
A Matter of Fact: part 4

March 27, 2007. Prince George, BC

Mike Williamson sat with his head sunk upon his hands, his eyes searching the faces of the others seated at the table; each participant reflected the same worry and anxiety he was feeling as they met in the Care Centre’s conference room, Mike had sought out each one of Cameron’s valued friends, to help him decide how best to help Cameron. Cameron currently was incapacitated and sedated in Intensive Care Unit at the Hospital awaiting his decision. She had succumbed to severe pain resulting from her transgendered condition: the male organs having begun to develop and assert themselves as Doctor Russel had cautioned, however Cameron’s body was too fragile and had not recovered enough from the debilitating effects from her coma making an operation very risky, It had been hoped that given time Cameron would have had been able to gain strength and developed physically enough in her recovery – as well have grown a little older and bigger to permit an easy transition which the doctors had recommended before a corrective surgery would be attempted. This was the dilemma being discussed since the situation had become life threatening: ready or not it looked like it had to happen now! the final decision fell upon Mike as guardian, but he was thankful all had readily joined him.

Mike valued the thoughts and concerns raised by all at the table, the shed tears a testament to the impact that the young girl had had upon everyone in the short time she was a part of their lives; Could the frail girl withstand a surgery, let alone handle the emotional and psychological strain a forced gender change would bring? That was the burden each was struggling with.

Joan: Cameron’s psychologist, was asked to join those gathered to bring insight into Cameron’s mental health, Joan’s assessment was that while the girl was indeed physically small she had a strength of spirit surpassing those of far greater years, certainly she was still working through her grief – the loss of her family being an emotional rollercoaster, but she was moving forward: exhibiting courage, determination, and an uncommon resilience for such a young person. From discussions during their sessions Cameron had only just begun to work through the challenge of becoming a boy, and while not embracing the transition - had not resisted its necessity. All in the room being relieved hearing a positive report - especially Mike.

The call to Doctor Russell providing consent to proceed with the reassignment surgery was made after receiving the consent of all those who had Cameron’s wellbeing at heart.

March 29, 2007. PG General Hospital

The surgery had been squeezed into the operating theatres schedule and slated to start at 10:00 pm; estimated to take 5 hours. Dr. Russell exited from surgery at 4:00 am to let the weary waiting room occupants hear that it had been successful. The Recovery room in Intensive Care Cameron was placed into was private however not quiet, the nurses station across the hall being a hub of activity. Cameron was constantly monitored, the anesthetic used in the operation would take several hours to ebb, however a vigil had been established between members of Cameron’s new family with each taking a turn to watch over her – him; all caught themselves using an improper noun and could only imagine how sensitive Cameron might become to the gender switch.

Cameron first stirred that afternoon: during Grace’s watch, Cameron groggily looked over to see Grace – a smile forming weakly on the youth’s colourless face, Grace tenderly held Cameron’s hand till he calmly slid back asleep.

March 30, 2007. PG General Hospital

Cameron laughed at the joke told by the middle-aged man sporting a bronze suntan with bright blue eyes and sandy blonde hair, he sat across from Cameron, two benches had been arranged to face each other to permit talking as the passengers casually watched the landscape outside the window pass by, his anecdote had been about naming his ranch “Passing Wind” which bespoke how deeply he cared for his business of wind farming, the mans wife sat beside Cameron; her beauty not having faded from her youth as the long black tresses of hair floated over her shoulders - she chuckled along with the tale being told but hints of an ongoing feud over the implications such a name presented carried in the undercurrents. An exceptionally attractive young woman sat kitty-corner - occasionally sneaking a glance at Cameron: her emerald green eyes looking right through his soul, her sculpted face with high cheek bones and pert upturned nose was framed by raven hair obviously a gift from her mother. Each brief moment of eye contact felt like absolute terror combined with the highest elation: Cameron was warring over the urge to flee and the insatiable desire to look once more into those beautiful eyes. The girl shyly commented “Daddy can’t wait to get back to ‘Passing Wind’” to which her father quickly slid in “Who said I ever stopped” eliciting a groan from his wife and laughter from all others in the little party.

Cameron begrudgingly opened his eyes: yet another dream to dissect! there had been a disturbing series of dreams which might just have been the result of the sedatives - or maybe more glimpses into future events, only time would tell.

Yesterday Cameron had shaken the anesthetic’s effects, and while being as hungry as a bear coming out of hibernation, had to wait until today to eat solid food. Mike had been in conversation with a nurse when Cameron squeaked out a “Hello”.

“You’re up! I’ll let Dr. Russell know” stated the nurse who then left the room.

Mike Williamson sat on the edge of the bed and asked “How are you feeling?”

“Starving, and my mouth feels like I’ve been eating paste”

“There’s some water here for you, and breakfast is coming. Do you know what’s happened?”

“I’ve pieced it together, sorry about giving you a scare”

“I … We had to make sure you would be okay” Mike managed to say with a shake in his voice

“I know, and thank you” intoned Cameron, motioning Mike into a hug, which didn’t part for a long time as Cameron let a couple sniffles escape.

“It’s okay to cry” comforted Mike holding tight.

“Men don’t cry” sighed Cameron.

“Of course we do, we just like saving it for special occasions: and this counts – so go ahead”

Cameron’s tears didn’t come as a raging torrent, just a slow steady stream as pent-up emotions burst the dam, being held was a comfort and relief. Cameron so desperately wanted to hear Mom say ‘she was going to be okay’ as she always did no matter what Cameron’s problem might be, but Mom wasn’t there and that void was as big a hurt as the fresh physical scars. Cameron replayed in her mind the many times her mother had held her tight – those memories helped, and reminded Cameron that love might have been lost but was found in the hearts of friends.

∞ ∞ ∞

Grace and Marcus stopped by early in the evening to cheer up the youth who was bedridden, the child had been kept busy once the Hospital staff discovered Cameron was back: doctors began bringing patients in for Cameron to make examinations, and who in mere seconds could detail a physical ailment – however, Cameron did not volunteer to heal anyone; understanding the need to be discrete and didn’t think it wise to possibly take energy away from ‘his’ own healing.

Grace had brought the laptop, a not so coy hint that Cameron needed to get back into school work, a comment about Grace being a slave driver was delivered and laughed at, since it was Cameron that was most conscientious about devoting time and effort to the ‘books’ and needed very little prompting to keep working at it.

Grace sat on the bed close to Cameron holding his hand “How do you feel?” was compassionately asked as pleading eyes looked for truth.

Cameron’s face was solemn “I hurt” was the loaded response as the physical, emotional, and psychological pain was evident upon the youth.

Grace bent down and gently kissed his forehead while Marcus put his hand on Cameron’s shoulder “we’re here for you” they said in unison.

The evening was spent in quiet conversation to allow Cameron some rest, before leaving Marcus asked if there was anything that Cameron needed, a shy question was asked: “The men in my family are terrible singers, of which I now seem to have joined the ranks … could you teach me?” Marcus agreed to take him on as a pupil.

April 3, 2007

Dr. Russell finished the examination, amazed at how quickly Cameron had healed after the surgery - along with no complications, of course Cameron’s ministrations aided the recovery greatly. The doctor took some time to provide Cameron details on what the research scientists looking into the toxins effects had been able to discover: findings firmly establishing that the bullets chemicals caused gender related issues in laboratory testing if you could get past the 99.8 percent mortality rate, providing further ‘ammunition’ in the mediation negotiations Mike was undertaking. The really good news was Cameron could be released back to the Care Centre that afternoon, Dr. Kathy would handle all further check-ups, Cameron thanked the doctor; reaching up from his wheelchair to shake the surgeons hand.

∞ ∞ ∞

Farewells to the hospitals doctors and nurses was heartfelt, and as Grace was pushing Cameron through the Hospital entrance, a woman called out “Wait”.

“Your Cameron aren’t you?” asked the vaguely familiar lady

“Yes” was the tentative reply

“I’m Eric’s Mom, you met him before a medical appointment”

“Oh yes, little boy that loves dinosaurs” remarked Cameron, recalling the brief encounter “how is he?”

“Sadly he died two weeks ago” a comment that obviously shook the woman and made Cameron gasp in grief “He wanted me to give you something” she dug into her purse, and brought out a small T-Rex keychain “He wasn’t expected to live more than a couple days when you two met, somehow he recovered enough to be able to fulfill his dream – visiting the Dinosaur Museum in Alberta, he bought this for you; to say ‘Thank You’, and asked me to make sure you got it”

Tears escaped and tracked paths down Cameron’s face as he graciously accepted the gift and expressed sincere regrets over the boys passing, Grace gave the woman a hug saying how sorry she was.

The ladies underlying curiosity needing satiating, “How did you manage to help Eric?”

“I don’t really know, only that I asked his body to fight the cancer … I just wanted to help him”

“You did! Thank you”

Cameron was sorrowful for the next while holding the little T-Rex memorial tightly, Grace left some room for Cameron to ponder the exchange as the handibus pulled up in front of RCMP headquarters, Cameron’s wheelchair was being unloaded when it dawned upon him they had not arrived at the Centre.

“What are we doing here? I gave statements to the police in Hospital” asked a confused Cameron

“The RCMP suggested a meeting when you got out” was Graces reply.

At the entrance to the RCMP station, an officer met them as an escort to a meeting space. Seated in the room was Mike Williamson along with 2 other men. Mike introduced them as Ray Martin and John Bastain: identifying each as members of the RCMP Special Investigation’s Team.

Ray started off “Cameron, we believe it won’t be safe having you return to the Care Centre, the assassination attempts mean it’s a known location for you. The RCMP think placing you someplace secure; under protective custody, is the best way to keep you safe”

John added “Your still on a hit list, the price has risen substantially so we are certain more attempts will be made.”

Cameron sat quiet for a moment “I don’t want to put anyone in jeopardy … sorry! Wrong description to use about the Care Centre” the two men had puzzled expressions while Mike and Grace both chuckled since each had experienced the TV event in the Rec Room. “I promised I wouldn’t hurt anyone at the Centre” said Cameron with his head dropping onto his chest.

“Alright, we have a perfect location ready for you, its a small farm on the outskirts of town: remote and easy to protect. Mike has found a caregiver who will look after you, and I have a detail ready to keep guard” informed Ray.

“Why?” asked a perplexed Cameron

“Why does somebody want you dead? The simple answer: you are a mystery, and to some that makes you a threat - even if you are not a mutant - having abilities makes people scared” informed Ray “I don’t think it’s just the MCO that’s responsible, there might be other organizations out there as well”

Cameron had to say “But Andrea is nice”

“He was a man of conscience and had been helping us collect information against the MCO” added Ray

“Was?”  spat out the shocked youth

“You hadn’t heard? Sorry about that: Andrea Gatineau was killed. It looks to have been the same two that came after you” was sadly offered by Mike, “I have something from him for you” holding out to Cameron an envelope “he arranged identification for you, it arrived at my office a few days after he died”

Cameron opened the envelope, reading aloud the letter printed on MCO letterhead: “Dear Miss Burke. I am pleased to be able to provide you legal documentation that identifies you as not being a mutant and therefore not under the authority of the Mutant Commission Office. Should you encounter any difficulties establishing your status: the phone number printed upon this identity cards reverse is a direct link to the MCO’s central registration database, verification of your file can be provided to any agent or agency that questions the legitimacy of your identification. Have whoever doubts your authenticity to call the number and using the access codes on this card. Please accept my deepest apologies for the situation you have been forced to face. I hope this card will make future dealings with the MCO less difficult. Regards Andrea Gatineau, MCO Regional Director.” Cameron studied the card closely and asked “Is Alexis an okay name for a guy?”

The smirk on everyone’s face supplied the answer “If pressed I can use Alex, but I’m sticking with Cameron.”

May 1, 2007. Prince George

MCO Chief Executive Dale Philips stood in the shower with his head under the waters stream, he had been in the shower a long time already washing and re-washing himself, subconsciously trying to get emotionally clean, he absolutely hated Prince George, the place rubbed him the wrong way like petting a cat backwards, the longer he had to stay the more embittered he was becoming, ‘how can a bunch of backward hicks honestly think they have the right to question the actions of the worlds only protection against mutants’, His anger stemming from the fact that HE had to attend legal negotiations to fix up the mess his nephew had left behind; his unfortunate death still an open sore within the family. Dale was mad that one little freak of a kid had thrown so huge a wrench into the works of the great MCO machine, now HE; a board-member on the MCO’s central executive needed to placate this miserable – whatever it is.

Stepping out of the hotel shower when his cell phone rang, he fumbled with wet hands as he answered “Philips here!”

“Mister Philips, ‘Beady’ calling to check-in”

Negotiations had not progressing at all according to MCO plans, the Goodkind’s folded early citing their acceptance of responsibility and had sought a quick resolution, even presenting a personal apology letter from Bruce Goodkind for the pain and anguish suffered by it – as well as remorse over the gender switch. The settlement the Goodkind’s gave was undisclosed but likely an obscene amount which effectively ended the MCO’s plan to starve it out – now they had gotten into the tactic of wearing them down with minor issues and rebuttals – although that attorney Williamson was sharp: knocking aside nearly everything. It certainly didn’t help that it survived 3 assassination attempts, worse yet: now with those imbeciles having gotten caught along with a lawyer - this entire situation could explode; he grinned considering the two cards still left to play in his hand, and Beady here was one of those.

“Beady, your target will be at the courthouse today for a 9:30 am meeting, you can expect it to have an escort, sending you a picture now. Oh! and Beady, don’t miss”

“I’m one of the best in the business, 24 confirmed kills, and precautions are being taken. No need to worry” the phone went silent

‘You’d better be good’ mused Dale destroying the disposable phone ‘we’re beginning to run out of assassins’. Right after the kid was released from hospital when it changed gender; it was put into protective custody and didn’t return to the retirement home as expected, a martial arts specialist code named Bigfoot had been dispatched to deal with it, but had not been able to locate it when it went into hiding. The ploy today had been to require its attendance to sort through an impasse, thereby getting it in the open.

∞ ∞ ∞

The RCMP safe house had turned out to be an old homestead, it was comprised of a modest little 3-bedroom house with a second ‘hired hand’ house, along with a couple outbuildings and barn. Nothing about it attracting attention with its remote location adding to the safety afforded. The RCMP had been very accommodating in watching over Cameron: a single guard onsite and an unmarked car parked a distance down the single access road. Mike had arranged for a very nice lady name Joyce to take care of meals and cleaning, she and her daughter Abigail lived in the second home.

Over-all the location was peaceful and scenic with Mike even ensuring there was internet to continue distance school. Cameron’s physical condition had improved to the point where he could walk independently and relished regaining the freedom that being in a wheelchair had denied him. He had begun to grow again which thrilled him greatly: since awakening from the coma he had shot up 2 whole inches, the irksome short jokes persisted but that the coma was behind him became evident in his resuming growing.

Cameron enjoyed his new territory and spent days exploring and tinkering around the home, Abigail was a cheerful 10-year-old with Downs Syndrome and they became fast friends, their daily visits to the closest neighbours: a couple named Brown, was a highlight both for the kids and the elderly couple who struggled to keep their little farm running, the company was pleasant – but especially the help they provided in tending to the garden. Cameron enjoyed gardening: deciding to plant a garden back at the safe house. By putting to use what the Browns’ had taught him: he’d found gardening was good exercise for a body with limitations, as well it afforded Cameron practise in using his abilities - and he got school credit to boot: a ‘win, win, win’ as Abigail called it. Daily walking and gardening helped build up Cameron’s strength and stamina, physio had paid off by getting his body to move again, the frequency of the medical appointments had been reduced.

Each day was a discovery on how to draw upon energy sources: the sun was amazing – a great furnace in the sky providing a limitless supply once Cameron figured out how to soak it in, he had even designed and patented solar collectors, building 10 and setting them around the yard and into the Sunroom which helped provide a charge for his battery, or power the house. He had discovered that he also soaked up energy from the night sky: each point of light being suns as well just further away.

Cameron had plenty of opportunity to experiment with his abilities now, which sometimes meant being in a very deep introspective state examining what his ‘sight’ showed him as he combined layers. He had moved about the yard, practising building, repairing or breaking most anything found laying around. Cameron had early-on gone around both houses effecting repairs to doors and floors, then plumbing, electrical and heating, the buildings stood solid now without creaks or cracks and looked like they had when just built. Even his RCMP guard would help out and find challenging things for Cameron to fix, especially when the guard changed out; the incoming officers would invariably bring stuff to get fixed, it was due to this game that Cameron found out he could manifest paper from his ‘Warehouse’ already printed with whatever he needed on it, Abby joked that he was the ‘human photo copier: watch out for paper cuts!’.

Cameron had found an old dilapidated riding tractor in the barn which turned out to be a very fun project to restore - it now looked like it just rolled off the factory floor, of course using it around the house cutting grass and tending to the garden was a blast, Abby and he would bounce about the yard laughing all the while.

Cameron never left the safe house without being guarded, most outings only had him attending medical or legal appointments. Whenever guests like Grace and Marcus came to visit: security procedures had to be followed, but Marcus had kept his word and was instructing Cameron with 2 singing lessons a week, Cameron had been able to learn extra by watching Marcus alter his voice box: Cameron could now mimic Marcus and was becoming a reasonable singer; Marcus grumbled that he had had to do it the old fashioned way (practise, practise, practise). Cameron loved the lessons, but more so the company whenever his dear friends could come.

Mike Williamson had scheduled the meeting for today at the courthouse; the MCO decided they needed a face to face discussion. Cameron hoped they wanted to personally present an offer like the Goodkind’s had, but was doubtful. The trip into town was uneventful, the pickup truck driven by his RCMP guard being as non-descript as imaginable, arriving at RCMP headquarters he was assigned an additional guard and driver, an SUV was issued and the officers got outfitted for todays duty, the entourage arrived a short time ahead of schedule and he was dropped off at the courthouse steps.

Cameron exited the SUV and before he could take a single step two officers flanked him – one on either side, the detail walked up the stairs and they had almost reached the door when Cameron abruptly stopped “Someone just shot at me” a bullet was held motionless in mid-air a few hair breadths away from his ear, turning to look in the direction the projectile came from, a gasp of shock took his breath;  a second bullet had stopped within an quarter inch of his visors’ lens “On the roof-top, building down the street, lone gunman” said Cameron pointing the way to a three story building over three blocks away, adding “take a camera”. Cameron was rushed into the building for the protection it offered, one officer remained as a guard – the other calling in reinforcements on his shoulder holstered radio as he started running across the street, the driver jumping out of the car to join him.

The RCMP officers stepped cautiously onto the roof through the staircase door, pistols drawn and held pointing upward, each had been briefed about what the ‘kid’ had done before, but neither could be ready for the scene they found. A man dressed in sandy coloured camouflage blending into the roofing was laying on a spread-out camouflage blanket and situated between heating units, around him was a thermos and wrapped sandwiches, binoculars, and a carry case presumable for the rifle. The man was facedown with his head resting against the high powered sniper rifles scope, he wore an odd helmet which looked to be made from tinfoil but painted to match the camouflage, an ungodly snore echoed across the rooftop. The officers chuckled how that the ‘kid’ certainly was creative in ensuring his foe would be caught in the act; this arrest was going to put the station into hysterics, they began snapping photographs and started an audio recording to capture everything.

Back inside the courthouse Cameron and his RCMP guard joined the MCO meeting with Mike making introductions, Cameron was directed to sit across the table from the suited MCO representative named Dale, Cameron removed his visor and pinched the bridge of his nose to ease tension - leaving the visor off “You wanted to meet me?”

Dale was off balance, in part surprised because it was alive, but more so because of the glowing eyes, that was disconcerting (oh yeah, not a mutant, as if!) went through his mind, the brief shock abated not wanting to reveal his hand: he was preparing to respond with “A pleasure to meet you”, however, what came out was “Not really, just wanted to get you in the open”

Cameron jolted at that admission, but continued by asked “Why?”

“To give the sniper a clear shot” replied the shocked man in disbelief, obviously not wanting to have revealed that information.

“Did you order the hit?” was Cameron’s next rapid fire question.

“Yes. We decided it was the best solution” spoke the man between the fingers of the hand he had rapidly clasped over his mouth in an effort to stop speaking.

At this point Mike interceded, “Cameron, he has confessed to a crime, the man has rights and can’t be interrogated without a lawyer present”.  Turning to Cameron’s escort, Mike directed “Officer, please arrest him”.

May 7, 2007. Prince George

The ride in the RCMP cruiser was a fun experience for Cameron: who had in the back of his mind been pondered that ‘sitting in the front seat was much better than it would be to be confined in the back behind the prisoner wall’. It had taken a few phone calls to PG’s public works to get permission to visit the ‘solid waste management compound’, he would have to remember that calling it the ‘dump’ didn’t go over well with the officials he’d spoken with. He had a school science project about waste recycling and wanted to get first-hand information which would score extra credits for his report.

Even before passing through the gates a certain something special hung in the air, and when both Cameron and his guard exited the car the smell intensified to the point of gaging: however, once Cameron figured out how to filter it out both he and his guard didn’t even notice it. The tour was very informative with Cameron asking many questions that surprised the site supervisor at his knowledge, when Cameron wanted to how much recyclable material was in a truckload of garbage? The supervisor remarked that the true amount wasn’t known – so Cameron asked if he could sort a load. The guide said it could take a person several days to sort through that much garbage but Cameron assured him it would be very quick. A space was set aside and a loaded truck was emptied, once the truck had left Cameron made the pile disappear in a flash only to reappear in separated stacks and neat piles, the supervisor was astounded but quickly composed himself directing for each pile to be weighed or measured which confirmed Cameron’s numbers, the supervisor suggested the same be done with two more loads to build an average, Cameron was happy to comply.

Cameron had plenty of notes to complete his science project and thanked the supervisor for his time, before leaving Cameron made what sounded like an odd request: would they mind if he took some garbage? He explained that he needed some raw materials to put into his ‘Warehouse’ and garbage seemed like a good source that might benefit everyone. The site supervisor took him to an inactive area and said to take all he wanted, Cameron walked about with his arms outstretched as a large span of the piled refuse disappeared in a pale blue flash, he asked about being allowed to come back for a refill and was told ‘anytime’.

May 15, 2007, Provincial Courthouse

Mike and Karen along with Ray Martin the RCMP special investigator, stood in the hallway outside chambers giving Cameron who was seated in a state of bewilderment; they attempted to give him a debrief of what had just happened, Mike had argued that mediation of Cameron’s case had failed due to the MCO’s acting in bad faith as evidenced by their ongoing efforts to harm Cameron, so litigation would commence, the MCO then made claim that they were a Federally mandated organization and did not fall under Provincial jurisdiction, Judge Wilkins agreed that the trial should be moved up to Federal Court. Ray felt this was the best possible result since a federal trial would have more teeth if the outcome was favorable – but Cameron worried that it could expose Grace and Marcus as mutants as they would be his key witnesses.

Mike explained an additional twist; while he was in a sidebar conversation with the Judge, Mike would be recommended to be seconded up into the federal system to continue as Cameron’s attorney. They had all sorts of details to arrange and began making their way to Mikes office, before the discussion could continue in earnest Mike’s phone rang.

“Mike Williamson here… yes, I’m with Cameron Burke … I see, I will ask.” setting the phone aside “Cameron the RCMP have a situation they need your help with, a freight train has derailed and cargo is contaminating the River, they feel you’re the quickest response”

“I’m ready to go” Cameron’s volunteered without hesitation.

“Your guard is getting briefed” said Mike as a phone rang a few feet away “be careful” was the parting direction as Mike returned to his phone conversation.

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron was shuttled by the RCMP to an awaiting jet-boat to be outfitted with a lifejacket and waterproof poncho, a description of what had happened was provided; a freight train had derailed in a section of track between two creeks along the Fraser River, the spot was isolated and had no road access, so emergency response was limited and time of the essence. Multiple cars had spilled their contents into the River, it was a mixed bag of freight: coal and scrap metal in open top cars, assorted items in boxcars like cars and furniture, various items in c-cans. The train had been 75 cars long; it was the trains crew who reported the accident within minutes of it derailing.

Cameron opened up his sight to watch the River once they had boarded the jet-boat and they began to shoot up the river, the little boat zipped along with a big rooster-tail behind the jet motor, it wasn’t long before Cameron began to see pollutants in the water, positioning himself in the bow of the boat: he began to collect all foreign material out of the water. As they approached the disaster site: the railcars had piled up into a heaps of twisted jagged metal, it had mashed together so badly that it was hard to distinguish in places how many cars had been involved, but the remains of eight open top cars sat within the River and several more had spilled their loads which lay strewn about with some cargo ended up in the water.

Cameron worked against the swift current which wanted to sweep the trains contents downstream and pollute the River, gathering up all the debris he methodically worked cleaning the water and river bottom adjacent to the accident site and then cleared a short distance up the embankment to prevent further contaminants reaching the water, as the jet-boat crept forward it permitted Cameron to make an even larger buffer between the wreckage and Rivers edge, the jet-boat beached and the small crew stepped ashore.

A contingent of men who had been clambering over the mangled freight cars approached and identified themselves as being with the railroad company, they had been flown in and joined the trains crew to begin surveying the accident site, the men had been endeavoring to determine the cause of the derailment and been detailing the damage by photographing the scene, they had been watching Cameron in the River and simply could not fathom what they had just witnessed.

Cameron stood trying to take in the retched vista as his sight caught a frightful image: three bodies inside an overturned and upended boxcar, calling for help Cameron cleared a beeline path directly up to what he feared might be casualties, brilliant flashes of pale blue light disappearing whole railcars instantly in Cameron’s haste to reach the people, he quickly assessed the three while still 20 yards away, revealed to find that all three had lived but had sustained serious injuries, he rapidly cleared a wide swath up to the railcar – then the boxcars side disappeared displaying that the car was full of mattresses: which explained how the occupants survived but hadn’t prevented injuries as the train cars cascaded into each other.

Cameron recalled the discussion with Grace after finding out about Eric’s death: it had hit Cameron hard about not being able to save the boys life, so Grace explained a lesson she had received in becoming a nurse, ‘you can’t help everyone, you have to accept that you have limitations’ it had comforted Cameron to learn that not everyone can be saved – but you do what you can. Cameron directed the rescuers to each survivor and let others extract them, the first rescued was the one which looked to have the most critical wounds, Cameron could see the collapsed lung and crushed chest – steadying himself he remembered Graces first aid instruction: breathing first! so set about healing the skeletal and muscular damage around the lungs and heart, when the heart was able to pump more easily an open wound began to bleed freely which Cameron mended rapidly before blood loss would endanger the young mans life. Once Cameron was confident that the worst of his injuries had been cared for he asked someone to watch over him as Cameron then switched places to another of the victims that had been extracted. The second patient had a broken hip and leg, as well as cracked all the ribs on her left side no doubt making her breathing laboured, again attending to breathing first Cameron rejoined ribs and as the lungs began to rise and fall the colour returned to the young ladies face, interrupted Cameron was called over to the third person just being freed by the rescuers, a child who’s serious head injury sent a shudder down Cameron’s back, she also had a broken shoulder and arm but her unresponsive state had  warranted the first-aiders concern, Cameron began a deep scan of the girls brain and found damage had occurred to the soft tissue when the cranium was crushed, Cameron patched together the skull fractures relieving the swelling and knitted together the brain as best as the situation allowed, he repaired the broken bones before returning to the young woman he’d helped before.

She was conscious and responsive now but stayed immobile as undoubtedly the pain her injuries would create must be screaming at her, kneeling beside her Cameron noted an aurora around her head, he gently asked if she would allow him to render aid? a puzzled looked was all Cameron received until a slight head nod was given so Cameron focused on her nervous system to block pain receptors before starting to reconnect the broken hip and leg bones. A call for help over a satellite phone had dispatched the medivac helicopter, the air ambulance arrived setting down in a clearing amid the wreckage which Cameron had opened up. Grace jumped out attired as the emergency inflight nurse, and after giving Cameron a brief hug attended to the injured three, Cameron gave her a commentary on the damage each had sustained and what had been repaired as Grace conducted physical exams.

Graces three patients got secured onto beds and loaded into the helicopter. Before sealing up the doors Grace tossed Cameron a small backpack and gave a thumbs up as the helicopters engine wailed warming up with the blades beginning to rotate, stepping away Cameron opened the pack to find it filled with granola bars, fruit, and water bottles (ah, the voice of experience speaks) thought Cameron. Taking a break Cameron sat and gratefully opened a drink, everyone onsite stopped and collected together around Cameron who shared the provisions. A message had been received that the railway would send recovery equipment, clean-up crews, and track rebuilding teams who could start arrive tomorrow, it was going to take a week for the railways teams to clear the tracks and get the open again. Cameron was quiet for a minute inwardly scanning the contents held in his Warehouse and looking around at the disaster, then asked the railway representatives what would happen to all the debris? the response was unsure as their foremost concern was to get trains moving open: the cargo was lost to them and would just be disposed of – Cameron’s question of “can I have it?” derived blank stares before one responded “sure”.

∞ ∞ ∞

It had been a long day, Cameron was weary from having walked the length of the accident several times, dematerializing the destroyed railcars and their contents had been a considerable drain upon his energy reserve, each railcar had to be cataloged and photographed which took time, but after checking his battery it was still glowing brightly although it had dropped significantly throughout the day’s draw, checking his ‘Warehouse’ Cameron was shocked to see it nowhere near full: the space was barely registering everything that had been collected. The accident scene had been very neatly cleansed, all spilled contents had been removed and the severely damaged railcars gone, the tracks had been left alone as the accident investigators wanted to trace what had caused the upset, the area still had scars however: the earth had deep gouges and trees had been torn out of the ground and splintered.

The railroad folks huddled together to discuss what each had witnessed and build a theory as to the cause for the accident. Cameron approached the group and returned to them a wheel set that had seemed odd to Cameron since one wheel had fractured in half, this held the railways attention for a long time. Cameron gave the group room to continue their discussion, giving him a moment to gauge how to breach the topic of the untouched c-can: its misshapen husk sitting alone in contrast to the otherwise debris free area, Cameron hadn’t known what to do with the radioactive material being transported inside. The stunned expressions from the group confirmed that its presence was not anticipated. Cameron described what was within the still sealed c-can; all the contents being of a military nature: guns, ammunition, and other weapons, however the radioactive cargo which was being shipped had been held in 6 sealed containers looking like steel drums having containment packaging layered inside, all of the drums had damage but two had split open allowing radioactivity to release and spread throughout the c-can. The railway men gathered what information they could about the shipping container before sheepishly asking if Cameron was able to ‘dispose’ of radioactive waste? Cameron had learned to draw from the suns radiation but this had a different feel to it, nasty – raw, unfiltered, the very reason he didn’t touch it earlier. Cameron tentatively said he would try, stepping closer to the metal container he reached out to get a feel for the radioactivity, the decaying nuclear energy it gave off was not so dissimilar to removing heat from an object to cool it, but it took some toying with the atomic structure to drain away the energy, he’d started with just a small spot but could now widen out and clear all trace, the result was a nice boost to his battery. The RCMP asked that the c-can contents be left in place so this shipping container could be investigated.

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron had difficulty remaining awake for the trip back, he was exhausted and kept nodding off as he rested awkwardly against his RCMP guard in the jet boat, he also quickly fell asleep in the truck on the return back to the safe house. At dinner he polished off three servings of lasagna: a new record, and was hardly cognisant when everybody’s fingers pointing him to his bedroom.

May 16, 2007. Prince George RCMP Safe House

Cameron had not awoken feeling rested - wanting to still sleep for a couple hours, yesterday had put too great a strain upon him physically. The smell of pancakes and Abby’s cheerful wake-up call couldn’t be ignored, so ‘Grumpy’ rolled out of bed and was the target of teasing and merriment until getting pushed out the front door to face the day. The RCMP had sent a car to pick-up Cameron and bring him to the office, an official record of yesterday had to be filed along with a statement about the weapons cache.

This wasn’t the first time Cameron had entered the station, on those occasions before, typically; sometimes the officers present would give him a glance – a few would acknowledge him. Today: stepping through the doors all eyes looked at him and applause erupted, Cameron modestly bowed his head, the Captain walked up and shook his hand in thanks - as he directing Cameron to a conference room. Mike was the first to move when Cameron entered “See! the returning hero.”  stated Mike to Cameron’s reddened cheeks. The room held men from the railway who each expressed thanks and their congratulations which abated Cameron’s nervousness, Cameron provided them a description for the record of what he had found and done, printing off an inventory of everything that had been cleaned up, and provided detailed maps of the accident site showing the placement of each car. The men excitedly pouring over the information Cameron had given saying it was ideal to help establishing the events and cause, plus it would help settle everything with insurance. The men spotted an anomaly in Cameron’s inventory: he listed a number of automobiles that did not correspond with the railways records, a search on the police database showed them to be stolen and likely getting shipped overseas, stepping outside Cameron manifested the three rare cars: a 58 Corvette, a Lamborghini Countach, and an Austin Martin Vantage They had not faired well in the accident, the destroyed masterpieces elicited groans from the car buffs present. Photos collected and notifications sent to the owners that their cars had been found.

Returning to the meeting room the Railroad rep’s broached the subject of payment, causing Cameron’s mouth to drop and run like a scared rabbit spurting out how he could return all the trains contents. The men reassuringly told Cameron that he could keep what had been collected from the accident since the railway’s insurance covered the loss of freight from accidents, they actually wanted to find out how much Cameron wanted to be paid for his efforts? Mike took the lead and asked what an incident such as this might cost the company, their figures astounded the youth – needless to say Mike’s suggestion of a half million brought smiles to the railway company reps, ‘a very agreeable price’ using their words, they also offered Cameron a VIP Card granting him rail passage anytime.

As the meeting ended, Mike remained to discuss the trial, Ray and John from Special Investigations joining them, Ray began by explaining how moving Cameron’s case up to Federal Court would tie into many of the other crimes that SI had been investigating against the MCO and a successful judgement would establish a precedence that would benefit those folks; possibly including Grace’s arrest and shooting, SI was putting a lot of eggs into Cameron’s basket because so many had been hurt by the MCO. Cameron’s role would be pivotal toward a successful case being built, the question put forward was: How did Cameron about going to trial?

Cameron could not expose his friends – especially without speaking about it with them first, Grace and Marcus had spent years running and hiding just so they could have their own lives, Cameron would not take that away from them. The meeting ended with Cameron only being able to say he would think it over. Next came providing the RCMP statements which took several hours.

Climbing into the safe-house truck, his guard asked “where to?” which was a first! it made Cameron pause before responding “Can we go see the accident survivors?” which his driver called in and was approved by dispatch.

∞ ∞ ∞

The three young people pulled from the wreckage had been admitted into PG hospital as: John, Jane and Zoey Doe, none had identification on them and the two older ones had refused to give their names, the third was unconscious still and in the Intensive Care Unit, The RCMP had posted an officer at the door who Cameron recognized as being from his own guard detail and spoke for a short time joking about how Cameron was no longer good enough for him, Cameron was granted entrance and found the male confined to bed: although awake and responsive, he now had a high intensity glow emitting from his torso, the female still had that aurora around her head: she was seated in a chair beside the male.

“Hello, my name is Cameron, are you up to having a visitor?”

“You where at the train yesterday?” quizzed the girl

“Yes, I helped tend to your injuries” replied Cameron “Are you feeling better?”

“I remember: you’re a mutant!” stated the girl

“No, actually, I’m not, but I do have abilities” calmly answered Cameron

“If you have powers you must be a mutant” stated the boy in a curt ‘matter of fact’ way.

“Honestly I can’t explain all of it, I’ve got a card that says I’m not a mutant if you’d like to see it, is it that why you’re scared - because your both mutants?” Cameron linked their concern together with what he could see.

“We aren’t” was all the boy got out before the girl put a hand on his shoulder interrupting him “We can trust him, I read him, he won’t turn us over”

“okayyy, can we start over? Hi, I’m Cameron”

“I’m Rachelle, and my brother Tim” motioning the girl to the bedded boy “you’ve met our little sister Charlotte”

“And am I right in saying you’re …?” Asked Cameron waiting for them to make the admission

“Twins? yes we are – though not totally identical”

“Can’t see the resemblance” returned Cameron, briefly lifting the visor

“How did you get anyone to believe you’re not a mutant?” barked Tim

“It’s not in my blood” responded Cameron, then focused deep and saw the telltale genetic markers in the twins “how long ago did you manifest?”

“You’re with the Police! Heard you real chummy with them outside the door” complained Tim

“No, well yes – they’re my guards! Ohh that sounds bad: I’m being protected, and they’ve been really good to me” defended Cameron

“He’s telling partial truths” interjected Rachelle

“And you’ve been playing me the fool, not a nice way to treat someone who has only ever tried to help you. I didn’t come to interrogate you or turn you over to the MCO, I’m the one that found you wedged between mattress’s, helped heal your wounds, and I came to see you because I was worried about you. Good enough?” exclaimed Cameron as he stared at Rachelle who gave a slight head nod “then will you kindly get outta my head!” Rachelle shook as Cameron forcefully shut his door.

“Listen, we’re sorry, we’ve had to hide who / what we are for a year, our father hates mutants: he’s a Humanity First chapter leader, but he didn’t find out about us until our sister began to manifest– she was building up into burnout and needed medical help” explained Tim “keeping what we are secret has become second nature, sorry we didn’t trust you”

“I do understand. So what …? You ran away?” responded Cameron letting their effort at playing him go.

“No, Dad ran us out of town, he’s a sergeant with the Calgary Police, and he sic’d the MCO after us, we managed to escape and found a train heading to the coast”

“Vancouver?” asked Cameron to an affirmative nod “someplace to go there?”

“There’s a team of hero mutants, hoped they might be able to help us” added Rachelle

Cameron mused for a second “The MCO are chasing their tails in town right now and definitely under staffed – you should be safe from them for a time here. The RC’s just have a man outside to protect you, although the railroad folks might need to ask you questions in case you know how-come the train derailed. All in all, no immediate danger. Now, should we check up on your sister?”

The twins nodded agreement however Tim needed to stay put since his wounds still had him immobile. Cameron’s dutiful guard walked a few steps behind Rachelle and Cameron as they made their way to the ICU ward.

“You know your way around!” surmised Rachelle

“Spent a lot of time here” was the pained response, Cameron pointed down a corridor “just through there”

As usual ICU was a hub of activity, a constant din emitting from banks of monitors tracking vital signs, the nurses station directed the pair to a room housing a terrified looking child, the wires and tubes twisting like snakes across the girl, the high pitched scream of “Rach!”  cut through the entire ward who seemed to stop for a second, the girls’ sister bounded over the distance to the bed and gently touched the little ones’ face “What happened to you? I though you guys died!” whispered the bedded girl as tears worked their way down a face released from anxiety.

“They have us in another room, Tim’s okay but needs to rest – but trust you to get the royal treatment!” joked the older sister

“Really?” puzzled the wide eyed girl

“Sure, only special people get this kind of attention” added the older sister just as a nurse entered into the room hearing the tone of the conversation.

“How is our Princess doing?” chimed the good natured ICU nurse “Ohh! Cameron. Your back! Are you hurt?”

“Not this time, and I’m doing well – thanks to you! Do you know which Doctor will be taking care of our guest?” commented Cameron

“They have Amanda on a plane, she will be here within the hour” informed the nurse

“Wow, she’s the best! Your gonna love her” added Cameron with a smile, observing the energy field around the little girl no more the twelve years old.

“Char, this is Cameron – he’s okay!” introduced Rachelle “Cameron – Charlotte”

“I am honoured to meet you” spoke Cameron with a small bow “are you feeling okay?”

“I’m dizzy and my head hurts, and really tired” replied the girl “why do you have sunglasses on?”

“My eyes unsettle people so I keep them covered” answered Cameron

“Can I see them?” asked Charlotte

“I would be glad to show you later, when your feeling better” Cameron told the girl as the attending physician entered the room “Hi Doc! how are you today”

“Cameron, good to see you again, I was told you lent a hand with my patients” joked the doctor

“I had to use some of what you guys taught me… but, umm, doc, is there a way to keep these three’s identities secret – they had to escape from home, and if their Dad knows where they are - it could be dangerous for them” requested Cameron.

“I can contact Child Services, a social worker will need to talk with them, is that going to be all-right?” asked the doctor looking to Rachelle who slowly nodded in agreement.

∞ ∞ ∞

Grace arrived at the hospital after her shift at the Care Centre, Cameron had asked if she would be able to stop by, she greeted Cameron in the hallway with a hug lifting him off the ground and spinning him around “You did great!” she beamed, ruffling his hair.

“So you, in a helicopter?” smiled Cameron

“What! I am a fully qualified nurse after all. With EMT experience. They where glad I volunteered to go!” remarked the exemplar

“And!  I was very happy to see you – and, the backpack was appreciated. Thank you.” was Cameron’s gracious reply “Would you like to meet the kids?”

“Kids? kind of odd to call them that, two of them looked to be older than you!” chuckled Grace

“Oh, hardy har” retorted Cameron, “come on, I’ll introduce you”

Entering into ICU with Grace was like a homecoming parade, everyone knew her and greeted her warmly, the lighting in Charlotte’s room had been dimmed to help relieve her headache: Rachelle and Tim who was up and about in a wheelchair sat with their sister, Cameron introduced Grace who Rachelle recognized from the helicopter ride. The meet and greet went over great once they found out Grace was also a mutant.

The three started to relax more and open up after the social worker had arranged protective custody, and would find a safe place for them to stay when released from hospital.

∞ ∞ ∞

Dr. Amanda had arrived earlier and been able to make progress with Charlotte, her headaches had worsened and Cameron had been asked to scan her a couple times then point out from medical texts what he had seen and after a couple attempts he produced a good image of Charlottes brain for Amanda, it turned out to be most helpful in letting Amanda discern what was wrong; then she needed to make some consultation calls. The doctor had made her diagnosing and returned to find a crowded ICU room.

“Grace, so nice to see you” exclaimed the Doctor

“Amanda, your back in town. I take it you have another patient” remarked Grace giving the white cloaked woman a hug.

“I was brought in to help yet another special patient” winked the doctor “Is this a good time to talk?” looking about the room “I need to speak with Charlotte, but would like to have Cameron here as well?”

All heads nodded agreement, so the doctor commenced to explain the situation: Charlotte’s headaches stemmed from her BIT responding to the injuries incurred during the accident. Cameron wasn’t familiar with that expression so needed to ask what a BIT is, once it was explained - Charlottes condition was described, Charlotte was very young to have manifested: typically, when someone is entering puberty the release of hormones is deemed to trigger mutation, but not completely unheard of in pre-pubescent individuals for it to happen earlier. Charlotte’s mutation included having a BIT – or body image template, the accident kick-started her BIT which was now forcing her body to alter to fit the ‘mold’, her body was trying to protect itself but hurting her in the process.

Cameron was concerned that he had caused this to happen and voiced his worry, Dr. Amanda relieved his doubt saying instead that Cameron had done the best thing possible as it actually slowed Charlottes BIT and prevented it from accelerating wildly before Charlotte was ready, Amanda was hoping Cameron might be able to help further by convincing Charlottes BIT to in effect go into remission until she was hopefully a little older and would be able to handle the changes without inflicting so much pain. A conference call was arranged with Dr. Nelson at Arkham to go over the details of what Cameron was being asked to do, Rachelle and Tim wanted to be part of that conversation while Grace asked to stay with Charlotte.

Grace moved into the chair bedside as the room cleared, she looked closely at the little girl in bed and smiled.

“Your very pretty” remarked Charlotte

“Why thank you, you’re the cutest princess I’ve ever meet” replied Grace

“I’m not really a princess, my brother and sister just call me that to make me feel better”

“Does it? Make you feel better?”

“It reminds me that they love me, and are worried about me”

“You’ve had a rough go haven’t you”

“My first burnout was bad, when I had to go to the hospital they almost lost me because I was so hot, then Dad” Char paused as painful memories swept across her “If it wasn’t for me, we wouldn’t have had to run away, now we’re lost – and, and, its my fault!”

“You’re not to blame, people hate what they fear, and honestly, your too adorable to be scared of” soothed Grace

“Then why did Daddy push us away?” begged Charlotte

“Ohhh hon, change can be hard, you didn’t make your Dad do anything, he chose to let hatred fill his heart – maybe in time he’ll see the life he’s missing out on, but you aren’t to blame”

“Do you have kids?” was Charlotte’s sincere question

“I… No, I don’t have any children” stumbled Grace

“Cameron isn’t your kid?” queried Charlotte

“I’m not that old! he’s just a really good friend” blushed Graced

“You’d be a great mom, are you married?” the inquisitive girl asked

“Thank you, and yes – I’m married” responded Grace “which reminds me, - I should give him a call and tell him what’s happening, would you like to meet my husband?”

“Sure” brightened Charlotte

“I’ll ask if he can come over” replied Grace as she speed dialed Marcus “Hi hon, I’m at the hospital – no Cameron isn’t hurt again, he has however made some new friends, would you like to come over and meet them? Okay, great, see you in a bit” closing up her phone Grace leaned closer to Charlotte “he’s a sweetheart, you’ll like him”

∞ ∞ ∞

The briefing that Dr. Nelson gave provided an outline of what was generally known about BIT’s and how they interacted with DNA, Cameron had studied DNA up close and personal so when the information Arkham showed described a BIT as an overlay onto DNA he could grasp what was happening to Charlotte and understood what the Doctors wanted him to do. Cameron was not to interfere with the DNA or BIT just slow down her bodies sped up metabolism which had triggered a violent assertion of the BIT which was too soon for Char’s young body. The consequences of not helping Charlotte would be disastrous – most likely fatal so her siblings agreed that Cameron should do what was needed.

Entering the ICU room, they found Grace and Marcus playing a game of ‘go fish’ with Charlotte, Marcus was introduced to Rachelle and Tim with Cameron mentioning that Marcus was a fantastic singer, all three literal begged to hear him with Cameron indicating to Grace that he needed Charlotte distracted, Grace supplied the egging that convinced Marcus to perform: he mesmerized the audience with ‘Blue Bayou’ a Roy Orbison tune that Linda Ronstadt did wonders with, Cameron was distracted himself but managed to deal with the task of cleansing Charlottes body: removing the build-up of hormones and antibodies that had been accelerating growth and causing the little girl distress.

Cameron finished before Marcus had concluded his song, his audience transfixed by his performance – even Tim was humming along, Cameron gave Grace and Amanda a nod to indicate ‘all’s good’ while Marcus took in his accolades, but when Charlotte wrapped him in a hug and kissed his cheek exclaiming “he’s magical cause her head didn’t hurt anymore” the tall stick of a man had a lump form in his throat and had a tear track down his face.

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron had a quiet moment to speak with Grace and Marcus about the court case, to ask how they felt about testifying and possibly losing their anonymity, after a very brief moment with them looking into each others eyes, Marcus spoke up saying “We have talked a lot about this, and knew by stepping forward it could mean giving up our identities, we’re both tired of running and hiding, it’s time to make the bullies and hate-mongers of this world face the music. Let’s give them hell”.

End part 4

 







