De Novo
part 2

It took a moment for the shock of seeing Slash to wear off enough for Raph’s brain to start functioning again.  He knew he should jump up from where he was sitting and at the very least get into a defensive stance.  Almost at the exact moment Raph had that thought, another one intervened and told him to forget it and not bother moving at all.

Raph watched as Slash dove into the pond and swam towards him.  He followed Slash’s progress through the water with his eyes, but didn’t even move his head when the big mutant stepped onto the shore near him.  As Slash approached, Raph continued to sit still, his demeanor dejected and his shoulders slumped.


Slash stopped a couple of feet away and Raph glanced up at him, his expression gloomy.  He saw Slash frown and it was obvious that the huge turtle had expected Raph to react violently to his sudden appearance.  The fact that Raph didn’t move at all had apparently disconcerted his former pet.


“How’d you find me?” Raph asked, though his voice lacked any real curiosity.


The other turtle crossed his arms over his plastron as though unsure of what to do with them.  It was obvious that Raph wasn’t going to fight.  “When the Kraang took over the city I went to the lair to find you,” Slash explained.  “I saw that it was trashed and that you and your family were all gone.”

“Yeah, the Kraang found our home and that’s what started the invasion,” Raph said.


“I thought about staying there and waiting for you to return, but I had a feeling that you wouldn’t as long as the Kraang’s forces were in control.  With nowhere else to go, I got your scent from a pillow in your room and started tracking you.  I was worried that the Kraang had captured you and I was determined to save you from them.”


“You were?” Raph asked, sitting up slightly.


Slash nodded.  “I tracked you all over the city, above and below ground.  It was hard to avoid the Kraang and everything that they had mutated, but I wasn’t going to quit.  Your scent trail ended when you got into a vehicle, but that transport was leaking oil which had a distinctive odor of its own.  I started following it and it took me out of the city.”

“That was over three months ago,” Raph said, amazed.

“It took me a long time,” Slash acknowledged.  “I thought I lost the trail several times and once or twice I was sure it was gone for good because it had rained.  The oil from that vehicle was very thick though and it didn’t wash away.”


“We came out here in April’s dad’s van,” Raph told him.  “It’s older than dirt.”


“People were fleeing the city and I kept having to hide from them,” Slash said.  “It wasn’t until I got far from the city that I could really start to move faster.  The trail took me to this area and I discovered that farmhouse just tonight.  Right as I got there I saw you come out of the house and walk into the woods, so I followed you.”

“Why?” Raph asked, wanting to know.  His need to understand Slash’s motivations was the first time tonight that the red banded turtle had felt anything at all.  “Not why did you follow me from the farmhouse; why did you even care what happened to me in the first place?  I thought you were done with me after I made it clear that I was sticking to my brothers.”

“Because you’re my family,” Slash said simply.  “You’re the only one I’ve got.”


Raph stared at him as he tried to digest what Slash was saying.  Despite their fight, despite their differences since Slash had mutated, Raph’s pet turtle still thought of him as family.

“I’ve missed you,” Raph admitted, letting his guard down further.  “I’ve missed your company, missed having something special that’s just between you and me.  I’ve missed talking to you.”


“You could have come with me,” Slash reminded him.


Raph shrugged.  “I told you why I couldn’t.  All that stuff about my bros, especially about Leo, that I shared with you was because I needed to vent, not because I hated them or didn’t want to be with them.  Sometimes you get aggravated by your family, that’s normal.  I didn’t need to be rescued.”


Slash uncrossed his arms to lift his hands in the air.  “How was I supposed to know that?  I was a normal turtle for my entire life.  Up until the day I drank mutagen all I knew was you.  I depended on you for everything, including keeping me safe from the others, from Michelangelo most of all.  When I was transformed the only thing I could think of was to repay you somehow.”

“You thought we’d cut out and form our own team,” Raph said.  “You should have stayed.”

“I was hurt and confused,” Slash said.  “You didn’t want me anymore.”


“So you figured removing my brothers from the picture would change my mind?”  Raph shook his head.  “They weren’t forcing me to stay Spi . . . Slash.  We could have found a place for you with us.”


Slash’s face fell, his expression sad.  “Yeah, it’s too late now.  Your brothers don’t trust me.  When I got caught again by the Kraang and rescued by Newtralizer I thought I’d found a new friend but it turned out he was just using me.  Now I’m by myself all of the time.”

“I invited you to come back then too,” Raph reminded him.  “You said it would be best if you went solo.”


“I know I did,” Slash said.  “I thought it would be better if I had time to figure things out.  Don’t really like the solo hunter thing though, I’m lonely without you.  I don’t remember a time in my life before this that you weren’t there.”


Raph was surprised by his candor.  He stood up and faced his one-time friend and confidant, his depression slipping off of him as he warmed to the thought of rekindling something of what they once had.

“Come back with me,” Raph said enthusiastically.  “You can stay with us at the farmhouse.”

Slash was shaking his head even before Raph finished speaking.  “No.  You know that won’t go over well with your brothers.  I tried to kill them; they aren’t likely to forget or forgive.  My presence will make them uncomfortable and then I’ll be nervous as well.  One of us will say the wrong thing and it won’t end well.  All I really wanted was to make sure you were safe, Raphael.”


As he turned to go, Raph leaped forward and caught his arm.  “Where will you go?  There isn’t any place that’s safe now, not even the sewers in New York.”


“I don’t know,” Slash said, drawing in a deep breath.  “I thought I’d just hide in the woods; stay near the water like other turtles do.”


“And freeze your butt off when it gets cold,” Raph said.  “You aren’t equipped to survive that way anymore.  Look, there’s a cabin not too far from here where you can stay.  It’s not much to look at, but it’s solid and dry.  There’s a couple holes in it that we can patch up and we can build a fire pit that’ll keep the cabin warm and give you a place to cook meals.”

“What about your brothers?” Slash asked.


“They won’t go near the place,” Raph said.  “I’ll tell you why some other time.  The way I figure it, what they don’t know won’t hurt them.  Come on, let’s get you settled for the night and then I’ll come back tomorrow with some supplies.”


“Are you sure about this?” Slash asked as he started to follow an insistent Raph.


“I’m damn sure,” Raph said confidently as the excitement of his newfound purpose began to bubble to the surface.

TBC……………….
