
A Matter of Fact: part 1

 

August 12, 1998

Highway 16, Northeast British Columbia

The nondescript black sedan appeared like a typical passenger car, that is only if you consider a style of vehicle used by most every police department as looking like a normal vehicle, a “second look” would point out the 3 antennae and speciality wheels, but inside is where the differences really became obvious, the comprehensive communications package included eavesdropping onto local law enforcement, a satellite linked computer, the back seat was partitioned as a prisoner holding cell with restraints for the type of cargo MCO field agents often had to contend with, but the show stopper was the state of the art onboard 360 surround surveillance recording system. This car was the new MCO prototype undergoing field try-outs from Goodkind Industries Research and Development Labs.

The driver: Agent Anderson, was connected, he was the reason a backwater office like Prince George had one of the best cars in the fleet, he had been posted to “PG” to keep him away from the public eye at least until the dust blew over from the debacle in spring at Toronto which that mutant Decimal had caused. While being shipped out he was told he was a hot potatoe that needed some cooling off, he needed more field experience and “PG” was so close to no-where he would be out of the limelight. Anderson was family to some of the top brass in the MCO, his star would shine again, he just had to wait it out.

Agent Parson rode shotgun and had dosed off five minutes ago, “can’t hold his liquor” mused Anderson, they had stopped at a watering hole to celebrate capturing Polaris, a level 3 exemplar mutant that had evaded the MCO for years, the PG office received a hot tip from a Humanity First informant who had spotted her working at a road construction site. Anderson chuckled how they’d surprised Polaris in the porta-potty, literally with her pants down and that little situation made her capture easy, Parson came up with the idea, man he could be a bastard, but as partners go, he was a keeper. Anderson was learning a whole new world of bringing hurt from his sadistic mentor, they would revel in sharing the accolades for “handling “Polaris – it might even bring a promotion, to his thinking maybe even be his ticket back to the big leagues.

Agent Anderson took a quick look behind him: Polaris was secured in the back seat, still unconscious from the 2 stunners Parson had hit her with. Her take down was easy but not without incident, level 3 exemplars don’t just rollover, but she was now confined by the new hand and ankle bracer cuffs rated for exemplar 4’s, Parson figured tying her arms and legs together with a chain then running it through the floorboard bolt would keep her placid, uncomfortable as hell cause she couldn’t actually sit, but who cared about her happiness, besides; it wasn’t like Polaris was going to make it back to the office, no, they had a location hidden just off the highway and a special bullet that would take care of all their problems, standard MCO procedure as the manual describes it.

The day was taking a toll, a yawn escaped from Anderson as he pulled out to pass a transport truck.

∞ ∞ ∞

It really didn’t register to Grace that she had been in an accident since she was just regaining her senses from the high voltage shocks she had taken earlier, the violent crash only sped bringing her out of a mental fog. The MCO had snuck up on her in a most embarrassing fashion while she was working as a first aid attendant on a major bridge rehabilitation project, she didn’t have a chance to run and was taken down with the stun shots, heck they hadn’t even needed to use a capture net.

She found herself nearly hogtied in the backseat of a damaged car, anchored to the floor with her arms and legs bound together, she tried to strip the binds but couldn’t break free of them, however the chain keeping her arms held down by her legs snapped quickly enough to at least give a little movement, and with a kick the car door burst away letting her wriggle out of the mangled vehicle.

The scene was disturbing, even for Grace’s EMT training, head on accidents are the worst, the car was still mostly intact which means it must be a tank, scanning the devastation around her she assessed who would need her help: the driver was undoubtedly dead as a decapitated body didn’t need first aid, the cars front passenger was limp but the chest was rising so he was alive, looking over what remained of the other vehicle, its debris was scatted over a large portion of the highway, probably an RV from what little she could identify.

Grace was not able to move well with her legs in restraints at best she could waddle, nearby someone moaned in the wreckage, Grace spotted a mass that looked like a rolled up body sitting in the remnants of a chair and she moved towards it, a cursory inspection showed the man was not alive as the shard of metal protruding from his back was a trauma that had pierced his heart, however, held within that cocoon of flesh was a child, as a last act the parent must have tried to provide a shield.

Grace slowly unwrapped the child working clumsily with what her still bound hands could do, the child: a little girl, 12 or so years old, made whimpering sounds. Polaris did a quick exam and tried to calm the young girl, comforting her by saying “Your going to be okay” to her surprise the question “Promise?” came from her patient, with a heart breaking look into the girl’s soft blue eyes Grace stated “Promise!” and then continued searching for injuries finding a broken leg, no bleeding, no neck or head trauma, Grace gently scooped up the small figure and turned to begin the shuffle to move her to a safe spot to start triage.

Grace felt the burn of a bullet tear into her shoulder and immediately dropped to a crouch to make a smaller target, she heard 4 gunshots, with the last shot whistling wide but striking a propane tank causing it to explode, a ball of flame shot overtop of Grace who could see a piece of shrapnel stream past her hitting the agent that had been shooting, the gun waivered then dropped to the ground, shortly followed by the MCO agent himself, a pool of red growing around his now prone body.

 Grace started to move again, the scene was even more dangerous with the spot fires around her, a few yards away she found a clear space and set the girl down, she used her cooling effect by touching her shoulder “a bullet shouldn’t hurt this much” she said mumbled aloud.

“Must’ve been a mutant tamer round, heard the MCO was testing them for the Goodkind’s”

The voice startled Grace, she turned her head to see a pair of cowboy boots and jeans beside her, craning her neck up she looked at the trim figure of a man about 6’5” in a checked plaid shirt and baseball cap.

“Do you have an emergency kit?” Grace croaked out

“Right here” he said handing over a medium size satchel with a red cross emblem on the side “I have some blankets if you need them.”

“I can keep her warm, but my attention is divided, can you help?”

“if you’ll look after the girl, I’ll put a dressing on your shoulder”

“I’m regen 2, so wear gloves”

“On it, the names Marcus Johnson, or Timbre if you have that bent”

“Grace Watson, my MID says Polaris, any possibility you could get these cuffs off?”

“I’ll have look in a minute once I get this bandage wrapped, how’s the kid? She a mutant?”

“Too young to have manifested, she came through the accident with some injuries, but it looks like she just took 2 bullets”

“Not good, those tamer rounds are supposed to be coated with poison to drop a mutant, no clue what would happen to a baseline”.

 

February 11, 2007

Elsewhere

Cameron walked happily down the path as it followed the meandering stream, it was the focal point of the vast garden and her favorite spot, holding the hand of her mentor and friend who motioned to their frequently used bench overlooking a small cascade, they stopped and a serious expression spread over her teachers face.

“Cameron, it’s time to send you back home, your training is done and your assignment awaits. You will be facing some challenges and changes, don’t let it effect your outlook!”

The world around her faded from bright to grey then darkness.

 

Prince George Long Term Care Centre

 The darkness grudgingly gave way to flashes of light as awareness crept slowly back into her, it felt like awaking from a really deep sleep when your body objects to being stirred before it’s ready to let go of peaceful slumber. The first sense to begin supplying information was smell which caught the heavy scent of cleaning agents reminding Cameron of the hallways before first bell at school. But without the additional input from sight and hearing it left Cameron confused, why would I be at school? It’s summer holiday, there’s no school!

Lying still, Camron began a physical assessment, first up; her ears detect a rhythmic beeping and a slight hiss, breathing is difficult almost as if being forced plus a very unpleasant feeling in her throat… HOSPITAL! The monitors beeping spiked as it followed Cameron’s heart taking off like a chased rabbit, an alarm sounds which startles Cameron more, then it all goes quiet again.

 

 February 12, 2007

The activity in the room hits pause as Doctor Carter enters with three with men in tow, the first being an older man in his mid sixties holding a well worn hat and an overcoat draped across his arm, his rumpled wool sweater gives a grandfatherly appearance but the serious expression carved onto his face speaks of a heavy heart. The second man is dressed in a casual yet professional manner with a sport coat and dress pant ensemble, his attire a contradiction between serious and fanciful as his tie is a tartan affair that does not “go” with any know colour shirt but works with the white shirt he wears, with the top button undone and the tie hanging slightly off kilter he comes away with a look of being relaxed and personable. The third man walks with measured strides, the freshly pressed black tailored suit cried out power but the way it sits on him has an unnaturalness … like a snake with shoulder pads.

Nurse Johnson scans the visitors and has an involuntary shudder before speaking, straightening her back and holding a stiffness like a solder under inspection “Doctor, the patients heart rate has remained steady after yesterdays event, brainwaves are consistent with REM sleep, all other vitals all holding” Grace was scared, not for herself but for the fragile girl unconscious on the bed before her.

Dr. Amanda Carter was brought in hurriedly from Vancouver when a young patient had briefly awoken, Amanda was renowned for her work with patients recovering from comas and head injuries “Very good Grace, please stay in the room and continue to monitor her, you are also needed to act as a witness during this deposition”.

Grace Johnson nodded in understanding.

The older man brought out a small tape recorder from inside his overcoat, turned it on, and placed it onto the wheeled table beside Cameron’s bed.

“This is the deposition of Alexis Cameron Burke, the date of February 12, 2007. I am Judge Gordon Wilkins, Court of Queens Bench, Province of British Columbia. Each person present: please identify themselves” spoke the judge in a clear and authoritative voice.

“Public Prosecutor Michael Roy Williams “chirped the tartan clad man standing at bed side

“Bartholomew Sigel, representing the law firm McAvoy – Arnold - and Strong” claimed the suited man at the beds foot

“Doctor Amanda Carter, specialist with Vancouver General Hospital” was calmly spoken from the opposite side of the bed from the Judge

“Grace Johnson, Head Nurse, coma care ward, Prince George Long Term Care Centre” announced Grace seated behind the Doctor.

“Doctor, you mentioned that the patient has not gained consciousness, but has shown a heightened mental state, and an improved physical condition. Can you provide some details? “asked the Judge

Amanda quickly weighed how much information needed to be given, she had spent the last few hours reviewing the case files, scrutinizing every detail, the opinion had been that the girl would never wake up, her condition would worsen and in less than year be taken off life support, this case was already referenced in medical journals and scientists had already staked claims on conducting post-mortems. Buying herself time she picked up and reviewed a rather large chart before speaking towards the recorder “Alexis has been in a comatose state since August 12, 1998. She was 13 at the time, she was admitted after a motor vehicle accident suffering from: 2 gunshot wounds, a broken leg, fractured pelvis and three cracked ribs, internal damage to: abdomen, kidneys, liver and spleen”

“This is not relevant to these proceedings, and cannot be allowed on record” asserted Mr. Sigel

The Judge in thinly veiled outrage spoke “Mr. Sigel, the very nature of why we are conducting these proceedings was the forceful claim made by yourself in demanding no further action in this case could happen until a statement was obtained from Miss Burke, being the only remaining witness to the whole affair a fair outcome depends solely upon her testimony, your contention that she not be coerced or prejudiced against your client has meant that she cannot receive the medical attention she needs until we are concluded. I have only allowed this deposition to take place in the hopes it helps Miss Burke in the long term, but as this is a serious infringement of her rights which only benefits your clients… she is going to have it on record what you are forcing the court to do and what her medical condition is while it happens” barked the Judge

The lawyer did not even flinch from the tirade, he wasn’t here to play nice, for him you didn’t win by being nice (Why didn’t the kid have the decency to die like it was supposed to, just focus on damage control, at least there’s no photos) thought Bart, as his inner sanctum called him

“Nurse are the CCTV cameras catching all this” asked the Judge

“Yes your Honour, three cameras capturing all angles in the room” replied Grace pointing to the little black domes

“Judge will be fine” replied the old man with a smile

(Just a little inconvenience, this is why you bring home the big dollars, to fix little inconveniences) inclined Bart

“Doctor, can you explain her treatment so far, and her current condition? “asked Mike Williamson

Amanda swallowed hard and read the file “At the scene a First Aider bandaged the bullet entry wounds, minimal blood loss occurred, the leg was splintered and torso immobilized, EMT’s noted that the patient was unconscious upon arrival, patient was transported to Prince George General. Emergency stabilized the patient, scans showed the first bullet entered and exited the abdomen, the second bullet struck the neck lodging into the spine, the left leg was aligned and put into a cast. Her current condition: she has healed from the abdomen wound; Kidney, Liver, Spleen and Stomach are able to function normally, injured ribs and pelvis have healed, her left leg has healed with complications, the bullet remains lodged in the neck positioned against the spinal cord. A Surgery to remove the bullet could be attempted once the patients physical and mental condition is assessed but there is a high risk of paralysis, monitoring of brain activity has been ongoing and indicates higher cognitive functions are intact.”

“Are you prepared to stimulant Miss Burke?” asked the Judge

“I must protest, the emotional damage this girl is about to face warrants a phycologist to be present, and family services should also be in attendance” interjected the good Doctor

“I have been assigned to act as guardian by the Province, until Miss Burke has been assessed” supplied Mike “And she will be provided the best professional help possible once we learn what head trauma was sustained”

“Please Doctor, administer the stimulant, the sooner this is done, the quicker we can get her help” the Judge added with a tremble in his voice.

Amanda nodded, and slowly attached the biofeedback wires to Cameron’s head, picking up a small hypodermic needle, preparing a spot on the girl’s stomach, the Doctor gently inserted the needle, within moments the heart monitor picked up an increased pulse and a shallow moan escaped Cameron’s mouth.

Amanda took the chair and moved closer the girls face, and ever so gently asked the questions she was scripted to:

 “Alexis can you hear me?”

“mmmmm huu”

“can you feel me squeezing your right hand?”

“huu ha”

“can you open your eyes?

“Ughmmm”

“Are you trying to open you eyes?”

“nnnngh”

“Try opening your eyes?” a slight flutter of the eyelids ensued

“Doan wanna” Those simple words sent a shock wave across the room, that the girl would have any mental capacity left was contrary to every other instance that had been recorded.

“Why not? “Amanda asked, trying to hold her focus to the moment.

“They hurt”

“Can we turn the lights down in here?” questioned the Doctor, the overhead lights shut off darkening the room with just a bank of side lighting remaining.

“Alexis, could you try your eyes for me again?

The right eyelid lifted revealing a glazed over white eye, a few blinks later and with effort the left eye opened halfway and seemed to stick. A glow of near golden light had started from a dim ember in her eye sockets to now brightly shining from both of Cameron’s eyes, the room was bathed in light cast from twin spotlights originating from her eyes.

(MUTANT!) Bart just about yelled aloud

“Hospital? “Cameron managed to squeak out

“Yes dear, I’m your Doctor, Amanda, there is a man here named Mike that needs to ask you some questions”

“eugh” was an honest but involuntary response from Cameron

“Sweetie, you were in an accident, I need to ask you some questions, can you tell us the last thing you remember” Mike asked in a hushed tone

“beeping… lots of beeping”

“Before that maybe?”

“driving with family”

“driving with your family in your car?”

“nnh, no… in a motorhome” Cameron was having difficulty forming words, her mouth felt stiff and her tongue was sluggish

“Who was driving?

“Mugh…mom”

“what do you remember about the drive?”

“Lots of trees, pretty valley.  James got to sit up front with Mom”

“So where did you sit?”

“Me an Opus sat with Dad in the back, think I feel asleep”

“Who is Opus?”

“My pet penguin”

“Did your parents have anything to drink that morning?”

 “Coffee”

“How do you know?”

“made it for them, it was my turn to make breakfast …. Dad has it black with two sugar… Mom likes milk no sugar”

(there goes the impaired angle) mused Bart becoming visibly agitated.

“Were you with them all morning?”

“Uagg, Dad had a shower in the camper, he sings badly”

“And your Mom?”

“She got to sleep in until Dad started to sing”

“When did you leave the campground?”

“dunno, maybe 9 or 10, trying to make it to Jasper Park in good time”

“Who was driving?”

“Mom, she always drives, Dad has bad eyesight”

(Another dead duck angle) Bart was starting to put mental x’s beside all the failed strategized arguments the Firm had so far used to stall the case

“The camper was a rental right?”

“Yeah, Dad got a deal through work, he said it was brand new, looked like it had never been used.”

“Was it running alright?”

“Mom said it was fun to drive and ran like a top, better than her school bus”

(The bad driver argument was lame anyway since she had a professional licence, but faulty mechanical had been promising) as Bart added another 2 x’s to the list.

“Doc, is it right that I can’t turn my head?”

“Try not to move just now dear, I can help you in a minute once Mike is finished” replied Amanda

“Alexis, do you remember the accident?” queried Mike

“Only people that don’t know me call me Alexis, where’s Mom?”

“Honey, please tell us about the accident, then we can explain”

“I don’t know much, just some screams, I was in a lot of pain, a pretty blonde lady picked me up, more pain, and then I’m here.”

“Thank you, sweetie. We are going to leave you with Doctor Amanda, I will come back and visit you soon” choked out Mike as the realization hit him full force of the anguish and suffering that this girl was now going to face.

The judge picked up the recorder and lead the group out of the room, only the doctor remaining inside. Once down the hallway in a quiet alcove the Judge stopped and addressed the two lawyers.

“I am going to drop my schedule, we will meet in my chambers Wednesday February 15, and schedule the trail date, I will entertain no more delays Mr. Sigel, your firm has had over 5 years to prepare”

As the three men headed toward the exit, Mike Williamson’s attention was caught by a discrete gesture from Nurse Johnson, Mike excused himself from the group pointing towards a washroom and held back as the others left the building.

∞ ∞ ∞

Amanda Carter, was not prepared for answering all the questions the girl was undoubtedly going to ask, with waking her up the Doctor had at best hoped for a patient that had minor cognitive ability like reacting to light and sound, other incidents with those bullets had left severe mental impairment, being comatose was the most humane outcome. But now this girl coming out of an almost 9-year coma due to those banned chemicals: with full alertness, sharp if not vivid recall, clarity of reasoning … stunned was putting Amanda’s feeling mildly. This was one for the books, but first a whole lot of tests are going to need to be done including looking for the meta-gene to explain those eyes, and some additional help brought in for recovery.

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron sat quietly in her bed, soaking in all that the Doctor had told her but had now left her in solitude, tears were rolling freely down her face hearing that her family was dead, wasn’t it just an hour ago that they had all been laughing and singing? sure Dad couldn’t carry a tune but he liked good music, he would laugh and smile and gave the best hugs, my brother was a brat at times but he was funny and an easy tease, when her thoughts turned to her Mom she started to sob.

A gentle knock at the door brought Cameron back to the now, Standing in the rooms doorway was an attractive woman, looking in her early 30’s with long blonde hair, she had a weak smile reflecting the nervousness she felt, Not that Cameron could actually see all that, her vision was more like a cross between an x-ray picture and an MRI image in real time, the skeleton was overlaid with muscles and tendons, she could see blood coursing through veins and arteries and the lungs expand as they filled, this was hard to take since Cameron was squeamish around TV shows the showed anything medical, now this was her view of the world? looking again she could see the hot and cool zones on the body, next the scene was overlaid with geometric shapes with distance, height, and assumed weight. Cameron shook that aside for the moment and welcomed the visitor into the room.

“Thank you, for saving my life, and being my protector” said Cameron with her head bowed as far as the limited range of motion would allow

Nurse Grace Johnson stood in silence propped up by the door frame for a moment, she entered the room closing the door then sitting in the bedside chair, slipping her hand into Cameron’s, Grace started

“Your welcome … how did you know?

“When you picked me up you spoke to me telling me I was going to be alright, I recognized your voice”

“My name is Grace Johnson, I’m a mutant so some people call me Polaris, what shall I call you”

“Friends call me Cameron; I guess I need to come up with a cool mutant name”

“No hurry for it Cameron, you don’t even know what your powers might be, but did you know the light from your eyes flickered just now?”

“I was trying to focus on you, and it was like my vision shifted.”

 “Describe what you saw”

“At first you looked like a skeleton but with muscles on it, then you where just an outline: your middle was red then it went to oranges and yellows, but your hands were blue. Next it was all lines and figures... tell me are you 5’9’ tall and weigh a hundred and”

Grace cut in “You won’t finish that question if you know what’s good for you!”

Cameron smiled and nodded her head stiffly

“Are you in pain?”

“I seem to have a pain in my neck” Cameron tentatively reached up with her free hand and clasped it feebly around the side of her neck “that’s better” she said as she brought her hand down revealing the bullet in her palm.

Grace stared for a moment, calmly rose, collected a plastic bag and placed the bullet into the bag sealing it up “I had one of those in my shoulder that I had to dig it out, it still hurts”.

Cameron motioned Grace to lower her shoulder into reach and placed her palm over the wound, as soon as she had touched Grace she pulled her hand away with a small bullet fragment in it, presenting it to Grace.

“How did you know where it was?

“I saw it” pointing towards her eyes “did it hurt much?”

“everyday” muttered the nurse

The two talked for a long time, Grace asked Cameron about her family and home plus telling Cameron about her life story, how her hot and cold mutant powers worked, that she was also in the accident, how that was where she and Marcus meet while taking care of Cameron and eventually getting married, them both escaping years of MCO pursuit, also how she had finished school to become a Nurse, then arranging to work where Cameron was placed. Before leaving Grace promised to introduce Marcus, and left for the night saying she would be back tomorrow.

∞ ∞ ∞

Bart Sigel sat in his luxury rental car, he had driven a short distance from the Care Centre, he pondered what the options might be, his instructions where “control and contain”. Till now his plan of stall, deflect and hamper had been ideal, but the lawsuit was taking some unfortunate turns, that bullet should have ended the kid’s life or made her braindead, it was workable if she was a vegetable, now she was awake and talking!  the media would make hay on this if the story got out. This case had made his career, it’s why they nicknamed him “Black Bart, legal gunslinger”, the annual retainers coming in from the MCO and Goodkind Int. alone made the company a fortune, this whole mess had been deeply buried for almost 10 years but now everything was starting to unravel, he needed to make a fix.

He speed dialed a number on his cell phone, it was his offices backdoor into the MCO, no names were spoken and no questions asked, Bart simply said “Send in the Clowns”, the phone connection ended, Bart queued up his cd of Mozart’s Requiem Mass in D minor and drove away.

∞ ∞ ∞

February 13, 2007, 2:00 am

Ryan Coddet, aka Codfish, allowed his vehicle to drift silently to the side of the road, he was 2 blocks away from his target but needed to limit attention, he had been assigned to tail and support a lawyer which meant catching the same flight from Vancouver to PG and keeping tabs on him, now word came from on high that he had a hard target to dispose of, Ryan was a killer, a trained assassin turned mercenary and member of an elite team under MCO control. His sensei said that sometimes a single death at the right time could save a hundred lives later, if you happened to make a few bucks doing it, he had no complaints, but since this was a mutant he’d be willing to do it without pay – not that his boss needed to know that.

Ryan walked cautiously the distance to the building, he easily evaded the security system after tricking the staff doors electric lock, a slow walk down the hallway hearing a few snores from the sick and elderly residents brought him to the room and his assignment. The door eased open, the room was dimly lit, he entered and moved over to the stand holding an IV drip, he drew a syringe from a pocket - inserting the tip into the tubing and froze.

Ryan would prefer a kill like twisting a neck or driving a knife into juicy flesh, even a sniper shot is satisfying, subterfuge just didn’t give that thrill of seeing the life fade from someone’s eyes and the shock of realization that they are dying.  No, poison was a distance kill giving separation and anonymity, it just didn’t feed his thirst for a good kill, Maybe next time! All he had to do was depress the plunger and leave, its just that he couldn’t seem to move, not just his finger either, his whole body would just not move - not even a little.

Suddenly the room was lit with a golden light that tracked everywhere the girl looked, she reached over and touched the “Call Nurse” button, seconds later a nurse entered the room.

“Please call the police” asked the girl of the nurse

Ryan was like a statue, unflinching, shallow breathes and eyes darting about frantically.

In just a few minutes an RCMP officer arrived, snapping photos with a camera. The officer stepped up to Ryan grabbing his arms which surprisingly lowered to behind his back despite Rian’s desire to fight, the officer placed handcuffs over his wrists, a second officer entered with a gurney onto which he was unceremoniously dumped, Ryan was then wheeled away to have his rights read and begin what was sure to be a long interrogation.

∞ ∞ ∞

When Grace arrived into Cameron’s room, she immediately came over and hugged the girl “Are you okay?”

“Fine, and you?”

“That’s all you’ve got for me? after I watch over you like a hawk for years, you catch an assassin red handed, and all you have for me is “Fine!” the sarcasm dripping from her voice.

A giggle fest followed along with a full accounting of details: how a man snuck in, tried to add poison to her medicine, her interfering with his motor function which froze him in place so the police could arrest him in the act (they both had a full out laugh over the photo the police left with Cameron of her sticking her tongue out at the guy), Grace mentioned how the Centre was talking about last nights’ commotion with rumours ranging from a drug bust to a murder, it seems a police take down with lights and sirens at a retirement home doesn’t happen often… at least not at two in the morning.

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron’s day was spent talking with every type of Doctor they had a title for, exams, tests, being poked and prodded, scanned and photographed, lots of questions but no answers. However, the day had been informative for Cameron as each test helped her gain more control and movement into her body

That evening Marcus stopped by, a great guy in Cameron’s estimation, he and Grace made a perfect couple, Marcus or Timbre was a siren which was rare in guys, he could do sound effects and ventriloquism, as well as having a minor rating as a gadgeteer which went nicely with the electronics business he owns. Marcus left Cameron with a “loaner laptop” which took a long time for Cameron focusing upon until she could manipulate a way to read the screen, she had found she could layer her sight levels and finally found a combination so she was able to “see” screen text. Once she could “see”, it was a marathon of soaking up information to make up for lost time, it was into the small morning hours before Cameron slept.

∞ ∞ ∞

February 14, 2007

Cameron had started the day online, signing up to take remote schooling from BC’s Ministry of Education, it was going to take a day or two in order to verify her identification, get her school records and a curriculum in place. More Doctors appointments and beginning physio therapy to get a seriously atrophied body moving again had priorities on the schedule. By the time Cameron was returned to her room she was tired but was overjoyed to find out that she was now a student enrolled in grade 8, just where she was going to be before “certain stuff`” had delayed her, she dug into her dinner with vigor – asking if she could have seconds, worked the books for 2 hours before allowing sleep to call an end to the day.

∞ ∞ ∞

February 15, 2007 

Judge Wilkins sat behind his desk baffled by what he just heard, The Prosecutor had just asked the court to allow a postponement, a first for this case that has dragged on for 8 years, citing that the Defendant needed time to review new evidence that had just come to light: it seems that an eyewitnesses stepped forward and gave testimony including audio and video evidence from the scene had come to light, 2 bullets recovered, and a hired assassin captured. Adding this to the girl’s deposition, no wonder Mr. Sigel looked a touch green today.

“I am granting 1 week, be in my courtroom February 22.” The obvious objection coming from Mr. Sigel was cut off by a sharp glance from the stern Judge.

The Judge was watching out his window as Sigel was arrested on the courthouse steps, his curiosity piqued, but decided to keep distance to let the system do its job, he would get answers in a week and if anything - he was patient.

∞ ∞ ∞

Amanda Carter steeled herself before entering the room but gave a cheery wave to Cameron as she walked into the room.

∞ ∞ ∞

“How are we feeling today?”

“Can`t speak for you, but I`m alright” chirped Cameron

“Interested in hearing your test results?”

“You bet, do I get the good or bad news first?”

“How do you want it?”

“Mary Poppins says a spoon full of sugar helps?”

“I’ll go easy on you then” Amanda commenced with her report

“You my dear, are the proverbial 98-pound weaklings best target to steal lunch money from. Your body growth stopped when you went into the coma, you are 4’7” tall and weigh 53 pounds, we will have to see if you stay this size or start growing again, physically you are 13 – legally you’d be 21. The bullet you removed from your neck did not do permanent damage to your spinal cord and you now have full motion. The light your eyes emit is within the spectrum of daylight but shifts intensity according to the field of view you have chosen, more layers the brighter it becomes. Your body is responding well to physio, gaining strength and range of movement”.

After a brief pause the Doctor continued “How you removed the bullet is a mystery: the testing we could conduct came up negative, we have asked for some help from a specialist on teleportation as well as a scientist studying density manipulation.”

Amanda took a breath and looked Cameron in the eyes “Your blood work shows no trace of the meta-gene complex which means you are definitely not a mutant, and another thing discovered in your blood is an odd hormonal imbalance, you are actually male.”

 

End part 1

 





