Lane, Salem Center, NY, 10274

The Beast lounged on the couch, engrossed in his book.  The average man would have thought Henry P. McCoy to be some sinister monster.  Indeed, he resembled one, with blue fur covering his entire body. But even so, the glasses that sat upon his nose, and the kind, gentle look on his face, bespoke a sensitive and caring nature.  Hardly the characteristics of a monster.

The author of the book, was not anyone of any real prominence, but Hank deemed it worthy of his attention.  It presented a rather unique view of the more recent public debates on the subject of mutant persecution.

Perhaps not unique to us; but to the public that it must reach.

For once, the book did not cry out hysterically against the ' mutant criminals' who ' plagued mankind with suffering', to use the already clichéd terms.  That was one of the reasons why Hank had picked up the book in the first place.


But the most surprising thing, was that the author's arguments, his conclusions, and his propositioned methods of achieving the results, were so similar to the X-men's, that even Hank had been startled at the brute similarity.  


It was as if the book had been written by Charles Xavier himself, the founder of the X-men whose views were shared by all of them.  At least, to a certain extent in various quarters. 

To quote Samuel Johnson, ‘ Are these thy views?  Proceed illustrious youth/ And Virtue guide thee to the throne of Truth!’… The world needs more authors such as yourself, my friend, not less.

He put down the book, only to reach for another, which told of the recent breakthroughs in the field of medicine.  As a medical man, even though not in practice, he was still obliged to keep up with the times.  


" Hey, Hank... what's cooking in that furry head of yours?"


" Nothing, Bobby, is ' cooking' in my head: I am not a culinary utensil."


Robert Drake laughed at his friend's answer, before settling himself on a couch opposite.  His mouth curved in an open grin, which before long earned him the honour of Hank's suspicion.


" Is it a private joke, or am I to be allowed into it?"


" There isn't any joke, Hank.  Just relaxing, and loving every minute of it."


Bobby, better known as Iceman, picked up the television remote, and began to surf the channels.  " Sorry Hank.  Looks like there aren't any cartoons on..." he continued switching.  " Boring ( click)... stupid game shows ( click)... nah ( click)..."  


" Mon ami, you keep switchin' dem channels, you ain't gonna be watchin' nothin' today."


Beast looked up to see Remy Lebeau join them.  The man was idly shuffling a pack of cards, his red eyes reflecting what Hank could only label as boredom.  


Bobby, still surfing channels, replied a little stiffly, " It's not like there's anything to watch anyway."


" Gambit think he agree wit' you."


Relations between the two were still strained, Hank saw.  But it had nothing to do with anything external.  Hank knew that Bobby only distrusted the man.  Other than that, they usually worked well together.  But he would have to see that the slight tension did not develop into anything worse.


Further research into genetic mutations… hmmm… ‘ Surveys have shown that there has been an upward increase of genetic mutations in new-born babies by 2.1 percent from the previous 0.6.’… hmm… not too good, especially for those poor children… ‘ steps will be taken to try and curb this growing trend of genetic mutations’… oh my.  Worrisome indeed.

They were only trying to stop the inevitable.  Mutants resulted from the many human inventions, ranging from radiation to radio waves, to pesticides found in one’s food.  Any attempt to curb genetic mutations would only result in man having to give up almost a millennium’s worth of what he called progress.

He sighed.  Even medical journals today, had been caught up in the wave of anti-mutant movements.  Dr. McCoy remembered that at one time, science, had been free from the distrust and fear of the unknown.  

During that time, the Beast had able to return to being Dr. McCoy again, even with his very obvious mutation ( blue fur was difficult to hide.)  That was until the hospital that he worked in, facing pressure from anti-mutant groups, had to fire him.

‘ I try to find a pleasant path to guide/ To fairer scenes – but still they end in gloom…’ Charlotte Bront( aptly describes a mutant’s dilemma.  For myself, it would seem that I have no other course open, besides the life of an X-man.    

Caught up in his thoughts and his reading, he was deaf to the lazy bickering between his two team-mates nearby.


" ... Aw, the Prof will be fine.  Cooper's got all those guards to protect him anyway.  It's not as if she's going to let anything happen to him..."


" Mebbe you say dat.  But Gambit not so sure o' dis.  Last time de Professor went, he got it bad." 


" He can take care of himself, and he'd contact us if there was any trouble."


“ Mebbe he can, mon ami, but still, Gambit is not happy 'bout dis."

Remy shot a look at the switching channels.  “ Let the Gambit do the job: mebbe I find somethin’ good.”

Bobby shook his head.  “ I got it first.  You want it, come and get it.”

He was acting childish, but then again, Bobby had always been the ‘ class clown’ the joker, the prankster.  Fooling around, it seemed, was a essential part of his make-up.  When bored, he tended to play.  Now, he was playing.  

Gambit played along.

“ You asked for it, mon ami.”

He swiftly grabbed one card from the deck he had in his hands, and threw it towards Robert.  It glowed orange with energy from his touch.

Glancing nonchalantly at the card sailing towards him,  Bobby raised a single finger.  

From his finger, a white burst shot forward and enveloped the glowing card.  It fell heavily to the floor, encased in ice.

Iceman grinned at Gambit.  “ Tsk, tsk.  Too slow, Cajun.  You’re never gonna get anyone with that.”

Remy flashed another of his trademark smiles.  

“ Mebbe.  Mebbe not.”

He walked over and placed his hand on the chunk of ice.  His hand glowed orange for a second, then it seemed to pass the glow on to the ice block, which exploded a few seconds later.

Remy headed for the door.  

“ Nothin’ left to do here, mes ami.  The Gambit,” he bowed with a flourish, “ will take his leave.”     

Bobby turned his attention back to the television screen.  Nothing on the boob tube today... wait, what was that?

He quickly switched back to the previous channel. " Hey Hank, Gambit, look at this."


Beast looked up at the screen, to see a reporter outside of what seemed to be a debate hall.  Debate hall...?

" ... just minutes ago... glass showering down on the people inside... the abductors, masked, entered through the shattered skylight... security proved useless, with several guards helping the criminals escape... White House official Ms Valerie Cooper, was present during the abduction…"


The footage cut to that of a poker-faced Valerie Cooper. " ... we will do all in our power to find him.  The terrorists will not go unpunished for their crime..."


Then it cut back to that of the reporter. " ... meanwhile, no news of the missing Charles Xavier has been received... one thing is for sure: even with the government's security, Professor Xavier has fallen into the hands of criminals... what kind of security can we hope for ourselves...?  Rose O' Connell, NBC news, Washington D.C."


Bobby turned the set off.  He turned to face his team-mates, whose faces revealed the shock at the abduction of their mentor.  


" Merde..." Gambit cursed under his breath.


“ About time I learnt to curse in French… sounds better…”  Bobby, ever the clown, volunteered his opinion.

Hank still did not seem to have recovered from the initial shock.  Gambit punched the intercomm panel beside the doorway.


" Cyke... we gotta problem.  A real big one."      

Location: Unknown
Charles could feel himself regaining consciousness.  But it was a struggle, for in times like this, one always seemed to feel this invisible force pulling one back down into the darkness.  Much like quicksand in the jungles; Charles had come across more than one of them during his travels in his younger days.

He fought to clear his vision, which, so used to the darkness, refused to recognise light once more.  

He opened his eyes, slowly able to remember the events that had taken place prior to this moment, and felt the cool hard metal against his side.  He sat up and looked around him, surveying his surroundings.  

From the metallic surroundings and the incessant throbbing, he judged that he was in an aircraft cabin.  Most probably the one that had been hovering above the debate hall.  There was no one else in the cabin he occupied.  A doorway was the only means of entrance or exit.

He did not consider escape.  The door was most certainly locked.  At any rate, he could hardly reach it, even by dragging himself along the cabin deck.  He did not have the strength for it. 

He had been taken; he mused over that fact.  And he had been helpless to prevent it.

It was obvious, that even a man physically in his prime would not have been able to do much, not while unconscious.  But it was especially in times of crisis, that Charles Xavier was able to fully appreciate the loss he had suffered, with the crippling of his legs.  A man with legs might have run, in the very least.  But he, with his body twisted from the battle with the Shadow King, could not.

A man, unable to walk, was a very easy target.

And now, I am being taken into the unknown.
He smiled at the way he was thinking.  It sounded melodramatic, childish.  But the situation was too dangerous to allow for such luxury as childishness.

As yet, he knew nothing about where he was being taken.  Nor did he know who was taking him.  The men had given no indication as to either.  Now, he had to make the choice.  Would he learn the answer on his own, or would he wait to be told?

The aircraft lurched….

It was during such times, when he wished that he did not have such a choice.  ‘ Normal’ men did not face this question; but as a mutant, or rather, as a telepath, he did have such a choice.  And what he was considering now, he usually ruled out of the question.  But he knew that, sometimes, there was no other way.   

It was a question of ethics.  Morally, the mental rape he was considering would be wrong.  His dilemma was: does this situation warrant the use of my powers in such a manner? 

It seemed that way.  His safety, after all, was a major concern.  

Even so, I cannot do this.  It would be wrong.
The craft lurched once again…

Such an act would bring him down to the level of baseness.  Therein, lay the difference between him and the ‘ evil’ mutants.  He had morals he kept to; they did not.  They were not past using their powers to benefit themselves, while he, used his powers to benefit the world.

High and mighty though it sounded…

‘ I do not yearn for an easy life… only a just one’…
There were other ways.  Such as trying to contact his X-men.  

He had to try.

But before he could, the sudden stillness of the craft signalled a landing; and a man entered the cabin and roughly pulled him up by the arms.      

Graydon Creed was happy.  No, not happy; even ‘ happy’ failed to convey the malicious joy he felt at that moment. 

‘ Ecstatic’ was not enough either.  But it succeeded in conveying the intensity of the emotion.  

The plan had been running smoothly so far.  Going like clockwork.  It was extremely satisfactory.  This time, nothing and no one, would stand in his way.  Everything had been planned; every little detail scrutinised and worked out.  There would be nothing unexpected.  

He smiled.  Creed liked his new tactician.  The man cost a lot, but he was worth it.  The plan was foolproof.  It was the work of a genius; and it had worked marvellously.   
But that had only been one facet.  The strategy, the planning was only a part of the whole.  Now, success would depend on the other half.  The science of the Plan, would now take precedence over the strategy.

Should either fail, there would be no victory.  And all of Creed’s efforts would have been a waste.  
But it had worked so far.  And there was no reason to suppose that it would not go on working.  

But to go on with it, it was necessary to obtain the last crucial piece.  And that last piece was landing right here, right now.

The aircraft had come in smoothly, landing quietly.  And as the cargo hold opened, he prepared himself to face the man who was going to make his dream come true.

Charles Xavier came down - or rather, was carried down by two men, each supporting him by the shoulder – from the craft.  From the derisive looks on his captors’ faces, they did not enjoy their job.  He sensed that they found it a demeaning chore.
But for now, Xavier did not care about them.  He attention had been diverted to the man standing nearby, obviously awaiting them.

 Graydon Creed.  Of all people...
This man had, unknowingly, been one of his greatest enemies.  That was as the enemy of the X-men, and as leader of the Friends of Humanity, an organisation whose main goal was to destroy mutants.   As of late, it was as political adversaries, as they continuously faced each other on opposite sides of the mutant- anti- mutant debate floor.  But he did not think that Creed had gone through all this trouble just so they might conduct an intellectually stimulating discussion.

" Good afternoon, Professor.  I hope you have had a pleasant trip, although we are sorry that we were unable to provide for..." he motioned towards the guards, " ... more convenient arrangements."

The smile he wore on his face announced his triumph, though Xavier was still uncertain as to what he triumphed over.  " Why kidnap me, Creed?  I am not influential or rich.  There will be no ransom.  I do not see the logic behind this."

The smile seemed to grow wider, though that would have been impossible; Creed's muscles were already stretched to their maximum.  " Why? Do you need to ask why? I believe that you know the answer as well as I do, Professor.  You underestimate me.  Do I need money?  I have all that I could ever want."

Xavier did not understand what game this man was now playing.  Not knowing the rules, he would do best not to play at all.  Lest he endanger himself.

Graydon Creed was a dangerous man.  

" Then what do you want of me?"


“ Do you think me a fool, Xavier?”  Creed’s voice rose an octave.  “ Did you think you could keep your dirty little secret forever?  The Friends of Humanity do not consist of fools, Xavier.  We’ve done our research into your background… mutant.”

“ But we did not kill you, even though deceiving worms like you deserve it.”

“ Because we want your power, Xavier.  We wanted your power… and now we’ve got it.”

Without any warning, he punched Charles in the head.

And with that, he turned and marched out of the hanger, leaving Xavier still dazed and recovering from the blow.  But the guards would not give him time to recover; instead they dragged him after the retreating Creed.  

The blow had left Charles faint and dazed, such that he was unable to think clearly enough.  But even so, his thoughts whirled from the storm Creed had created.  How did he know that Xavier was a mutant?  Where did he learn it from?  What research had he done? Did he know of Charles’ connections with the X-men and other mutant groups? What did he mean when he said that he wanted Xavier's power?  How did he intend to get it? … All the questions plagued Charles, as he tried to ignore the headache that was coming on.


They seemed to walk for a long time.  Along endless metal corridors, with indistinguishable doors.  They turned round and round, seemingly turning corners everywhere.  Were he able to escape in the first place, he would never find his way out of this labyrinth.


Finally, Creed stopped in front of a door, unlocked it, and led them in.  


The room itself was immense, but that was nothing in comparison to the giant that dwelled within.  Machines and computers littered the room; some in every corner.  But the great monster which captured the attention of all, was the machine in the exact centre of the room, which seemed to stretch, and reach the heavens.


The machine loomed over Charles.  Instinctively, he knew that it boded ill towards him.


" Beautiful, is it not?"


Creed was looking up at it.  No, he was looking up to it.  As if it were his own personal God.  One could tell that he loved it, adored it.  Whatever it was, it meant a lot to him.


Somehow, Charles did not feel that something that meant a lot to Creed would do him any good.


Then he was led around and behind the monstrous creation.  What he saw did not seem any less monstrous.  


He saw three cells, with bars shielding them from the outside.  All three were dark, almost too dark to see anything at all.  As his eyes grew accustomed to the darkness, he was able to make out two limp figures inside the first prison.


Oh my God; Pietro and Wanda...


As he watched, one of the two figures struggled up into a slight sitting position.  The dishevelled face and hollowed, pained eyes revealed the identity of Pietro Maximoff.  His once impressive physique was reduced to nearly half its original state.  He was weak.  But not so much that he was unable to recognise those standing before him.  He acknowledged Xavier by reaching out a tortured hand to him, and his captors by shaking a defiant fist at them, before his strength gave way and he sank down again into unconsciousness.


His sister, was in no better condition.


To see the great Quicksilver and Scarlet Witch in such a pitiable condition angered Xavier.


" What did you do to them?"


Creed shrugged his shoulders nonchalantly.  " Nothing really drastic."


" They are dying," Charles told him, in a cold  and angry voice. 


Creed turned to him, his face deceivingly calm.  And before Charles realised it, he had swung a blow at his stomach.  After that, blows literally rained on Xavier from all sides, with Creed's supporters joining in, letting him slide to the floor.


He was kicked on the back and in the stomach, with someone landing a vicious blow to his head once again.  And then they stopped, with Creed smiling. " That's enough for now, boys.  We have other things in store for him."


Charles heard a metal gate being opened, and he was flung into a cell.  But not before they snapped something onto his neck.


Xavier did not move.  Maintaining silence, he heard Creed laughing.  


" Goodbye, Xavier... have a nice stay."


His mad laughter rung throughout the room, and within the cell.  Xavier, injured and angry, for once paid no attention to his conscience, and determined to strike out at his enemy.  He tried to reach out to Creed's mind, but was suddenly checked by something that prevented him from doing so.


Prevented him from reaching out at all.


He realised then, what had been snapped on his neck.  It was not a device unknown to him.  The collar prevented him from using his powers.  He was rendered helpless at the hands of Graydon Creed.  


He lay on the floor; his temple was pulsing, and blood trickled down his forehead.  He shifted a little, trying to sit up.  Then, he felt himself being supported and shifted gently towards the wall, where he was able to sit up against it.


He shifted to get a better view of this mysterious helper, but it was a while before his blurred vision cleared.


" Magnus... it's been some time."


Magneto turned away from Xavier, his face hidden by shadows.  " You could never let go, Xavier."

His eyes burned in the darkness of the cell.
