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Von Chris Claremont : X-Men (1991-2001) #2  before purchasing it in order to gage whether or not it would be 
worth my time, and all praised X-Men (1991-2001) #2: 

KundenrezensionenHilfreichste Kundenrezensionen2 von 2 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. Besser 
als der Film und der ist schon spitzeVon Jori M.Da freut sich das Fanherz,das Buch zum Film vom Lieblingsautor 
allerX-Men fans Chris Claremont.Was soll man sagen,er hat es einfach drauf.Aber der reihe nach.Zur Story:Die 

http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=B00ZMP2XG2


weicht nicht vom Filmgeschehen ab im gegenteil,sie verleiht durch weitere Szenen der Geschichte eine neue tiefe und 
den Charakteren mehr leben als ich erwartet htte.Ein Attentat auf den Prsidenten ruft William Stryker auf den 
plan,einen Mutantenhasser mit Millitrhintergrund,er dringt,mit genehmigung des Prsidenten der USA, in das Xavier-
Institut fr begabte Schler ein(eine Schule fr junge Mutanten wo sie lernen sollen mit ihren bernatrlichen krften 
umzugehen)und nimmt einige von ihnen gefangen.Logan aka.Wolverine kann mit einigen der Schlern von dort fliehen 
nachdem er feststellen muss das Stryker anscheinend irgendetwas mit seinem blockierten Gedchtniss zutun 
hat.Unterdessen sind Jean Grey und Storm unterwegs nach Boston um den Attentter zu finden den Professor Xavier 
dort ausgemacht hat.Aber statt eines abgedrehten Mutanten finden sie ,versteckt in einer Kirche,Kurt Wagner 
aka.Nightcrawler.Auch wenn er auf den ersten blick aufgrund seines ussreren( blaue haut,fnge,spitze ohren und ein 
greifschwanz) einen perfekten Bsewicht abgibt,mssen Jean und Storm bald feststellen das er nur benutzt wurde und in 
wirklichkeit ein feinfhliger Mensch ist der keiner fliege was zu leide tun kann.Sie nehmen ihn mit um genaueres 
rauszufinden und erfahren was im Institut geschehen ist,treffen sich mit logan und den Schlern die zusammen mit ihm 
fliehen konnten.Raufen sich,nach einer wilden verfolgungsjagt mit dem Millitr, das sie durch einen von Storm 
verursachten supersturm hetzt, mit Magneto und Mystique zusammen um Strykers plne(die menscheit von der 
mutantenseuche zu erlsen)zu vereiteln.Fazit:Das superplus bei diesem Buch sind die Szenen die im Film nicht 
vorkommen,allen voran die mit Nightcrawler und Storm im Blackbird oder wenn er und Mystique sich kurz 
unterhalten,man erfhrt einige dinge die dem film sicher auch gut gestanden htten und bekommt ein ganz neues gefhl fr 
den Film.Die innensicht der Personen bringt das ganze auf ein neues level und ist einfach genial.Wer halbwegs fit im 
englischen ist und ein wrterbuch hat kommt auch ganz gut mit der Originalversion klar.Ein absolutes muss fr alle 
Fans,als Fan von Nightcrawler bin ich sicher nicht ganz so objektiv wie andere aber glaubt mir,es lohnt sich das geld 
zu investieren und sich mit einem Wrterbuch durch die lektre zu whlen,es macht einfach spa es zu lesen,sogar mehr als 
einmal.Wer den Film noch nicht gesehen hat sollte beide kaufen aber erst das Buch lesen,ihr werdet berrascht sein wie 
gut sich die beiden Medien ergnzen.4 von 18 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. Mutanten zum 
lieben!!!Von Ein KundeIch habe den ersten Teil von X-Men schon gesehen und gelesen, deshalb ist es fr mich Pflicht 
X-Men 2 auch zu sehen und zu lesen. Dieses Buch hier ist zwar in Englisch, aber dies macht das Lesen noch 
spannender. Wenn X-Men 2 so klasse ist wie X-Men, dann kann ich nur empfehlen dieses Buch zu kaufen.

KurzbeschreibungAfter their assault on Asteroid M, the X-Men stand...defeated?! Meanwhile, a dark secret from 
Magneto's past emerges that makes everyone question the depth of his evil.KurzbeschreibungAfter their assault on 
Asteroid M, the X-Men stand...defeated?! Meanwhile, a dark secret from Magneto's past emerges that makes everyone 
question the depth of his evil.Leseprobe. Abdruck erfolgt mit freundlicher Genehmigung der Rechteinhaber. Alle 
Rechte vorbehalten.Chapter OneMutants. Since the discovery of their existence, they have been regarded with fear, 
suspicion, and often hatred. Across the planet, debate rages: Are mutants the next link in the evolutionary chain . . .. . . 
or simply a new species of humanity fightingfor their share of the world? Either way, one fact has been historically 
proven: Sharing the world has never been humanitys defining attribute . . .Charles Xavier We are not enemies, but 
friends, the tour guide said as she led the group through the East Wing entrance of the White House. We must not be 
enemies, she continued, pausing to let them gather inside the foyer beneath one of the presidential portraits that lined 
the wall. Though passion may have strained, it must not break the bonds of our affection. Abraham Lincoln.Alicia 
Vargas had made this speech hundreds of times, yet she had a knack of making it sound as though shed just thought it 
up. She was a short young woman who looked barely out of college, with big, wide-spaced eyes, an open face, a ready 
smile. That way, youd miss the fact that those lustrous eyes never stopped moving from person to person among the 
group she was shepherding along, or that the drape of her blazer masked the Sig-Sauer pistol resting in its snap-draw 
holster at the small of her back.Alicia Vargas was Secret Service, just like the tall, broad-shouldered, stone-faced men 
in business suits who stood at intervals along the walls. At the reception desk and at the doorways leading to the 
interior of the White House were their equally imposing uniformed counter-parts in the Executive Protection Service. 
When the decision was made to continue public tours, in spite of the ever-present threat of global terrorism, the Secret 
Service had insisted that its people take over the job of guides. They understood the political and public relations 
realities of the office, but their job was to protect the man who held that office, and from that perspective, they argued, 
you could never be too careful.Offering up another smile, Alicia indicated the portrait that hung behind her, the 
sixteenth in the line of chief executives that began with George Washington and culminated today in George 
McKenna.President Lincoln said that in his first inaugural address. Its one of my favorites. I like to think, especially 
with all thats happening in the world, that those words are more important than ever.With an apologetic gesture, 
intended to put the tourists at ease, she led them toward the security desk.I just want to repeat what you were told at 
the Main Gate. Obviously, with the President in residence today, we want to be especially careful. One at a time, 
please approach the desk, present a photo id, place your bags and purses on the conveyor belt, and pass through the 
metal detector. Your possessions and all cameras will be returned to you when you leave. I know that sounds harsh, 



but I hope you understand.One man in the back caught her eye. He was wearing a Red Sox baseball hat, pulled low. 
He wasnt doing anything wrong; far from it. His body language was totally relaxed and easy. Maybe that was it. Most 
people visiting the White House came through the door excited, upbeat, impatient, and impressed. Then, seeing the 
airport-style X-ray console and the metal detector, even the best of them got nervous, wondering if theyd inadvertently 
brought something that would sound an alarm and get them into trouble.Red Sox didnt seem to have a care in the 
world.Quickly, as she ushered the first woman in line through the cage, Alicia recalled the scene at the Pennsylvania 
Avenue gate, where the tour had been admitted to the grounds. Shed watched them come through on the surveillance 
screens and now that she replayed the scene in her minds eye, there had been no Red Sox hat in the group.Turning 
back to look for him, she registered a faint sound, the bamf of imploding air, like when a balloon pops.Red Sox was 
gone.From the East Wing entrance, a broad hallwaycalled the Cross Hallruns lengthwise through the heart of the 
building. Originally, this had been the area where the everyday work of the household was donethe rooms housed 
butlers pantries, closets, and the likebut successive renovations and the growing need for space had transformed them 
into formal receiving rooms: the Roosevelt Room, the Vermeil Room, the China Room. At the moment, none of them 
was in use, which is what caught Special Agent Donald Karps attention when his peripheral vision registered some 
kind of movement in one of the doorways.When he turned to peer down the corridor, all he saw was shadow inside the 
deep alcovethat was one of the problems caused by the comparatively low, vaulted ceiling, it made the hallway hell to 
light properly. He knew it was probably nothing, but he was bored and in the mood for even a minor break in routine. 
Once before hed opened an office door and found a couple of mid-level staffers behaving far too friskily for their own 
good. Theyd been lucky they werent fired on the spot, but they really should have known better.To his surprise, as he 
stepped closer to take a proper look, someone was therethough for some reason he wasnt sure until the figure stepped 
clear of the shadow, a lean-bodied man whose stoop-shouldered stance belied the fact that he was roughly Karps 
height, wearing non-descript clothes and a Red Sox baseball cap. Boyoboy, would he have fun roasting Alicias ass for 
being so care-less as to let a tourist stray from the group.He reached for the mans shoulder.Excuse me, sir, are you 
lost? Im afraid you cant leave the groupThe man rounded on himand Karp gasped, goggle-eyed, to find himself face-
to-face with a demon. Skin so dark a blue-black it was as if the man were cloaked in his own personal shadow, the 
only points of color his gleaming yellow eyes. The ears were pointed, the teeth had fangs, and the hand that grabbed 
Karps wrist possessed two fingers instead of the normal four.Training took over. Without a conscious thought, Karp 
went for his gunand a forked tail wrapped tight around his throat, cutting off his cry of alarm. The tail spun him like a 
top into the alcove, and he felt a blinding pain as the side of his head cracked hard into the arched stone. After that he 
never felt the blow to the side, chop to the neck that finished the job of knocking him unconscious.It was all over in a 
matter of seconds, but those seconds made the difference.From the East Entrance came Alicia Vargas shoutshe was 
already through the hallway doors, coming at a dead run with sidearm in hand, ahead of the other agents and 
uniformed officers.Karps partner was closer. He lunged for the intruder, who tripped him up with a sideways sweep of 
the legsditching his shoes in the process to reveal elongated, weirdly articulated feet with a two-toed configuration that 
matched his hands. The intruder leaped across the hall for the opposite wall, somehow grabbing hold of the falling 
agents gun and pitching it clear. His leap landed him up by the ceiling. To Alicias astonishment he stuck there, three-
quarters upside down, as though fingers and toes were tipped with Velcro.Above the chandeliers, he was suddenly 
hard to see, and Alicia realized with a shock that he was blending with the ceiling shadows. Against a dark 
background, the intruders indigo skin made him... 


