Walking in Daylight
part 7

Raphael hadn’t been sure of what to expect when they’d left Nicco’s house to head for the mutant encampment.  What he saw as they drove up to it was surprising.

The parcel of land was flat, with sparse vegetation, and was somewhat rocky.  Some of the larger rocks had been used to build outdoor fire pits, which he could see were in use.


Though the landscape wasn’t very inviting, the mutants had done their best to keep it neat and clean.  There was none of the trash that Raph often saw in the poorer sections of New York City.


Tents had been erected as far as the eye could see.  They too were neat and uniform, though a few did bear artwork that displayed the owners’ individuality.


Don had told his brothers a little about his previous visit to the camp.  He’d explained about the tents which housed supplies, the one containing the communal kitchen, and the tent designated as the school house.  Set back from those structures were the wooden buildings that contained restrooms and showers.


Niccolo backed the van up to the supply tent and the turtles all climbed out.  The area was loud with the sounds of children playing and mutants visiting or calling out to one another.

As they were unloading the van, Don caught hold of Nicco’s arm, getting his attention.


“There are some burned tents over there,” Don said, pointing at several tents on the very edge of a row.


His mate looked in that direction and then his expression grew thunderous.  “If that is Hun’s handiwork, I’m going to kick his ass up between his shoulder blades.”

“If Hun is responsible, let’s prove it,” Don said, calming Nicco.  “Then we can all legally kick Hun’s butt.”


Despite his anger, Nicco couldn’t help but smile.  He reached out to caress Don’s cheek with the back of one finger.  “My conscience and my common sense, all wrapped in one amazing package.”


“Save that for later,” Raph said.  “Who do we talk to so we can find out what’s been going on around here?”

Pulling his eyes off of Donatello, Nicco looked across the supply tent and spotted a large mutant cat.

“Tony!” Nicco called out.  “Got a minute?”


The cat finished sorting the items he was holding into bins and then maneuvered through the crowded aisles to reach Nicco.


“My friend, it is good to see you,” Tony said, reaching out to shake Nicco’s hand.


“And you as well,” Nicco said.  “We’re clearing out the attic and thought folks here would have better use for some of our extra furnishings and such.”


“Indeed they will,” Tony said, eyeing the collection that had been unloaded.


“Especially the occupants of those burned out tents,” Nicco said.  “What happened?”


Tony’s expression clouded and grew wary.  “Misfortune and mayhem, Niccolo.  There is a bad element afoot.”


“Mutant or . . . ?” Nicco asked, leaving the question unfinished.


“It is hard to know,” Tony said.  “There were only little things at first.  Tents falling down due to loosened connectors, fire pits which mysteriously crumble during the night, clogged shower drains, things like that.”


“Sabotage,” Nicco said.


“Perhaps,” Tony said, his face still carrying the cautious look.  “I’ve taken to sleeping here so that I can watch over the supplies.”

“How’d the fire happen?” Raph asked.


When Tony glanced at him, Nicco said, “They’re family, Tony.”


“It was the middle of the night,” Tony answered.  “Mrs. Bigby began screaming and alerted the entire camp.  Her tent was ablaze and it had spread to the next in line before we could even form our bucket brigade.”


“What started the fire?” Leo asked.


“Perhaps an overturned cook pot,” Tony said.  “Mrs. Bigby says not, but we do not know for certain.”


“That’s a lot of bad luck all of a sudden,” Don said.


“Have there been any humans coming around?” Nicco asked flat out.  “Anyone hassling the mutants?”


Tony’s jaw shifted from side to side, as though he was chewing on how much information he should share.


“You know me, Tony,” Nicco said.  “If there are problems here, I want to get to the bottom of them and put a stop to whatever is going on.”


“Wish it was that simple,” Tony said.  “Folks are scared.  Me included.”


“We’re correct in guessing that the things that have been happening aren’t natural occurrences though, right?” Leo asked.


Running a paw across his forehead, Tony said, “There is nothing natural about any of it.  Yes, Nicco, in answer to your question, we’ve had some humans nosing around here.  Not the good kind either.  I need to get back to work.”


He left them without another word.  The group of turtles walked away from the supply tent and stood by a well that had been dug near the center of the encampment.

“Tony fought in the mutant wars,” Nicco said.  “He’s wily and tough.”


“He’s spooked,” Raph said.  “I’ve seen that look before.  It’s the same one for humans and mutants alike.”


“He has family here,” Nicco said.  “A wife and several kittens.”


“It’s pretty obvious that he’s not talking because he wants to protect them,” Don said.  “We should locate some of your war buddies, Nicco.  Surely they’ll be more forthcoming.”


“Let’s go do that,” Nicco said, setting off towards the line of tents.

As they moved past the communal kitchen, Mikey’s head lifted and he sniffed at the air.  “Mm, I smell pie.  I’ll catch up to you guys.”


Before anyone could protest, he was gone.


“Leave him be,” Raph said.  “His stomach has a one track mind.”


Mutants began coming out to greet Nicco, many of them addressing him as ‘Colonel’.  He shook hands, asked after loved ones and their health, but while the crowds were large Nicco didn’t broach the subject that had brought them to the camp.

It was after most had gone back to their tasks and Nicco was standing with only a few ex-soldiers that he addressed the subject he’d come there for.


One of the men, a stocky rhinoceros, spat on the ground and said, “Yeah, we got problems.”


“Problems of what sort, Rock?” Nicco asked.


“The human sort,” Rock replied.


“Some men have been coming around here, telling us how maybe we ain’t camped on the best possible spot,” a warthog called Anton said.  “They’ve been trying to ‘encourage’ mutants to move.”

“Encourage how?” Raph asked.  “Maybe by burning down tents?”


“Got no proof they had a hand in that,” a pigeon called Pete said.


“Someone did,” a chimpanzee who Nicco had addressed as Dr. Tyler said.  “I examined Mrs. Bigby’s tent, or what remains of it.  There are tell-tale signs of arson present.”


“Has anyone reported that to the authorities?” Don asked.


“What would we tell them?” Dr. Tyler countered.  “Even if they chose to come out here, they would not acknowledge the possibility that some human force was attempting to frighten the inhabitants into leaving.”


“The men who’ve been coming around are ex-army, just like us,” Rock said.


“Not just like us, Rock,” Anton said.  “Those guys are the crap soldiers.  The ones who thought killing was a fucking game.”


“Tony was afraid to tell us this,” Nicco said.

“Tony’s okay,” Pete said.  “He’s got family and has to think of them first.  We told him to keep a low profile.”

“We’ve been handling the humans,” Rock said, slamming a fist in his open palm.


“There has been no fighting,” Dr. Tyler said quickly.


“Not yet,” Anton said grimly.


“Let us hope it does not come to that,” Dr. Tyler said.  “There has been enough fighting.  Mutants do not fare well under those conditions in the current climate.”


“Sometimes you have to fight or ya’ get pushed around,” Raph said.


“If they bring it to our doorstep, we sure as hell will fight,” Anton said.


“That might be exactly what they’re hoping for,” Nicco said.


Pete frowned.  “What do you mean?”


“Men come here during the day, but don’t do anything overt,” Leo said.  “They make veiled threats that could be construed as perfectly innocent by authorities.  At night, someone sneaks into camp to do actual damage.  This frightens the inhabitants and destroys their sense of security.”


“The next time the men come around, they try to incite the camps’ inhabitants to violence,” Nicco said, picking up where Leo left off.  “They drop innuendos meant to enrage those who have suffered losses.”


Dr. Tyler rubbed his chin.  “I see,” he said.  “If these men are then attacked, they will claim that they had done nothing to provoke such violence.”

“Your local authorities would be forced to respond to their complaints,” Leo said.  “The men here at the camps, the ones who are most likely to protect the inhabitants, will find themselves behind bars.”


“Leaving the camp defenseless,” Raph growled.  “I fucking hate this kind of shit.  Give me a good, honest fight every time.”

“’Good’ and ‘honest’ are not words which apply to the ex-soldiers who have been coming around,” Dr. Tyler said.


“Does anyone know who has been sending them here?” Don asked.  “Who they’ve been working for?”


The mutants all looked at one another.  Pete said, “We figured it was Hun.  Not that anyone has said as much.”


“We’ve seen him up on that hill a few times,” Rock said, pointing to a high bit of landscape in the distance.  “He pulls up there in that great black limo of his, gets out, and stares at us through binoculars.”


“Studying the layout,” Leo said.

“Surveying the size of the opposing forces,” Nicco added.


“None of which is illegal,” Don reminded them.


“Is the burning tent the worst thing that’s happened so far?” Nicco asked.

“Yeah,” Anton said.  “Up ‘til then we thought we were having a run of bad luck.”


“If all of these mishaps are the work of saboteurs, they are very clandestine ones,” Dr. Tyler said.  “We never see anyone.”


“Ninjas could do it,” Raph said, shooting a knowing glance towards Leo.


“Have any of you talked about posting a watch?” Nicco asked.

“Not until now,” Rock said.  “We didn’t realize we had anything we needed to watch out for.”


“Might be a good idea to pull in a few more of the folks here, the ones who know what they’re doing, and arrange a patrol schedule,” Nicco said.  “Let us work the Hun angle.”


“Perhaps this man can be reasoned with,” Dr. Tyler said.  “Surely there is nothing here of interest to him.  Perhaps he can be reminded that mutants only want to live in peace.  We are no threat to humans.”

“We know Hun and men like him,” Don said. “Know how they act, what they do.  There is no good in them.”

“What Donny’s trying to say is there’s no reasoning with the guy,” Raph said.  “He’s got an agenda and it sounds like that doesn’t include mutants being here.”

“Do all of you know what will happen if he succeeds in chasing you off of this land?” Leo asked.

The mutants were silent for a moment as they again looked at one another.  Then Dr. Tyler said, “Ah, so that is his game.  Yes, I have read the deed.  If there are no mutants inhabiting this property, the ownership reverts to the city government.”

Rock waved a hand out in a sweeping motion, as though calling attention to the barren landscape.  “Why the hell would he want this gorgeous piece of prime real estate?  Are we sitting on a gold mine and don’t know it?”

“We don’t really know,” Nicco said, not wanting to speculate about the military in front of his old army pals.  “You guys have my phone number, call me if anything happens.  In the meantime, keep a sharp eye out and set up some patrols.”
“You got it, Colonel,” Anton said, snapping a sharp salute at his old commander.

As the group of turtles passed the kitchen tent, they saw Mikey standing outside, talking to a very fetching red fox.  She giggled at something he said and then touched his arm lightly as she leaned in to whisper something to him.

Mikey’s smile was broad as he responded, sending her into another fit of laughter.  Then Mikey caught sight of his brothers and waved at them.

Impatient, Raph signaled him that it was time to go.  Mikey turned to the fox, took both of her hands in his, and said his good-byes.  She waved to him as he jogged towards his family, her expression wistful.

“What the hell was that?” Raph demanded.

“Not what, who,” Mikey said. He sighed dreamily.  “That was Alopex.  She makes the best pies I’ve ever eaten.”

“You know what they say, Mikey.  The way to a man’s heart is through his stomach,” Don said with a grin.

“So true, so true,” Mikey said.  

While they were walking back to the van, a couple of other women appeared, both calling out to Mikey and waving at him.  He waved back, even going so far as to blow kisses in their direction.

Once they were in the van and on their way back home, Don turned in his seat to stare at Mikey.  “Please tell me you have not suddenly turned into a modern day Lothario.”

“Tell me what that means and I’ll answer the question,” Mikey said.
“He wants to know if you’ve become a Casanova,” Raph said.  “Are ya’ running around seducing women?”


“You guys weren’t gone long enough,” Mikey said.  “Donny, dude, I need a phone.  I have to get a phone, like now.”


“Why?  What’s the hurry?” Don asked.

From a pocket of his hakama, Mikey pulled out several small slips of paper.  “I got all these digits, bro’.  These women are expecting to get a call from the Mikester.”
His brothers stared at him.  Raph found his voice first.  “You are unbelievable.”
“We were off trying to learn what Hun is up to and you were flirting with women and eating pie?” Don asked incredulously.


“Did anyone tell you about the two human men dressed all in black that were seen coming out from behind the showers the night before the shower drains all mysteriously backed up?” Mikey asked.  “Did they tell you that a teenager wandering around late at night saw another ninja looking dude running away from one of the big tents that collapsed?  Or that someone caught the license plate number of a car that drove off right before the fire alarm sounded?”

Once more his pronouncement left everyone speechless.


“Yeah, that’s what I thought,” Mikey said, leaning back in his seat with a very complacent look on his face.

TBC…………. 

