Walking in Daylight
part 2


The landing was much nicer than the usual ones involving the transportation artifact.


Rather than free falling for several feet and smashing face first into the ground, the turtles stepped through the stable opening onto cushioned flooring.  They could still hear the faint buzz of the corridor behind them, signifying that their exit had not effected the stability of the connection between the twin artifacts.


There was a flash of color from the doorway as someone shot across the landing room straight at Michelangelo.  Before the youngest turtle could even react, he found himself enveloped in a bear hug and lifted off the floor.

“You made it, you made it!” Masolino cried out, spinning Mikey just as he had done when he’d first met Donatello.

“Dude!” Mikey yelped, wiggling until Mase put him down.

“That was amazing,” Mase said.  “One minute Nicco and Don are yanked into the puzzle box, and then the next minute, they’re right back here again.  Well, not exactly the next minute, but it was really fast.”


He and Mikey stared at each other and then wide grins spread across both of their faces.  


“You’re Mase!”  “You’re Mikey!” they exclaimed at the exact same time.


“We’re doomed,” Niccolo said, shaking his head.


“I knew you had to be Michelangelo,” Mase said.  “I knew because Don described you to me.  He described all of you.  He forgot to tell me that you’re damn handsome.”


Mikey preened at the compliment.  “You’re better looking than Nicco,” he said with a grin.  “He sort of forgot to mention that too.”


“That’s okay, as soon as people meet us they know right away that I got the brains and the looks,” Mase said, stepping back to take in the others.  “Let me see, the brother in red is Raphael and the one in blue is Leonardo.  I can’t believe it!  You all came!  The corridor worked.  How did it feel?  Did it grab you the way it did before?  Did you free fall?  Could you just walk through it . . . ?”


“Mase.  Mase!” Niccolo called out, getting his brother’s attention.  “One question at a time.  You haven’t even said a proper hello to our guests.”


“I haven’t, have I?”  Mase started towards Raph, who lifted both hands and backed up.


“A handshake is fine, buddy,” Raph said.


“Mase, it’s probably best that you don’t tackle the turtles with the sharp weapons,” Nicco told his brother.


Taking Raph’s outstretched hand in both of his, Mase pumped it enthusiastically and then practically pounced on Leo’s.  As he shook their hands, Mase stared intently into their eyes, as though studying them.

It struck Leo that he was probably doing exactly that.  Mase’s expression was one Leo had seen on Donatello’s face many a time, especially when they encountered something or someone new.


“Dudes, that was awesome!” Mikey yelped.  “You know what we should do?  We should like, walk back and forth a few times.  It’ll be so easy to go home if we forgot something.”


“We didn’t forget anything,” Leo said.


“Wish we’d have forgotten Mikey,” Raph said under his breath.


“How did it go?” Mase asked, turning back to his brother.  “What is Donny’s world like?  Did you meet Corius’ double?  Is their dad as awesome as ours?  I want to visit there sometime and take some samples, maybe get DNA from some of the . . . .”

“Masolino,” Nicco said, placing a hand over his brother’s mouth.  “We’ve got all kinds of time, you don’t need all of your answers right this second.”


Mase slipped away from him without missing a beat and approached Donatello, excitedly grabbing his arm.  “Can you believe this?  It took five minutes from the time I tossed that ball through the opening and all of you traveled through the corridor.  Only two minutes passed from the time you and Nicco left to when your green ball arrived here.  The corridor has stabilized!”

“We’ll have to monitor it,” Don said, rubbing his chin.  “We still don’t know how long the crystal rods remain energized.  They may only run out of power if damaged in some way, or they may be like rechargeable batteries and . . . .”


Mikey pushed his way between them.  “Yeah, yeah, blah, blah, science stuff,” Mikey said.  “Do that later.  I want to go outside.”


For the first time, Corius made his appearance.  “I have checked the weather.  It is about to rain.”


“I don’t care,” Mikey said stubbornly.  “I want to go outside in the daylight, rain or no rain.”


“Mikey, don’t be rude,” Leo murmured.


Nicco caught his brother’s eye.  “You should make introductions like a polite turtle.”

Mase linked arms with Corius and tugged him into the portal room.  “This is my mate, Corius.  Corius, you already know Donatello.  These are his brothers, Leonardo, Raphael, and Michelangelo.”

Leo and Raph bowed as they were introduced.  Mikey looked up in wonder at the big croc.  “You are the spitting image of Leatherhead.  Isn’t he, guys?  I mean, they could be twins!”


“Ah, you are speaking of Leatherhead, my double on your world,” Corius said.


“You even sound like Leatherhead,” Mikey said.  “I might accidently call you LH.  If I do, don’t be mad at me, okay?”


Corius chuckled.  “I will not.”


Mase pressed his cheek against Corius’ arm.  “He doesn’t get mad about too many things.  Corius is very laid back.”


Don caught Leo’s eye and said, “Maybe we should meet Nicco’s dad before anyone goes running around outside.”

Leo caught his meaning.  “Don’s right, Mikey.  There will be time to explore later.”


“You’ll have to wait until later to meet Dad,” Mase said.  “This is his afternoon rest period.  He probably went up right after seeing you two off.  You guys can meet Annabelle though.  I’m sure she’ll be thrilled to have a houseful of mutated turtles.”


The mischievous grin on his face was a clear indication that he was looking forward to springing the group on their live-in housekeeper.


“I never thought of that,” Don said, glancing up at Nicco with a worried expression.  “This is going to be more work for her, unless she lets us pitch in and help.”


“Which she won’t,” Mase said.  “At least not with the cooking.”


“I’m a good cook,” Mikey said.  “I’ll win her over.  We just have to keep Leo out of the kitchen.”


“Yeah,” Raph said in agreement.  “Small appliances tend to break if he even looks at them.”


“That happens to Nicco too,” Mase said.  He released Corius in order to grab Mikey’s hand.  “Come on, let’s go upstairs.  This is going to be so good.  You like to cook?  Don’t you agree that there should be at least a tablespoon of crushed rosemary in stew?  Do you have a full kitchen?  Where do you get your food?  How often . . . .”

His voice trailed off as he and Mikey began to ascend the stairs.  Nicco and Don looked at one another and started laughing.


“And I thought Mikey talked a lot,” Raph said.

“Masolino’s mouth can’t keep up with his brain, but he sure tries,” Nicco said.  “Come on, let’s go up and meet Annabelle before Mase puts her into a panic.”

“Hold up a second,” Don said as they left the portal room.  He selected a green golf ball from the box on a shelf next to the portal room door.  “I need to let Master Splinter know we arrived safely.”  Going back into the portal room, he tossed the ball into the puzzle box corridor before returning to the others.


“I hope we’re not going to be a burden,” Leo said as they headed towards the stairs.

“Not at all,” Nicco said.  “My dad is going to be thrilled to meet Don’s brothers and Annabelle comes off as stern, but she’s always been secretly delighted to have guests.  She hated that we had to live in near solitude during our early years.”


He had started up the stairs when Leo said, “Wait.”

Everyone stopped to look back at him.  “What’s wrong?” Raph asked with a frown.


“Our weapons,” Leo said.  “The inhabitants of this world don’t walk around armed.  It’s bad enough that we’re going to look like a small invading force to Nicco’s father and to Annabelle.”


“Leo’s right,” Don said, removing his bo.  “I never carried this while I was here.”


Nicco pointed to the rows of shelves which lined one of the basement walls.  “You can leave your weapons here, though I’m sure neither Dad nor Annabelle will be fazed at seeing you carrying them.  It’s up to you.”


Leo removed the sheaths that held his swords.  “We should be disarmed for our initial meeting with them.  It’s the polite thing to do.”


Raph didn’t look overly thrilled with leaving his sai behind, but he followed his brothers’ examples and placed them on a shelf.  Once that had been accomplished, the group followed Nicco up the stairs.

At the top he told them about the security system that was designed to keep people out of the basement.  He gave them the security code as he entered it into the keypad, and then opened the heavy metal door by turning the wheel that was mounted in its center.


They came out into the hallway of the first floor and immediately heard Mase and Mikey talking from somewhere nearby.  The last one up was Corius, who shut and secured the door behind him.

The pair of animated turtles were in the sitting room and Mikey was looking out of one of the windows when the remainder of the group entered.

“It’s raining, but not very hard,” Mikey said.  “I can see the sun peeking through the clouds every now and then.”


“Annabelle’s in the laundry room,” Mase said.  “I told her to meet us in here.  You guys can drop your backpacks in the corner over there with Mikey’s.”


“I’m glad you had sense enough to stay out of her kitchen,” Nicco said to his brother, depositing his backpack and Don’s duffel bag on the floor as well.

“Mikey, you need to put your nunchakus away,” Leo said.  “We’re not going to wear our weapons in front of the family.”


The younger turtle turned away from the window and saw that his brothers were unarmed.  Taking his nunchucks from his belt, he asked, “Where should I put them?”

Nicco walked over to a cabinet that sat against one wall and swung open the doors.  On a shelf inside was a television set, and under that shelf there were several drawers.

He pulled one open and said, “There’s room in here.”

“At least they’ll be close,” Mikey said, placing his weapons inside the drawer.  “I don’t like for my babies to be too far away.”
“You won’t need them here, Mikey,” Don said.  “I’m not even sure it’s legal to carry a weapon of any kind when you’re out in the open.  I never asked.”
He looked at Nicco, who shook his head.  “It’s not.  One of the inequities of our current system is that humans can get a permit to carry a weapon under certain limited conditions, but mutants aren’t allowed to at all.”

“The supposed logic being that mutants are already weapons,” Corius said.  “Many of us have retained the abilities of our root form.  I know of one mutant who was once a cobra.  She can still spit a very toxic venom.”

“Of course they lump us all into that same category,” Mase said.  “Creatures that have no built in self-defenses, like rabbits, are considered just as dangerous as the ones that do.”

Raph grinned.  “We know at least one rabbit who’s just as dangerous unarmed as he is armed, don’t we Leo?”

“Yes we do,” Leo said, smiling as well.
Their discussion was interrupted by Annabelle’s arrival.  The Stockman family’s housekeeper was short and slightly built, with gray hair and sharp eyes.
“So you managed to make it back again in one piece,” Annabelle said, looking directly at Niccolo.  “Are you going to stop adventuring now?  You worry your father.  At least your partner returned with you, he and Corius are the only well-mannered ones in the house.”

“Hello, Annabelle,” Don said, bowing to her.
“Who are these other fellows, Niccolo?  Are you going to introduce me or just stand there with your mouth hanging open?” Annabelle asked.

“Annabelle, these are Donatello’s brothers,” Nicco said, pointing to each in turn.  “Leonardo, Raphael, and Michelangelo.”
As one, the three turtles bowed deeply and when they straightened, Leo said, “We are honored to meet you, Miss Annabelle.”

“Well,” Annabelle said, uncrossing her arms.  “Politeness runs in the family.  Maybe you can teach my two boys something.”
“Michelangelo enjoys cooking, Annabelle,” Mase said, his gray eyes twinkling.  “You should show him around the kitchen.”

“Until one of you goes to the market, there isn’t anything in the kitchen to see or to eat,” Annabelle retorted.

“Shopping?  I’d love to go shopping!  We’ve never been shopping, well, not in the sense that people shop.  We could go now,” Mikey offered enthusiastically.

“Mikey does want to go outside,” Mase said, looking at his brother.
“Why don’t you and Corius take him?  You can go in Dad’s van,” Nicco said.

“We’ll stop at the Mutant Clothing Mart while we’re at it,” Mase said.  “They’re all going to need something to wear while they’re here.  Mikey can borrow a raincoat for the trip.”
“Remember to take off your mask before you go out, Mikey,” Leo said.  “The last thing we need is for someone to mistake you for a bandit.”

“I’ll get you the shopping list, Masolino,” Annabelle said.  “While they’re gone, the rest of you can figure out where everyone is going to sleep tonight.  I do not make up beds for grown turtles.”
“The raincoats are in the hall closet,” Mase told Mikey.  “Come with me.  Corius, can you grab the van keys from the kitchen?”

“Certainly,” Corius said, heading in that direction.

Mikey followed Mase into the hall and towards the front door.  Next to it was a closet which held coats of various types and other weather related gear.  One very large raincoat in a dark purple color clearly belonged to Corius.

Amongst the outer wear was one bright orange raincoat.  Mikey immediately snatched it from its hangar.

“Can I use this one?” Mikey asked.

Mase chuckled.  “I had a feeling that coat would catch your eye.  You can hang your mask on the door pegs.”

Corius and Annabelle joined them as Mikey was removing his mask.  “Here’s the list,” Annabelle said, handing a sheet of paper to Mase.  “Do not substitute brands, Masolino.  If you don’t get exactly what I’ve written down, I’m coming after you with my wooden spoon.”
Mase tucked the list into his raincoat pocket and then dropped a quick kiss onto Annabelle’s cheek.  “You can count on me,” he said.

“And wipe your feet before you come back in,” Annabelle warned the trio as they opened the door.  “I just mopped this floor.”

The remaining turtles had heard the exchange and Raph turned to Leo with a grin.  “Does she remind you of anyone?” he asked.
“Yep,” Leo replied.  “An older April O’Neil.”

Outside the rain was only coming down lightly but Mikey pulled the hood of his raincoat over his head anyway.  Even though the prospect of going out into the open during the day was exciting, some of the caution that had been ingrained into him since he was a tot was still present.
Corius climbed into the back of the van and Mikey took the front seat next to Masolino.  He pulled out of the driveway and drove down the street, giving Mikey a look at the neighborhood.  The homes were large and well-kept, much like the Stockman’s home.  They all reflected some of their owners’ personalities in the way they were painted and landscaped.

“This is an integrated neighborhood,” Mase said.  “As such, the property values have declined somewhat.  Despite the fact that mutants supposedly have the same freedoms and rights as humans, prejudices can still be found pretty much everywhere.  Our homes here are better kept and our neighborhood is free of crime, but all human neighborhoods still boast higher property values.”

“If you encounter a sign anywhere showing an alien skull with a bright red slash across the face, that means that mutants are not allowed,” Corius said, his voice a deep rumble of discontent.  “It is not legal but local governments, including ours, turn a blind eye to it.”
“It’s not as bad as it used to be,” Mase explained.  “There are more humans with open minds than there are of the prejudiced variety.  We’re not trying to scare you or anything.”

“I don’t scare easily,” Mikey said.  “This is still way better than how we have it at home.”

Mase smiled, remembering a story Donatello had told him.  “At least here no one will scream at the sight of you.”
The market where they shopped was a large building filled with food and dry goods.  The size of the entryway and aisles easily accommodated the various mutants who bought groceries there.  Each shopping cart was equipped with a lift to make it easy for shorter mutants to reach items on the upper shelves.

On earth, Mikey had never visited a store of any sort while it was open for business.  He insisted that they walk down every aisle, whether they needed something there or not.  Mase indulged him, enjoying his visitor’s reaction to everything going on around him.
It happened to be sample day at the market, where vendors handed out free tastes of the foods they were hawking.  Mikey stopped at each one and tasted nearly every item offered to him.  The ones he really liked, Mase added to their shopping cart.  The things that Mikey pronounced ‘gross’ were discreetly deposited in a trash receptacle.

When they left the market, the rain was coming down a little harder, but there were also rays of sunlight escaping through the clouds.  People underneath sheltering umbrellas walked through the parking lot, none of them paying the least attention to the mutant trio as they pushed their cart towards the van.
As Mase and Corius began loading bags into the van, Mikey stopped to look up at the sky.  The hood of his raincoat fell back and his face was simultaneously bathed in a ray of sunshine and droplets of rain.
Mikey let the raincoat slide off of his shoulders and held out his hands to enjoy the twin sensations of warmth and rain.  Humans and mutants alike walked all around him, going about their business as they did every day.

That’s when it really struck Mikey that this world had accomplished something he’d probably never see on his own.  Here he was just another person and the fact that he was green and had a shell on his back didn’t matter to anyone.

Corius had climbed into the van, but Mase turned to look at Mikey.  He saw the hint of a smile at the corners of Mikey’s mouth.  He also saw the moisture that trickled down Michelangelo’s cheek from the corner of one eye.  It was hard to tell if that was rain, or a tear.

After a moment, Mikey seemed to feel that he was being watched and glanced over at Mase.  The other turtle sensed that this was a spell he wasn’t meant to break by speaking, so he simply nodded.

Mikey turned his face back up to the small ray of sunshine, which seemed content to remain focused on him.  Words that he couldn’t have managed moments before finally came to him, and he spoke them just loud enough for Masolino to hear.
“I don’t need to hide anymore . . . . “

TBC………..

