The Wrath of Mewtrix

A Pokemon Novel By Harrier
Chapter I- Deja Vu All Over Again


*-you said we were partners. We stood as equals!*


You were created by humans to obey humans. You could never be our equal. 


*Humans may have created me, BUT THEY WILL NEVER ENSLAVE ME!!!* 


Stop this at once!! 


FZZZZTTTHhhthhthzzzztth........ FZZZTTHHHhhh-!  BOOM!!  BOOM!!  BOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOMMMMM!!!!-


"-Sir?" 

Stirring in his chair, the shadowy figure opened its eyes. He had been daydreaming, the same daydream that had been coming to him every day of the week leading up to the ‘anniversary’.  The date of that dubious title was even then upon him. 

"Sir?" the voice came again. 

Giovanni turned in his chair, the large fire of his villa's office throwing light onto his drawn face.  His close-cut dark hair and predator’s eyes only added to the intensity of his appearance.

"What?" he said, his voice intense even when it was silent. 

"Sir, I just received a fax from Cinnabar Labs." 

"And?" 

The young man in front of him cleared his throat before continuing. "They have the DNA." 

"Excellent!" Giovanni rose with a start, causing his Persian to raise its head from the Turkish rug in front of the fire.

"Purr?" the huge white cat yawned, the flames casting a flickering light onto the red gem on its forehead.

"Come, Persian. Mr. Daven, prepare my jet," he said to the young man in the Team Rocket uniform standing before him, brushing his sandy brown hair away from his eyes. 

"Yes sir.  B-but sir-" 

"But what?" Giovanni insisted, an edge of icy steel coming into his voice that made Daven hesitate.  He gulped. 

"Sir..... we've already failed before..... like this. Why waste our resources on another fruitless effort-" 

"Fruitless!!" the Team Rocket boss yelled, smashing his fist onto the desk. In the same instant his other arm shot out and grabbed the young grunt by the collar.  He found himself very close to his leader’s face, staring directly up into the ferocious pair of eyes.  "This effort will be far from fruitless, Mr. Daven," he whispered, his voice quiet and deadly. For a moment, neither of them spoke, the only sound being the chattering of teeth from Daven’s uncontrollable trembling.  Then, Giovanni smiled.  "Besides- I have learned from my mistakes."

The Boss released his captive, and the brown-haired man took several large strides backwards, still shaking.  Finally, he found his voice, albeit just barely. "Y-yes...... y-y- yes sir! I’ll contact the airport..... s-s-sir!”  Daven stepped backwards, almost tripping over a leather ottoman.  Taking one last look back at his master, he flung out a sloppy salute and hurriedly left the room.

A sinister grin cracking his stony features, Giovanni strolled out onto the balcony of his mountain villa, peering down into the bustling city of Madrid, Spain. The city was resplendent in the early morning light, just awakening from its long sleep to face the activity of a new day.  He gripped the railing tightly. I WILL succeed, he thought. And with this first stage of my plan put into motion, I'll soon have no more need to mark this day, and its glaring failure..... 

His bags packed and carried out, he and Persian made their way to the drive, where they got into the waiting back seat of a sleek black sedan. As he watched the Spanish capital come to life around him, Giovanni could not help but feel a sense of deja vu.  Once, three years ago, he had taken a similar route down from a similar home in the mountains, bound for a similar destination...... but the likenesses to that earlier time would end there, he decided.  This time, there would be no failure.  This time, there would be success.


The car took them to the Madrid International Airport, where he made his way through baggage check (a large part of which he bypassed, using his connections with the Spanish government) until he found himself on the network of runways, the noise of airliners deafening around him. There, his private jet awaited, a Gulfstream. He and Persian climbed aboard, swiftly followed by the Team Rocket personnel. Taxiing down the runway, the jet was soon off, flying quickly towards Cinnabar Island.....

Chapter II- Back to Kanto

SIX MONTHS LATER 


Ash Ketchum and his friends were hiking through the mountains on their way to Ecruteak City. They certainly made an odd-looking group: Ash strutting confidently up the winding road, his ever-faithful Pikachu perched on his shoulder; Brock following, with his firm, steady strides; Misty bringing up the rear with her light, irregular footsteps, occasionally complaining about how they should stop and rest, or that they were lost. This was one such time. 

"Listen Misty, we're not lost!" Brock insisted. "We've been following the route on the map the whole time."  The oldest of the group, Brock Geod had dark hair and tan skin, and his eyes were impossible to read in their perpetual half-liddedness.  Dressed in a t-shirt, pants, and a green vest, he was their navigator, a map of the land of Johto always in his hands. 

"I don't care what the map says, we're lost! This place doesn't look like it's visited too often," Misty insisted.  Younger than Brock, Misty Waterflower wore her brilliant red-orange hair in a rough ponytail on the left side of her head, its brightness contrasting sharply with her deep blue eyes.  She also wore a yellow shirt and cutoff jean shorts which, in a rather odd fashion statement, were held up by bright red suspenders.


“Misty, I’m sure we’re going the right way.  If you’d just put some faith in my judgment-”


“I do not want a repeat of our Cherrygrove detour, Brock!  We’re lost- admit it, swallow your pride, and maybe we can be in the next village before nightfall!”


Gritting his teeth, Ash stopped and turned around.  A year below Misty, Ash was the youngest member of their group.  However, he was also the whole reason they were heading to Ecruteak in the first place, to battle at the Johto League Pokemon Gym there and claim its badge as proof of his victory.  It was just another step on the long road to his lifelong dream of becoming a Pokemon Master.  He certainly looked the part, with raven black hair and eyes of piercing jet.  He wore jeans and a t-shirt, over which he wore a blue vest, and his unkempt hair was always covered by a red and white cap, with the symbol of the Pokemon League on it- his most prized possession.


Next to his Pokemon, of course.  Among these, he shared the closest bond with his Pikachu, who had been with him on his journey from the beginning.  The bright yellow mouse with his lightning-bolt tail and scarlet cheeks sat on his shoulder now, as he was not fond of being in a Pokeball.  

"Hold it!" Ash cried, putting himself between Misty and Brock. "Brock has a really good sense of direction so if he says we're not lost then we're not lost!" 

"We are lost, I'm telling you!" Misty persisted. "And Ash, stop talking in run-on sentences!" 

"Well, whether I talk in run-ons or prepositional phrases, I still don't think we're lost!" Ash pointed to the map for emphasis, which showed a red line winding through the illustrated forest. "See? That's the way through, and we've been following that!" 

Brock's eyebrows suddenly shot up in surprise. "Wait a minute, the red line is the way through?" 

Misty sighed and slumped down, knowing what was coming next. 

"Yeah," said Ash. "Haven't you been following it?" 

"No, I've been following the purple line." 

"The purple line just leads to a scenic photo opportunity.”

"Uh oh......." 

"BROCK!!!" 

It appeared they were lost in the forest, as they had so often found themselves before.  Suddenly, they heard soft footsteps on the path behind them. Turning around, they were surprised to see that it was a girl, about Ash's age.  She had very fair, ivory skin, and her bright blue hair was tied into two ponytails that curved up and out in front of her, seeming to defy gravity. She was dressed in a red shirt, with yellow and black shorts; a Pokegear, a device used for navigation and communication by Pokemon trainers, hung around her neck.  As she took notice of them, her eyebrows shot up.  "Oh, hi there. Are you guys here to take pictures?" 

"Actually," Brock began, "we're lost. We need to get back on the main footpath to Ecruteak City. You wouldn't happen to know the way, would you?" 

"Sure, I'll show you guys the way!” the girl answered.  “My name's Kandra, by the way.  Kandra Williams.”

Ash extended his hand.  "I'm Ash Ketchum from Pallet Town. This is Misty, and that's Brock.”

“Hi!” Misty said.


“Nice to meet you,” Brock said.


“Pika-chu!” Pikachu said, jumping on top of Ash’s head.


Ash laughed at the antics of his Pokemon.  “And this is Pikachu!”


The girl nodded.  “It’s very nice to meet you- all of you!”  Having acknowledged them all, Kandra took a closer look at the boy in front of her, with the cap and the Pikachu.  Something about him caught her eye..... something in the way he talked, and the way he carried himself.  His overall demeanor was very indicative.... He has to be one, she suddenly thought.  He has to be...

"Sure, I'll show you the way," she finally said.  She tossed another glance at Ash.  "Oh, and pardon me for asking.... but would any of you happen to be Pokemon trainers?" 

"We all are!" exclaimed Misty.  “I’m a Water Pokemon trainer.” 

"I'm sort of a breeder/trainer," Brock corrected.


“And I’m training to be a Pokemon Master!” Ash proudly proclaimed. 

“Great!”  Kandra exclaimed, happy that her suspicions had been correct.  She posed her next question without another thought: “Would any of you like to battle before we go back? I haven't had a real battle in a while.” 

“Well, I don’t know....” Brock thought aloud.  “We really do need to get to Ecruteak.”


“Pleeeaaase?” Kandra begged, a note in her voice almost like desperation.



His sympathy aroused and his competitive spirit rising, Ash stepped forward. "I'll be happy to battle you- and win!" he laughed.

Happy again, Kandra smiled at his confidence.  "We’ll see about that, won’t we?"


“I guess so,”  Ash grinned.  If Kandra had a sixth sense about other trainers, then Ash did as well, and it told him now that this girl would be a worthy opponent.

After agreeing on a set of battle guidelines, Ash and Kandra backed away from each other, putting about twenty feet between them. Misty sat down behind Ash, holding his backpack; Brock stood in the middle, having volunteered to act as referee. "This match will be fought under official Johto League rules. At the agreement of both challengers, only two Pokemon each will be used. All attacks and status conditions are valid.  Switching out is allowed for both trainers.”


Having said this, Brock backed onto the sidelines.  He raised his arm high over his head.  Ash and Kandra watched him eagerly, their muscles tensed.  The air was charged with the crackle of their twin wills.  Suddenly, Brock flung his hand down.  “Now- Begin!!" 

"Pokeball, GO!!" Ash and Kandra yelled in unison, as the Pokeballs flew from their hands. 


"Go, Miltank!" 

"Go, Totodile!" 

With twin flashes of white light, the Pokeballs opened. From Kandra's came a Miltank, mooing before assuming its fighting stance. The squat pink cow looked cute and docile, but its speed and power were very well known.  From Ash's own ball leapt his Totodile, who at once broke into a dance routine.  The small blue crocodile danced up a storm on his hind legs, his long snaggletooth snout bobbing up and down.

"Your Totodile's quite the little Lord of the Dance, isn't he?" Kandra observed  with a chuckle, examining her Miltank’s opponent.

Ash rubbed the back of his head, somewhat embarrassed by his Pokemon’s behavior.  "Yeah, I guess so. But enough about that- come on, Totodile! Show time!" 

“Totodile!” the Big Jaw Pokemon cried.  Responding to his master, he backflipped into a battle stance.

Kandra cried aloud, "Let's get it on! Miltank, Body Slam!" 

"Totodile, Endure!" 

With surprising speed, Miltank rushed at Totodile. Hardly had the protective brown glow of Endure enveloped him when Totodile was rammed by the Normal-type, sending the little reptile flying like a football.  The Endure attack had done its job, however, and Totodile weathered the blow without trouble, quickly jumping back into the fight.  "Good work, Totodile, now use Water Gun!" Ash commanded. 

Bouncing back to his feet, Totodile sprayed a powerful jet of water from his mouth, catching Miltank offguard as she charged forward for another Body Slam. Now it was the Cow Pokemon's turn to learn to fly, and she sailed backwards into the dirt. 

Kandra knew what to say next.  "Miltank, use Milk Drink!" 

In the wild, a Miltank's Milk Drink consisted of it sucking on one of its udders. But Kandra's Miltank was somewhat more civilized, and pulled out a bottle of her milk which was kept for just such a command. The magical liquid restored Miltank, quickly bringing her back to full health. 

"Miltank, Stomp!" 

Responding once again with incredible quickness, Miltank bounded across the field to plant her hoof on Totodile's back, digging him mouth-first into the earth. From her seat behind Ash, Misty began to worry. I hope Ash knows what he's doing- Kandra's Miltank is a tank! 

As if he had heard her, Ash turned around and, to her great surprise, winked at her. "Worried?" he asked playfully.  “Don’t be.” With that, he turned back to the battle, leaving his friend utterly puzzled. "Totodile, flip up and use Bite!" 

Totodile spun out from under Miltank's foot, jumping up and clamping onto her arm with his powerful jaws.  Miltank ran around in pain, spinning around and hitting Totodile against the ground in an effort to rid herself of him. 

"Enough, Totodile- get ready!"  Letting go with his teeth, Totodile used Miltank’s momentum to flip up and away, landing with a gymnast’s precision halfway across the field.

"Get ready?  Ready to lose, you mean!" Kandra cried in a rush of adrenaline. "Time for the finishing blow, Miltank- Rollout, NOW!!" 

Jumping up and twisting around, Miltank curled into a ball and began spinning, rolling like a wheel when she hit the ground- a wheel rolling straight towards Totodile.  Ash better do something quick!, Misty thought to herself. 

Suddenly, Ash grinned.  He yelled out, loud and clear, "Do it, Totodile- ICE BEAM ATTACK!!" 

At the words ‘Ice Beam’ both Brock and Misty looked up in surprise. Totodile opened its mouth wide, and a blast of shining white shot from it, made up of several jagged streaks of icy energy.  The Ice Beam collided with Miltank, encasing her in solid ice just feet away from Totodile. Recovering from the shock of this unexpected tactic, Brock thrust up his hand.  "Miltank is unable to battle- Totodile is the winner!" 

"Dile!!" Totodile cheered, rushing to hug Ash. 

Ash caught the Big Jaw Pokemon in a leaping embrace.  "You were great, Totodile!  Real good job!" 

"I have to admit, it was pretty clever of you to use Totodile's Ice Beam to stop Miltank's Rollout," Kandra said, returning her Pokemon to its Pokeball.  “I’ve seen it used before, of course, but it never occurred to me that you could employ it defensively.”


Ash bowed, Totodile jumping out of his arms and once more breaking into dance.  “What can I say?  I get crazy ideas during battles.  Sometimes they pay off.”

"I didn't even think Totodile knew Ice Beam!" Misty remarked, wandering over to Brock. 


He shrugged his shoulders.  "I guess Ash taught it to him when we weren't around." 

"That’s all well and good," Kandra said, assuming ready position again as she unclipped another Pokeball from her belt.  "But I assure you, you won't beat my next Pokemon!"


“Oh yeah?” Ash replied confidently.


"Yeah- go Pinsir!" she yelled, releasing the Pokeball.  In a flash of light, the imposing Bug Pokemon appeared.  Its glossy brown exoskeleton glistened in the sun, and the twin pincers that sat atop its head were proof enough of its awesome strength.

"Okay Totodile, get-"


Ash was cut off as Kandra cried out "Pinsir, GUILLOTINE!!" Rushing forward, Pinsir punted Totodile into the air.  As he fell down, Totodile saw Pinsir's massive pincers open beneath him, and began to glow.  Unable to maneuver in midair, he plummeted to his waiting doom. The massive trap snapped shut- 

"TOTODIIIIIIIIIIILLLEEE!!!" 

With that, Totodile fainted, struck down in one blow by the raw power of Guillotine.  He fell limply to the ground with a quiet thud, and Ash knew there would be no more fighting for the Big Jaw Pokemon that day.  "Return, Totodile!  You put up a good fight," he whispered to his unconscious Pokemon as it was returned to the Pokeball.  As he contemplated his strategy, Misty whispered to him. 

"Ash, what are you gonna do?" she asked nervously.  “That Pinsir is like a juggernaut!”

“I know, I know!” replied Ash, his mind racing frantically.  “I know I- wait, I know!"  He turned back to Kandra.  "I'll fight bug with bug!" he cried, tossing forth a new Pokeball.  "Go, Heracross!" 

From its Pokeball, Ash’s mighty Heracross emerged, the big blue beetle swinging its massive single horn in a threatening manner.  Slightly taken aback, Kandra quickly recovered.  "All right then, Pinsir! Use your Vicegrip!" 

"Heracross, counter with a Horn Attack!" 

The two fighters charged each other.  Pinsir's grasps were open wide, and when in range they snapped shut loudly around Heracross's horn.  However, the Stagbeetle Pokemon quickly found his opponent to be of greater strength then he had first assumed, as a hard shove to the right barely succeeded in tilting Heracross’s head.  Ash laughed. "Your Pinsir has lots of power, Kandra, but so does my Heracross!  Heracross, Seismic Toss NOW!" 

Suddenly, Heracross flipped his head upward, dangling Pinsir in midair.  Before his foe could unhook his pincers, the Single Horn Pokemon swung his horn around and around, twirling Pinsir over his head like a loaded sling.  He then snapped it hard and sharp to the left, sending Pinsir rocketing off and down.  His impact in the ground left a small crater, and he was noticably weakened as he attempted to rise.

"Get up, Pinsir!  You can do it!  Get up and use Swords Dance!" 

Struggling to his feet, Pinsir's pincers again began to glow.  Shapes made of pure energy, resembling swords, emitted from the grasps.  They spun around Pinsir, and his body seemed to radiate newfound strength.  "Quick Heracross, use Earthquake!" Ash cried, knowing he had to stop Pinsir's energy boost. 

Heracross smashed his foot into the earth, causing it to ripple slightly, like the surface of a pond. Suddenly the ground exploded with tremendous seismic force; Misty, Brock, and Pikachu all lost their footing.  Ash and Kandra remained standing with great effort, but Pinsir leapt into the air, both avoiding the Earthquake and finishing its Swords Dance.  As the ground ceased shaking, the Stagbeetle Pokemon returned to earth behind Heracross, and Kandra saw an opportunity. 

"Pinsir, rush it with a Guillotine!" 

Once again, Pinsir's grasps began to glow a blinding white, and were opened wide as it dashed towards its foe. Ash knew this was it- the turn that would win or lose the battle for both of them.  It was time for a money shot.  "It’s now or never, Heracross! USE MEGAHORN!!" 

Heracross focused its energy, and the horn on his head began to flash green, like a strobe light.  It ran forward to meet Pinsir.  The two energies crackled as pincers met horn.


BOOOOOOOOOOOMMM!!!!!!! 

The shockwave of their collision was enormous, as a ball of shifting green and white energy blew the two Pokemon backwards.  Ash and Misty had to jump to the side as Heracross came flying back.  Pinsir skidded to a hard stop in front of Kandra, and then both Pokemon were still.  Several tense minutes passed, none of the humans daring to move or even speak.  Suddenly, Heracross began to stir.  Slowly and shakily, the Bug Pokemon struggled to his feet.  Ash ran forward, and Heracross leaned on his trainer.  Pinsir, after some intense labor, remained on the ground. 

Brock continued to stare at Pinsir for a few moments.  Then, he lifted his hand in Ash’s direction.  "Pinsir is unable to battle- Heracross wins!" he finally declared. "And the winner of the match is Ash Ketchum from Pallet Town!" 

"Good job, Heracross.  You deserve a rest," Ash said, as he let his faithful friend back into its Pokeball.  Kandra did the same for Pinsir, after which she came forward and shook Ash's hand. 

"Great match, Ash!  Boy, I haven't battled an opponent like you in a while!  You really knew how to handle Totodile and Heracross." 

"Well, you were awesome too.  Your Pinsir and Miltank were really strong!" 

She nodded, and then raised her eyebrows.  "Hey, I almost forgot!  I have to show you guys the way to Ecruteak City!" 

Brock stepped forward. "Before we do that, I think we'd better get to a Pokemon Center.  Your Pokemon could use a rest after those tough battles!" 

"Are you sure that's the only reason you wanna go?" Misty asked him slyly. 

Brock’s face was suddenly very scrunched up, as if he were attempting to hide some plainly visible expression.  He attempted to brush her off.  "Yes I'm concerned for the well being of Pokemon now let's go!" he yelled, running off in the direction of a roadside sign pointing towards a Pokemon Center. 

"Now who's talking in run-ons?" Ash asked Misty as they and Kandra ran after Brock..... 


Chasing after Brock, Ash, Misty, and Kandra reached the Pokemon Center in little time.  As they stopped outside to catch their breath, Kandra noticed Brock was standing in front of the Center, staring through the glass doors.  The facility’s resident Nurse Joy stood behind the front desk with a bored expression on her face.  "It must be a slow day," Kandra remarked. 

"Ah, but it won't be slow for long!  I'll walk in my usual debonair fashion, sweep her off her feet...." 

“What is he talking about?" she whispered to Misty as Brock continued his romantic fantasy. 

"Oh, Brock has a thing for cute girls.  In particular, he always hangs on to Nurse Joy, or Officer Jenny, depending on which one is around." 

"But what happens when both of them are around?" 

"He goes nuts," Ash said, cracking a grin. "Come on, lover-boy, let's go in."  With that, he pushed Brock unceremoniously through the doors. 

Joy looked up as they entered. "Oh, hello there!  May I help you?" 

“Hello, Joy!” Kandra said, coming up to the counter.


“Oh, hello, Kandra!” Joy responded.  “How are you?  How’s your father?”


“Still pounding away at the minds of unwilling learners, I’d imagine,” she responded.  “I haven’t really talked to him lately.  As you know, I’ve spent most of my time around here the past few months.”


“‘Unwilling learners?’” Misty repeated, curious.  “What do you mean?”


“My father is a teacher,” Kandra explained.  “He works at Saffron University.”


“Saffron University?  All the way in Kanto?” Brock exclaimed.  “And he just lets you wander around another part of the world all by yourself?”


Kandra shrugged.  “Yeah.  He never really worries about me- he says I can take care of myself.  Besides, if I get homesick, I can just take the maglev in Goldenrod; it stops in Saffron.”


“Still,” Misty reproached her, “you seem a little young to be out here all on your own.”


“Why not?” Ash said, with a shrug not unlike Kandra’s.  “My mom let me get my trainer’s license when I was just 10.  She knew I’d be going far from home, but she still let me go.  I guess she just figured I was ready, and it seems like Kandra’s dad thinks the same thing about her.”


Joy shook her head.  “Still, I don’t think a girl should just throw herself into potentially dangerous situations without anyone there to look after her.”


Kandra laughed.  “Joy, how many times do I have to tell you?  I’m not a girl- I’m a Pokemon trainer, first and foremost.”


“You always say that.  Well, I must admit you’ve been right about yourself so far- in all my time at this Center I’ve encountered few trainers, male or female, as resourceful or tenacious as you, Kandra.”


Kandra blushed.  She was about to say something more when Pikachu interjected.  Leaping onto Joy’s desk, he began making motions towards Ash and Kandra’s belts, upon which their Pokeballs were clipped.  “Pi!  Pi-pi-pi!!  Pika!”


The five humans stared at the Pokemon for a minute.  Ash finally understood.  “Oh, right, the Pokemon!”  He turned back to Nurse Joy.  “I almost forgot.  Nurse Joy, do you think you can heal our Pokemon?”


 “Yes, please?” Kandra asked as well.  “You see, this boy and I just had a Pokemon battle.  Could you heal our Pokemon?”

"Right away!", the pretty nurse exclaimed, as Ash and Kandra handed her their Pokeballs. She placed them into the re-energizer and checked their IDs. "Totodile, Heracross, Miltank, Pinsir- my goodness!  It must have been quite a match!" 

"Yep, it sure was!" Ash said, with great enthusiasm. He had to admit, it was the best fight he’d had in a long time.  Kandra, true to Nurse Joy’s word, was a skilled Pokemon trainer. 

"Say,” Joy broke into his thoughts, “pardon me for being rude, but would any one of you happen to be named either Ash, Misty, or Brock?" 

"I'm Misty! That’s Ash, and this is Brock."  Hellos were exchanged all around.


“Um, yeah, my name’s Ash,” the young trainer said.  “How’d you know we’d be coming in?”

"Well, I received a message not long ago that three trainers by those names were headed this way, and might stop by here." 

"What did the message say? And may I say that you're looking very lovely today," Brock complimented her, bowing in front of her and taking her hand.

The pretty nurse blushed, her face turning the same pastel red as her hair.  "You're to call Professor Samuel Oak as soon as possible. There's a phone right over there, if you want to call now."

"Okay, sure!" Ash replied. They made their way over to the video phone, and Ash dialed Oak's laboratory, where he knew the professor would be at this time of day.


Kandra was clearly impressed.  “Professor Oak?  The Professor Oak?  Inventor of the Pokedex?  The most praised and renowned Pokemon researcher and naturalist in the world?!”


“Yes,” Brock nodded.  “That’s him, I guess.”


“And you know him?  Personally?!”


“Well, sure,” Ash responded, pausing for a moment to remember the rest of the professor’s telephone number.  “His main research center his in my home town of Pallet.  I’ve known him since I was little.”


“Unreal!” Kandra exclaimed.  “I’m jealous!  What’s he like?”


“Oh, he’s very nice; a little on the odd side, but nice,” Ash responded.  He turned back and shot her a look.  “Of course, you could just ask him yourself.”  He had finally remembered the last few digits.  Punching in the phone number, he hit the ‘Send’ button and watched the familiar ‘Connecting...’ message flash across the video screen.  It hadn’t been long before a new scene flashed onto the telephone’s monitor: a large, spacious laboratory, its counters covered in textbooks, notepads, journals, and the occasional candy bar wrapper.  In the background, the walls were lined with various computing machines and scientific devices.  In the middle of the screen, however, there appeared the form of a man who seemed to be just entering his golden years.  His hair was unkempt and gray, as if he cared little for personal appearance; a faded red shirt and a wrinkled lab coat were the extent of his attire, along with some tan trousers.  His eyes, however, were bright, and gleamed with the energy of someone half this man’s age.  This, then, was Professor Samuel Oak, world-renowned Pokemon naturalist- and Ash Ketchum’s close friend.  "Hello?" he spoke into the receiver against his head. 

"Hi, Professor Oak! It's Ash!" 

"Oh, hello Ash! I take it you're doing well.”


“Me?  I’m great!  How about you?”


“Quite well, if I do say so myself. How are Misty and Brock?”


“I’m fine, professor!” Misty announced, moving closer to the screen.


“Me too!” Brock said.


“Pika Pika!” Pikachu squeaked, leaping up into Ash’s lap.


“Hello to you too, Pikachu!  Say- who’s that girl I see, standing just behind you?”

Kandra squeaked in surprise.  Laughing, Ash scooted aside to make her more visible.  “This is Kandra Williams.  I had a battle with her not long ago.”


“It’s very nice to meet you, Kandra!” Oak greeted her, waving.  Then, a thought struck him.  “Williams..... Williams..... your father isn’t a professor at Saffron University, is he?”


“Oh!  Well...... yes!  Yes, he is!” Kandra said, sounding surprised.  She was clearly shy in front of the professor she held in such high regard; her face was turning red again.  “Yes, that’s him.  Professor David Williams.”


Professor Oak nodded.  “I used to teach there in my younger days.  I’ve still got a seat on the board of directors- I’ve met your father a few times before.”


“Really?  He never told me!”  She paused to calm herself down.  “But it’s still a great honor to meet you, sir.  I’ve always been amazed at your work.”


“Well, it’s an honor to meet you, as well,” Oak replied.  “It is something of a coincidence that you and Ash should run into each other like this, though.”


“She and I had a Pokemon battle- a really great one, too!” Ash explained.  “Now she’s going to show us the way back to Ecruteak City; you see...... we’re kind of lost..... again.”

The professor chuckled.  "Yes, I figured as much, which is why I delivered my message to this Pokemon Center, which I saw was conveniently located on your route, incorrect as it was." 

"Wait- you knew where we were?"

"Your Pokedex has a GPS transponder in it, which uplinks to my laboratory.  All Pokedexes do,” Oak explained.  “I can't watch every trainer's location all the time, but every now and then I check up on some of the ones from Pallet.  But anyway, about why I called. Ash, I need you and your friends to do a favor for me.  A rather large favor, actually." 

"Favor? What kind of favor?" 

"Well, I was supposed to give a lecture this week at the Conference of Pokemon Bioengineering on Cinnabar Island. However, an unexpected matter has come up, and I'm afraid I won't be able to attend. So, to be perfectly frank- I want you three to go in my place."


“‘Bioengineering’?” Misty repeated the strange word.  “What does that mean?”


“Well, as you can imagine, it combines the studies of biology and engineering, and relates them as one to the world of Pokemon.  Pokemon Bioengineers seek to understand how Pokemon fit into the natural world: what makes them tick, how they interact with their environment, and what we as humans can learn from their connections with nature.  It’s fascinating, some of the things you can discover about Pokemon if you’re just willing to take a closer look!”


“Sounds complicated,” Ash remarked.  “And you want..... us.... to go in your place?”


“Well.... yes.  I would have had Gary go, but my grandson is exceptionally busy right now, and just couldn’t find the time- neither could May,” Oak added, speaking for his granddaughter.  “And Professor Elm is busy as well.  But besides that, I trust you, Ash.  I know that I can count on you and your friends to do your very best.”

"US? Give a lecture about bioengineering?" Brock exclaimed in surprise.  “Us stand up and talk in front of a room full of world-famous researchers?” 


"I flunked Biology in school, and though I didn't take Engineering, I'm sure I would have flunked that too!" Ash lamented. 

"Calm down, Calm down!" Oak said, reassuring them. "I'll send my lecture to you via e-mail once you reach Cinnabar; all you have to do is read it, and display the proper diagrams and illustrations." 

Misty broke in. "I don't know, Professor; it's kind of out of our way." 

"Don't worry, Misty, you'll be flying there- it won't take up too much of your time, I think. And besides, the conference has an outdoor exhibition which the public is invited to. I'm sure plenty of trainers and their Pokemon will be there!" 

This all but made up Ash's mind. "We'll do it, Professor!” he exclaimed with a smile.  “Won't we guys?" 

"Well, I guess it won't be too bad. And I do need to work on my tan," Misty admitted. 

"Wait- sunbathing beach bunnies? I'm definitely in!" Brock chimed in. 

"Excellent!" Oak said, noticeably happier. "I've already booked your tickets- you leave in four hours, Seafoam Air, Flight 89, Gate 12, at the Goldenrod International Airport. Thank you, thank you again; this is a great help. Goodbye! And call me, when you get there!" And with that, he hung up.  There was a whirring inside the video phone, and from the slot in the front three electronic plane tickets slid out.


“Awfully confident we’d say yes, wasn’t he?” Brock remarked.  “I mean, getting us tickets in advance and all.”


“I guess Professor Oak really trusts us,” Ash admitted.  A look of determination crossed his face.  “And I’m gonna show him his trust wasn’t misplaced!” he cried, standing up and holding his arm in the air dramatically.  “We’re gonna go to that conference and knock ‘em all dead!!”


“Pi-Pikachu!!” Pikachu exclaimed, leaping up into the air alongside his trainer.


Kandra chuckled.  “Well, you certainly have enough charisma,” she observed.  “Everything’s taken care of, so I guess now all you have to do is get to the airport.”

Misty was the first to realize the dilemma. "Wait- Goldenrod International?!  In Goldenrod City?!” she exclaimed.  “That's miles away- we'll never make it there in four hours!" She slumped against the wall. 

"Excuse me," Nurse Joy said, coming up behind them. "I overheard everything, and I think I can help you. I have to go to Goldenrod myself today, to pick up some disinfectants. Why don't you let me drive you? I can get you there in a little under two hours.”

"Gee, thanks Nurse Joy!" Ash said.  He spun around, his whole body charged with sudden anticipation.  "Ha ha, yeah!!  This is awesome!! Back to Kanto for a new adventure- on Cinnabar Island!”


“Pika piKA!!” Pikachu added in his own Pokemon tongue.


“I know!” Misty laughed.  “It’s so exhilarating, being whisked off spur of the moment!  The three of us-”

"Ummm..... pardon me," Kandra interrupted, “but don’t you mean the four of us?” 

Ash, Misty and Brock stopped their rejoicing abruptly, and slowly turned back to their new friend, uncertain looks in their faces, a hopeful one in hers.  "What makes you so sure you're coming?" Misty asked.

Kandra took a deep breath.  "Because I don't have any reason to stay in this forest, and I could use some adventure myself. Please let me come with you!”, she pleaded, her eyes filled with earnestness.  “I'll pay my own way, I swear.  I won’t be any trouble at all.”

"Well, I don't know...." Brock said slowly, sizing her up. 

"Please let me come!” she repeated her plea.  “I know I said that I could take care of myself out here...... but really, you have no idea how......” her voice faltered.  “.... How lonely it gets out here, all by myself.  I’ve never really met anyone that’s stuck around..... or let me join them traveling.  So please, let me go with you to Cinnabar!”  She then added one final argument: “Besides- you three giving a lecture to some of the most esteemed Pokemon researchers in the world?  You'll need all the help you can get.  I can pitch in." 

"She's got a point," Ash whispered to Brock.


He nodded.  “And she looks like she can pull her own weight....”


“I think we should take her with us,” Misty said quietly.  “I mean, she could be a lot of help to us.  She looks like she needs a friend, too.”  What Misty didn’t say was that she had always wished for another girl to join their little traveling party- someone she herself could relate to. 

While they were debating, Pikachu suddenly leapt from Ash's shoulder, landing on Kandra's head. "Pi-Pikachu. Chu, piiiika chupika Pikachu!" 

Kandra smiled up at the yellow mouse. "It looks like Pikachu wants me to come." 

Ash grinned himself. "Well, that settles it, then! You're on board, Kandra!"


“Welcome to the group, at least for a while,” Brock proclaimed.


“I know you’ll fit in just fine!” Misty gushed.


Kandra smiled shyly.  “Thank you..... thank you.  You don’t know what this means to me.... really.”


“Well, I know someone hungry for an adventure when I see them!” Ash exclaimed, patting her on the shoulder.  “You look like you could use some excitement.”


“Believe me, I could!” Kandra agreed.  They all laughed.

And so, Ash and Kandra grabbed their Pokeballs. They all piled into the Pokemon Center's supply van, and with Nurse Joy driving, they made good time on the drive to Goldenrod City. She dropped them off at the airport, where Kandra bought herself a ticket at the Seafoam Air desk.  Baggage check took no time at all, given their dearth of luggage, and they found themselves with almost two hours to kill.  At Ash’s suggestion, they found a restaurant in the terminal and sat down for lunch.  “Yes, I know what I want,” Brock said to the very pretty waitress.  He had a dazed look on his face.  “I want your phone number- and your undying affection!”


“Ummm..... all right....” she replied awkwardly.  Ash and Misty buried their faces in their hands.


Brock took her hands in his.  “I’ve been searching all these years for the perfect girl to spend an eternity with in blissful harmony- and you’re the one!”


“But..... you’ve only known her for two minutes,” Kandra pointed out, utterly confused.


“Shhh!” Brock hissed at her.  “Two minutes is all it takes when true love is in the air!”


“How ‘bout if I just take your order?” the waitress said, slowly backing away from the table.


“My orders for you are to tidy up and come with me- to the wedding chapel!  Where we’ll be joined in- GYAA!!” Brock suddenly yelped as Misty stomped hard on his left foot.  “Tacos!” he shouted out.


“Salad!” Misty barked, very irately.


“Uhhh.... a hamburger, please,” Ash said, feeling awkward.


“I’ll...... I’ll have the same,” Kandra remarked sheepishly.


Nodding slowly, the waitress cast one final glance at Brock.  He grinned at her, and winked.  Looking very disturbed, she smiled disarmingly, and retreated slowly to the kitchen of the restaurant, her eyes constantly on Brock.


As soon as she was gone, the young Pokemon breeder broke down into tears.  “I’ve lost her!” he cried, burying his face in the table as Ash patted him on the back.  “She’s gone forever, and I’ll never again experience that special bond we had!”


“Uhh..... there, there, Brock.... it’ll be okay....” Ash said, once more gripped by a feeling of awkwardness.


“You don’t understand!  I had her in my arms- but she’s gone!!” and with that, Brock’s sobbing redoubled.


“Wow, he really is girl-crazy!” Kandra whispered into Misty’s ear.


“Yep- and he’s a chronic flirt, too!” Misty confirmed.  Sighing, she slumped back in her seat.  “It’s so embarrassing!  Especially since I’m always the one that has to keep him from making a fool of himself- well, at least from making an even bigger fool of himself.”


“I dunno.... it’s kind of sweet, if you ask me.”


“Sweet?  Sweet?  It’s pathetic, that’s what it is!”


“Maybe.....” Kandra trailed off.  She turned and looked Misty right in the eye.  “But haven’t you ever felt really, really strongly about someone?”


“Me?  Well, I- uhhh.... umm....” Misty faltered, stammering.  This seemed to be a very difficult issue for her..... “Felt strongly for someone?  Ummm.... well..... maybe.  I suppose so.  Sometimes it’s hard to say.....  How about you?”


Kandra shrugged, smiling gently.  “Nope.  Not yet, anyway.  I guess I’m just..... waiting for that special someone.”


Misty thought for a moment.  “Me too,” she said.  Exchanging glances, the two girls laughed.


They got their food shortly afterwards; to Brock’s dismay, it was brought out by a waiter.  By the time they were done eating, it was time to board their plane, and they rushed through the terminal to their gate, reaching their seats with a mere 15 minutes to spare. With some clever maneuvering between his friends, Ash managing to keep his Pikachu out of the sight of the stewardesses preparing the cabin for takeoff.  Buckling up, they watched the pre-flight safety video, unable to shake a sense of excitement.  Before they knew it, engines roared without; the plane thundered down the runway, and they were on their way: back to Kanto.... back to Cinnabar, where, unbeknownst to them, they were about to undertake one of the biggest adventures of their lives.

Chapter III- Complications


It was a cold, clean room, seemingly made of machinery.  Every square inch of space seemed to be taken up by computing devices of some sort or another, despite the room’s large size.  There were monitors blurring with a rush of data, lab stations bubbling with some noxious fume or another; through a wall of glass, a Cray supercomputer could be seen in an adjacent room.  Several more old-fashioned computers were mixed in with their newer counterparts, and the former’s dizzying number of bars, dials, switches, and levers made them a spectacle all by themselves.  Workers in lab coats squeezed through the narrow aisles between work stations, not speaking.  What little conversation that did take place was in guarded whispers; an eerie silence reigned almost supreme over the laboratory.  This only seemed to emphasize the chill in the air, and the sterile, surgical cleanliness.  The gleaming panels of steel and aluminum reflected the dim fluorescent lighting overhead, creating an ambiance of icy metallic blue.  Amidst this arctic scene, what drew the eye at first were the tall pillars of glass spaced throughout the laboratory.  Running the entire height of the room from floor to ceiling, they were set into bases and ceiling mounts that twinkled with the lights of many monitoring devices.  They were actually containment chambers, filled with a dark yellow liquid designed to maintain homeostasis for developing organisms, simulating the conditions of a womb. Currently, they were all empty- all except one. 

Giovanni watched the central column as his technicians scurried around, monitoring its vital signs. Wires and tubes pierced the skin in multiple areas, but predominantly around the chest. The Rocket Don's face showed no surprise or anger at this, just a little annoyance. He had been informed of this almost four months ago, and had been on Cinnabar ever since. 

Of course, when DNA is gathered from the destroyed ruins of a genetics laboratory, on an uncharted island at that (New Island, it had been called), there are bound to be ‘problems’. As Giovanni looked at the creature before him, there were no apparent mishaps.  Long, powerful feet would force the creature to walk on its toes, heightening its agility.  Those feet rose up to meet two strong legs, packed with muscle.  Between these legs ran a long tail with a blunt tip.  From that pelvic point, a surprisingly humanlike torso rose up, lean and strong.  The shoulders that topped it were very pronounced, with a bony structure that also highlighted the front pectoral muscles.  On either side, they branched out into an arm.  These were not as obviously muscular as the legs, but there was more than adequate strength in them as well; they ended in hands which had three circular fingers.  The neck was nothing special; however, from behind it was obscured by a curious organic tube, which ran from the back of the creature’s head to the top of its spine, forming an arc.  On top of the neck, the head was somewhat catlike, yet strangely humanlike as well.  A small snout protruded before large, forward-facing eyes which, even though they were closed, Giovanni knew would be amethyst, deep purple in color.  A bare head led back to two backward swept horns, which marked the placement of the creature’s ears.  It was, for the most part, a body double of Mewtwo- almost.  Mewtwo’s skin was chalk white, with a purple tail.  This creature, however, had a blue tint to its skin colorings, with chalky blue skin and a dark blue-violet tail.  Also, Mewtwo’s three circular fingers came together in a triangular shape, with the thumb on the top; but the creature in the tank had fingers that made more of an upside-down triangle, with the thumb finger being placed at the bottom.


Other than this, the creature was identical to Mewtwo- and physically perfect.  The problems were inside: faulty lungs, an undeveloped heart, and a malfunctioning circulatory system. Even now, the lab's life support systems were just barely keeping it alive. 

At first, Giovanni had been furious. All his work, all the investments, and the project had been doomed from the start! He had been inconsolable that first week he heard the news, and several hapless lackeys, daring to question his prior judgement, had been turned into Gyarados food. Then, in the very peak of his frustration, the answer to his problems abruptly came to him- Robotrix Systems, Inc. 

They were a mechanical engineering corporation, and had worked on projects for him in the past. In particular, they had built the power-focusing armor that Mewtwo had worn when he was under Giovanni's control. Now, they also dealt with artificial organs- replacements for the body's unsatisfactory performers. They had been contacted almost immediately. 

Over the past few months, as the creature grew and developed, Robotrix had worked on internal components for it. Heart, lungs, muscle stimulators- all designed to replace, even improve upon, the Pokemon's damaged organic systems. 

Other than those problems already mentioned, the creature was perfect. An amazing synaptic relay system gave it a reaction time faster than any other Pokemon, save perhaps Mewtwo and Mew. Indeed, despite its physical capabilities it was its mind, and subsequent mental powers, that had garnered attention. Its brain waves matched those taken from Mewtwo years ago. Even in its embryotic state, its psychic powers had been significant, but they were wild and uncontrolled, often erupting in spontaneous bursts of energy that would affect electrical systems throughout the entire complex. "Just like Mewtwo," Giovanni whispered to himself. 

"Sir?" one of the technicians asked. He turned to her, and she cringed under his glare.  They all did. 

"Wake it." 

"What?" 

"It's time I met my new protégé." 

"But sir, I don't think-" 

"Do it." 

"Yes, sir!" 

She walked over to the glass chamber, and began working at the control panels mounted to it. Suddenly, from the top mount came a weak surge of electricity, which continued through the glass and into the liquid. It pulsed through the Pokemon in the tank. 
The creature shuddered. Its tail started to twitch.  It opened its eyes..... 


The first sensation was sensation; a feeling of existence.  It was as if he were blind,deaf, and dumb- though he (am I a 'he'? it thought) could not see or hear or feel, he knew he was alive; knew he existed, which was something he had not experienced before. It was as if everything that had gone on in his mind before now was a long, confusing, sometimes frightening dream, and now, he was awakening. 

One by one, new sensations emerged, as his body came ‘online’. His muscles tensed, ready to respond. His skin began relaying data, and he was aware that he was in a liquid of some kind. This was backed up by the emergence of his hearing, and he perceived the sound of bubbles in the fluid around him. He could see now, too, and his eyes slowly pried themselves open. It was very blurry, and yellow. The images before him focused at length, but it was still yellow; that was the color of the liquid, he suddenly realized. He was in a tank, and there were tubes, wires of some kind, plugged into him. Flexing his hands, he considered ripping them out, but something told him not to. And then came his greatest awareness yet. 

Up to this point, his experiences would have been comparable to that of a human baby at the time of its birth, if it were capable of complex thought.  But then, he became aware of his mind- aware of it, as he had become ‘aware’ of his other senses as well.  In this tank- and even in his body- he was limited, restricted; and he somehow suddenly knew that the minds of others could be like that too. But his mind was free; he could feel it reaching out in every direction, touching objects in addition to the minds of others.  But these things did not touch him back- they couldn’t.  He was the only one capable of using his mind like this.  Even now he was only ‘fingering’ everything, delicately brushing over the things around him.  He knew he could touch harder, and that if he did... things... would happen.

He turned his attention to the man standing in front of him, staring up at him with interest. The human (how did I know what he was called? he thought) had a taut, drawn face, with extremely intense eyes and crisply cut black hair. He was dressed in a suit, navy in color, and had his hands clasped firmly behind his back. He also detected things straight from the man's brain: the eagerness at seeing him come to life, the hopefulness that everything would be successful, and the desire to use him for his own designs. What those designs were, he could not tell just yet, for the man was skilled at hiding his thoughts. This human spoke to him, in a voice as intense as his eyes. 

"Welcome. You can understand me, can't you?" 

The voice itself was muffled by the glass, but he could tell what the man thought in his mind. He could not speak (the liquid around him was toxic to swallow), but he was able to project his voice mentally, and place it inside the man's head where he could ‘hear’ it: "Yes." 

Giovanni regarded his new creation with great interest. The voice in his head was familiar in its deep tones, and its ringing insistence. However, it lacked the note of frustration that Mewtwo’s had always possessed.  That is encouraging, he thought to himself.  He cleared his throat before continuing: "May I be the first to welcome you to our world." 

"Have I been away from it?" the creature replied. 

"Physically, you have always been here, but this marks your first conscious endeavor among us." 

"And where exactly are we?" 

“We are inside the genetic engineering laboratory of Cinnabar Labs, on the island-city of Cinnabar Island. We are within the part of the world known as Kanto.”

"And now- me. Who am I?" 

"Ah, that is a long story, my friend. But I will give you the abridged version. 

"You are formed from the same DNA that was used to create the Super Pokemon Mewtwo. Both of you were cloned from Mew, the rarest and most powerful of all Pokemon. Mewtwo was created several years before you, and for a time I employed him in Team Rocket, my organization. But Mewtwo proved rebellious and uncontrollable. He broke away from my service, and two years later attempted to destroy the world as we know it. How he was stopped, I still have no idea, but I know it involved Mew somehow. At any rate, he hasn't been seen since. Thus, to make up for his loss, you were created." 

"Then I am merely a puppet, a tool- created as a replacement for no other reason than because you lost Mewtwo?!" 

"No, no, no! Don't jump to conclusions, my friend." The man laughed congenially.  "While I admit I was a bit.... eh.... dominating towards Mewtwo, I have learned from my mistakes. Know this now: you are not my slave, not my puppet, not my tool- you are my protégé." 

"Protégé?" 

"We are like teacher and student, like master and apprentice, you and I.  I am not here to use, but to teach and manage." 

He was still perplexed by his ability to understand all this. Teacher, student, master, apprentice- he knew what these terms meant, but how? Not wanting to show weakness to the human, he continued on. "Teach what? Manage what?" 

"Why, your psychic powers, of course! Surely you've noticed them by now. The ability to do anything- anything and everything- simply by using your mind. Nothing is impossible, nothing is forbidden, nothing is untouchable to you." 

So that was it, he realized. The openness, that feeling that he had freedom while others were held back. It was all because of his mind, and of the powers it possessed. And he could read minds as well; that was how he knew what all of the words the man had used meant. 

"You intrigue me, human. I will be your student, at least until I find more about this world I have been thrust into. Now, I wish to leave this tank." 

Giovanni looked at the creature, and thought how to break the news delicately; not because he felt like being nice, but so the Pokemon's reaction would not be severe. "Um, I am afraid you cannot. Not just yet." 

"Why not?" he asked, beginning to become annoyed with these humans and their restrictions. 

"The DNA from which you were created was.... how shall I put this... damaged. As a result, you are not a perfect organism." 

This news struck the creature like a punch in the gut. That was why he was in this tank; that was why there were wires sticking into him. He was imperfect; he was flawed.  There was something wrong with him.  At this, he became furious. 

"What am I to do then, human?! Swim in this tank like a fish forever while you stick more and more wires into me?! Let you examine me like some science project?! No!! I will not allow it, not even at risk of death!!" 

As he spoke this last word, his entire body was surrounded by an aura- not blue, like Mewtwo's power had been, but a deep, shimmering purple; likewise, his eyes glowed a fiery violet. The air quivered as if from intense heat, but Giovanni knew it was really space itself, warping under the intense psychic force.  Likewise, the room began to shake, and the scientists scattered around it turned in fear towards the creature.  This one was powerful, he thought. Quite powerful. 

"If you'll calm down and let me finish, I'll explain. You are not perfect yet. But soon, you will be." 

"How?!" the voice was sharp and hard.  Faint sparks begin emanating from some of the electrical equipment, and at their tops some of the empty glass cylinders began to crack.

"An engineering company I have connections with has created artificial systems to replace your faulty organic ones. They have been tested repeatedly each day for the past four months- not once have they failed. They are perfect." 

The power aura disappeared, and the creature became noticeably calmer.  "So, with these..... artificial organs, I would be free? Free to move about as I please?" 

"Yes. Of course, your body has to accept the devices-" 

"Get these mechanical systems, human, and get them placed within me. I will worry about whether my body 'accepts' them or not." 

"Very well. With that, I ask your leave, so that I may make the necessary arrangements. Patience, my friend. You will not be here too much longer." 

The creature’s gaze lingered on the man for a moment. As the human started to go, he called out to him: "You never informed me of your name, human." 

"My name? Oh, I am Giovanni. I am the leader of Team Rocket, an organization dedicated to the control of all Pokemon." 

Pokemon, the creature thought, as the man called Giovanni left the big room. I am a Pokemon. I am a Psychic Pokemon...... 



As the airliner for Seafoam Airlines touched down at Cinnabar International Airport, Misty came to a conclusion: there was nothing worse than the thirteen hour flight from Goldenrod City to Cinnabar Island. She rubbed her temples, her ears still ringing. "Ohhh, my head. I hate flying! Why couldn't we have just taken a train- or better yet, a boat?" 

Kandra stirred in the seat next to her, peeling her clothes from the cheap upholstery of Coach Class seats. She looked every bit as tired as Misty, but was trying to remain relatively cheerful.  "Pardon me for asking, but couldn't Professor Oak have sprung for First Class seats, at least for the three of you?" 

Misty shook her head. "Nope. That's not how Professor Oak operates. He prefers to let us have the bare essentials, and then to use our own ‘resourcefulness’ to make the most of our situation.  Besides, I've always figured he was a cheapskate- I mean, have you seen the clothes he wears?"


“Well, yes, I suppose....”

"I mean, don’t get me wrong- he’s a great man, and he’s nice and all, but I think he’s just a tad too frugal.  Come on, he wears nearly the same clothes day in and day out!  And his hair- Brock? Brock! Wake up!" Misty said as she shook her sleeping friend in the seat on her right. 

"Zzzz- ahhh, Nurse Joy, at long last I have you in my arms!  Mmmm..... mmmm.... treatment?  Oh, yes, there will most certainly be treatment.....”


POW!

Misty slapped Brock very hard upside the head, both to wake him up and to cut off the description of his rather masculine dream. Brock woke with a start. "Huh- wha? Where's Nurse Joy?" 

"She's gone, Brock. Far, far away.  We've landed in Cinnabar! Wake Ash and Pikachu." 

"They are awake," Brock motioned to the seat next to him, where Ash sat, with Pikachu in his lap. Both of them were glued to the LCD monitor mounted to the back of the headrest of the seat in front of them. 

Ash was completely enamored, and it was only as blue-colored credits began to flash across the screen that he resumed blinking on a regular basis.  “Nothin’ like watching Star Wars Episode I: The Phantom Menace six times in a row, huh Pikachu?”


“Pika!” the Mouse Pokemon exclaimed.


“I know!  I love that movie- it’s so cool!”


Misty rolled her eyes.  “Only you could sit through six straight showings of Episode I, Ash.”


“And what’s that supposed to mean?” he said.


“Oh, nothing......”

They collected what little luggage they had and made their way out of the plane and through the airport. Outside, they found a charter bus waiting to take them to their hotel. The busride from the airport took them into the heart of Cinnabar’s downtown area, and Ash was surprised to see tall skyscrapers raking the night air over his head, shadows against the dark night.  The island had clearly undergone an economic boom since his last visit over two years ago.  Finally, the bus slowed down- and to the surprise of all, it came to a stop right in front of the Cinnabar Grand Hyatt. 

"Whoa!" exclaimed Kandra. 

"This is why he skimped on the airfare!" cried Brock. 

Their mouths open so wide a Pichu could almost have sat in them, they made their way inside. Ash, Kandra, and Misty gaped at the huge grand lobby as Brock checked them  all in. Vast and tall, it was built to resemble the tropical forests of the eastern side of the island, with a massive artificial waterfall plummeting from the top of the 75-story building all the way to a lake at the bottom. Still in awe, they rode the glass elevator to their adjoining rooms all the way on the top floor. They opened the first one to reveal a large suite, with a flat screen TV, minibar, desk (with hookups for high-speed internet), and a bathroom with a whirlpool bath. The second room, connected to the first by a door, was similarly furnished. 

There was just one problem: the only sleeping areas in both rooms were two king-sized beds, one in each room. Brock laid his hand across Kandra's shoulder. "Uh-oh, only two. Hey, guess that means we'll have to share!" 

Kandra threw his arm off playfully. "Yes, but not with you, Brock!" 

"And if you think I’M sharing a bed with YOU, you're dead wrong, Ash Ketchum!" Misty reproached him scornfully, though in truth Ash hadn't even been thinking about it.


“But what are we going to do?” Brock wondered.

"Here- Misty and I will sleep in the other room, and you boys can have this room," Kandra said. 

Ash was taken aback. "Wait. You mean we'll have to- have to-" 

"-share a bed?" Brock finished incredulously. 

"Yep. Good night, and have fun!" Misty said quickly as she and Kandra went through to the other bedroom, locking the door behind them. Ash and Brock stood there. They looked at the bed, and then at each other. 

"No ideas," said Ash. 

"You don't need to tell me that," Brock replied..... 


"Okay, as long as we're sleeping together-" 

"Hold it," Brock interrupted Ash, as they turned down the covers of the bed. "We are not 'sleeping together'. We are 'sharing a bed'." 

"Fine. As long as we're 'sharing a bed', let's lay down some rules. First of all, see this?" Ash drew an imaginary line down the center of the bed with his finger. "That's the dividing line. Everything on this side of the line is mine, and everything on that side is yours. Agreed?" 

"Okay. Now let me make a rule: neither of us crosses the line unless there's a dire emergency." 

"Or they'll face a long and painful death." 

"Agreed." And with that, they changed into their pajamas.  Too tired to wash up,  they both climbed into bed, and went to sleep. 

Or tried to. Unfortunately, they had both let most of their Pokemon out prior to getting in bed. And none of them felt like sleeping. Ash’s Cyndaquil, a small, mouse-like Fire-type creature with a blue and tan hide and a long snout, flared up the bursting flames on its back and began flipping through the room service menu. Totodile punched on the TV, turning to ESPN; Brock’s pinecone-like bagworm, the Bug-type Pineco, his Geodude, a floating, two-armed Rock-type creature made of rock, and Ash’s Heracross crowded around to watch. Pikachu took a pair of reading glasses out of Ash’s backpack and began reading War and Peace by the light of the desk lamp. Worst of all, Ash's Noctowl, a Normal/Flying-type Pokemon that resembled an owl with two feathery ‘horns’ sticking up from his head,  began flying around the room, sparkles emanating from his flapping red wings.  He was followed by a shadowy violet blur- Brock's deep purple, yellow eyed, four-winged, Poison/Flying-type Crobat. Ash sat up groggily amidst the commotion. Thank goodness I didn't let Meganium out, he thought to himself. Suddenly, Brock awoke with a start. 

"HEY, BE QUIET!! Ash and I have just flown thirteen hours in Coach Class seats on a particularly loud jetliner. We are very tired. We would like to sleep. To sleep, we need quiet. We would like all of you to be very quiet. NOW.”

The Pokemon were asleep in minutes, curled up on the bed and floor, or perched on the desk. Brock soon drifted off, Pineco snuggled up beside him. Ash, however, found it very hard to fall asleep, because Crobat was hanging from the ceiling directly above him. "Sheesh," he whispered to himself, "I hope Misty and Kandra are having an easier time falling asleep than we are." 

************************************************************************ 

Sleep was the last thing on Giovanni's mind as he paced the bed laid out in the center of the medical room. The ‘installments’ had gone better than expected, the Robotrix technicians performing their jobs quickly and efficiently. But the creature had had a hand in the successes too- he was sure of it. 

When he had said that he would take care of his body's ‘acceptance’ of the artificial organs, he hadn't been kidding. He seemed to be able to control his own immune system, a feat unheard of in any other living organism. Even now, as the displays around the bed monitored the sleeping Pokemon, there appeared to be absolutely no problems. Suddenly, the heart rate quickened, as did the breathing rate, and brain activity was taken up a notch. Initially alarmed, Giovanni relaxed almost immediately. The creature was simply waking up.



He opened his eyes slowly. The first thing he noticed was that he was lying down. The colors around him were not tainted with yellow, and the sounds were clear and crisp. He was outside the foul tank! He smiled, in spite of himself. Secondly, he noticed the man, Giovanni, standing beside him. He was in a bed, he realized. "Ah, good. You are awake. How do you feel?" 

"I feel.... better," he replied, sitting up in bed.  He did feel much stronger. More than that, he sensed he was not flawed anymore- not flawed, but not ‘normal’ either. He was beyond flawed, beyond normal- he was enhanced. "What time is it?" 

"By the measurement of time in this part of the world, it is 1:30 AM. You were removed from the tank after the completion of the operations, which lasted about eleven hours in total." The creature noted this, and logged the exact time away; from now on, he would keep track of it in his mind. Giovanni continued. "The operations were, by all accounts, a fantastic success. Your mechanical organs are performing just as well, if not better, than any organic ones would." 

He regarded the human for a moment. "You do not say all that you know, Giovanni. But I perceive that my operations are not done yet." 

"Well- yes and no. As for actual intravenous procedures, there is no more of that. However, your cybernetic systems still lack a mobile regulator, which will be necessary to transmit the radio signal that keeps them all functioning properly. It was decided that you could be awake for that part of the job, and I guessed that you would want to." 

"I wish to complete all of the 'job' as fast as possible. The regulator is ready, I presume?"  

"Indeed it is. If you will come this way....." With that, Giovanni moved to the door of the room and opened it. The creature scrambled out of bed; its first few steps were confused and jumbled, but it soon adapted enough to wobble behind the Rocket boss down the long white hallway, wheeling a large, bulky, temporary regulator behind it. Looking behind him, Giovanni noted that with each step, the creature became more experienced, and its walk became more controlled. By the time they reached the large double doors at the end of the hall, it was striding along at a swift, even pace, its tail swishing far out behind it for balance. Throwing open the doors, Giovanni walked into the large open room. 


He perceived that it was not like the laboratory he had been ‘born’ in: it was much larger, with a rough, textured floor upon which a field of some sort was marked out in white paint. Pillars lined each side of the room, and it was dimly lit by torches, though he noticed electric lighting on the ceiling. Standing in the center were two humans in white lab coats. Giovanni came to a stop and began to give orders to the two men. They then parted, and for the first time the creature noticed a rack of some kind looming behind them.


Held on the rack by mechanical clamps were pieces of a wearable device, resembling a suit of armor. There were shin plates, as well as gauntlets; a main piece, worn on the chest almost like a breastplate, was the nerve center of the suit, and there was a helmet with a high crest, dominated by a large transparent visor. To the creature, it was all new, but Giovanni knew the look of the armor quite well. It looked exactly like the armor Mewtwo had worn; he had instructed Robotrix to make it that way. 

"Well?" he asked the Pokemon. "What do you think?" 

"I do not understand. If it is merely to regulate my mechanical components, why not just strap something to my back?" 

"Ah, but it is more than a regulator, my friend. It also channels and focuses your psychic power. Currently, it is uncontrolled, and barely manageable. This armor will enhance your control over your powers, allowing you to use them in battle." 

Battle. That was the smell, the feel..... the sensation he had gotten from this room upon entering. It was an arena- an arena for combat. He was strangely pleased by that fact..... 

"All right, then. I will wear it." 

"Excellent.  Dr. Thomas, Dr. Riker?" 

He strode over to the rack, and the two men began removing the pieces of the suit. One by one, they slowly placed them on his body. Then- Clamp! Clamp! The anklets became snug and fitting.  Clamp!  Clamp!  So did the gauntlets.  Clamp!  Clamp!  Clamp!  Clamp!  In four places, the torso piece tightened. Finally, the helmet came together with a Whiiiirrrrrrrrrr!!

Suddenly, there was- clarity! It was as if he had been very nearsighted and had suddenly put on glasses for the first time. There was a sense of control. While his mind was still free and open, it no longer drifted about aimlessly- now, he directed it himself. He was the master. He was in control!! 

The humans were staring. He decided to give something to stare at. He used the focus, and the power came- not as a result of emotion, but because he commanded it to. The purple aura shone around him, and his glowing eyes blazed forth from the depths of the visor. The scientists backed away, in fear. The fear caused him pleasure. Ignorant fools- if they could not appreciate the power, it was good for them to fear it. Giovanni, however, was quite pleased. "Good, good! You are already capable of a great deal. But there is much to learn. I must rest now, and you are invited to do the same. In the morning, we will begin your training. You may stay in here, if you like." 

The scientists nervously detached the bulky, wheeled regulator; with the armor on, he had no need of it. They hurried out. Giovanni turned to follow, but heard the creature's voice in his head. "Wait. Giovanni, you have a name. Your scientists have names. I wish to have a name." 

"A name? Oh, of course, of course!  Now, let us see. You are related to Mewtwo. In a sense, you are Mewtwo- a Mewtwo, since that is the name of your species. Yet with your cybernetic components, you are not truly a Mewtwo. You are a Mewtwo, with the technology of Robotrix Systems within you. Now. Robotrix. Mewtwo. Mewtwo. Robotrix. Ro- ah, I have it!" he said. "How do you feel about the name 'Mewtrix'?" 

He considered for a moment. The name sounded good, but more than that, it felt good. Each time he thought about it, he liked it more. "I believe I like that name." 

"Very well, then. Your name is Mewtrix. Now, good night- Mewtrix." With that, the man left the room, closing the doors behind him. 

He stood there, and repeated the name to himself. "I am... Mewtrix," he whispered. He said it again and again, each time getting louder, until his shouts echoed through the arena: "I am Mewtrix!  I AM MEWTRIX!!  I AM MEWTRIX!!!!"

Chapter IV- Learning Aids


They swirled around him, orbiting him like planets. There were three of them: one was very small, while the other two were much larger, and in fact seemed to be similar in size.  He could feel himself moving; however, he was not moving his feet.  Were the swirling things moving him?  How?  And why was he unable to stop?  He squinted; brilliant auras of light surrounded the phantoms, obscuring the details of their identities. Each one had a light of a different color: one purple, one blue, one pink.  Despite such shrouding glare, he could feel a distinct familiarity with them.... 

"Gyaa!" Ash jerked awake in a cold sweat. 


His cry alerted Misty, Brock, and Kandra, who were already awake and dressed; they moved to his side. "Gee, we didn't think you'd ever wake up!" Kandra exclaimed.  “We were about to leave without you!”


Wiping his brow, Ash smiled disarmingly.  “Heh.... sorry.  I guess I overslept...”


“I’ll say,” Brock remarked.


Pikachu, who had been sitting patiently on the other side of the bed, leapt across to his trainer.  “Chu?” he said curiously, tilting his head to the side as he looked up at Ash.


Smiling, Ash ruffled the Mouse Pokemon’s ears.  “Don’t worry Pikachu; I’m just fine.”

Misty was still looking at him, concern evident in her eyes. "Ash, are you okay?" she asked, in a rare show of open worry.

"Yeah. I had this really weird dream, though. See, there were these three things, and-" 

"As much as hearing about your dream would fascinate me," Brock interrupted, "we don't have much time. The Bioengineering Conference starts today, and we have to be at the convention center in about-" he checked his watch. "27 minutes." 

All thoughts of the dream flew from Ash's mind as he scrambled to get dressed. Four minutes later, they exited the hotel lobby and boarded a shuttle bus to take them to the Cinnabar Island Interaction Center, where the Pokemon Bioengineering Conference was being held. As they wove through the twisting city streets, Ash, Brock, and Misty once again marveled at how Cinnabar had changed since their last visit. Where there once had been a small, average-looking city, a giant metropolis now stood, its glittering skyscrapers soaring up to brush the heavens. Traffic was heavy in the downtown; the bus driver, fortunately, avoided the major jams that soon piled up behind them.  At length, they made it to the outlying parts of the city, and while sailing along an overpass, they observed a tall, broad building, with a round, domed roof that swept to the ground and ever so slightly curved up again; it looked like a silk handkerchief in mid-fall, and seemed sculpted rather than constructed. It was the Interaction Center, and after the shuttle let the four of them off in its parking lot, they began a leisurely stroll towards the Conference's public exhibition, the brilliant sunlight washing down on them from high overhead.. 

Laid out in front of the center like a carnival, the public exhibition was made up of a vast array of booths, pavilions, and exhibits, some small, and some quite large.  Each of them was immediately drawn to a different display.  “Look!  An exhibit on Pokemon breeding!  And there’s Nurse Joy!” Brock exclaimed, staring exuberantly at a tan-colored pavilion where one of the many identical sisters and cousins, all in the business of Pokemon nursing and all bearing the name Joy, was grooming a rabbit-like Azumarill.


“Trainer sessions!” Ash exclaimed, pointing towards a large, sky blue platform where show-goers were battling with Pokemon.  Said Pokemon were selected randomly, to test the skill and adaptability of the battlers.


“Really?” Kandra exclaimed, her eyes following Ash’s with equal anticipation.  She turned to Ash and grinned.  “What do you say, Ash- up for a rematch?”


“Sure- ready to lose again?” Ash laughed.


“I can beat you any day of the week, with random Pokemon or not!”


“You’re on!”


“We don’t have time for this,” Misty said, stamping her foot on the ground to get their attention.


“But Misty-” Brock began.


“Ah ah ah!  Don’t try and persuade me!  We’ve got a job to do and we have to do it!  You don’t want to let Professor Oak down, do you?”


“We’ve got a few minutes-” Ash started to protest.


“You think I don’t want to go check out one of the exhibits?  Look over there, there’s a booth all about Water Pokemon!  Of course I want to go there!” she exclaimed.  She then crossed her arms.  “But Professor Oak sent us here to represent him in the Bioengineering Conference.  He’s counting on us- we can’t disappoint him by not going, and we won’t lose face by being late.”


Kandra sighed, defeated.  “Misty’s right.  We’ve got a lecture to do.”


“That’s the spirit, Kandra!  Boys?”


“Aww, man....” Brock grumbled; but he nodded, and submitted.


Ash looked wistfully at the Pokemon battle stage.  “But can’t we just-”


“No, Ash.”


“All right...”


“Pika?”

Somewhat reluctantly, Brock, Kandra, and Ash followed Misty through the throngs of people until they got to the convention center itself. Entering the main foyer, they made their way to the door manager, who scanned his list for their names. "Hmm, let's see. Ah, here we are- Ketchum, Waterflower, Geod- hmmmm....”


“What’s wrong?” Brock asked.


“It’s you,” he said, nodding at Kandra.  “I don’t see a ‘Williams’ here.”


“That’s right!” Misty remembered.  “We never told Professor Oak you were coming with us!”


“Oak?” the door manager repeated, somewhat surprised.  “As in Professor Samuel Oak?  You’re here with him?”


“We’re here for him,” Misty explained.  “He couldn’t make it, so he asked us to come and give his talk.”


“I wondered why his name wasn’t on the list; it was quite a shock, looking through the O’s and not finding him!”  With newfound respect, he sized the four of them up.  “Well,” he said at last, “if Professor Oak trusts you kids enough to deliver one of his lectures at this conference, in front of all his colleagues, then I suppose I can trust you with one extra guest.  I’ll just add your name in,” he said, once more to Kandra.  He quickly penciled her last name onto the roster, and a few moments later he wrote her full name on a blank plastic card.  “Here’s your temporary Identification Card; I’ll have a formal one ready by the end of the day, if you could stop by then.”


Kandra nodded.  “Thank you- very much.”  She took the card from him on its attached lanyard.


“No problem.  It’s the least I can do for you, having to fill in for Professor Oak and all.  That will be a challenge.”

"Don't remind us," Ash groaned.  He, Misty, and Brock all grabbed their own ID cards and stepped out into the central plaza.  Milling about in front of them were at least 400 men and women, collectively wearing the largest amount of lab coats any of them had ever seen in one place. They all stood in awe. "What do we do now?" Misty wondered. 

“Check it out!” Kandra said, pointing to a nearby wall.  Several spare lab coats hung there on hooks.  “We can blend in,” she suggested as they walked over.


“Great idea, Kandra,” Brock complimented her, trying on a white coat; he went through several before he found one that mostly fit.


Misty raised her eyebrows as she held a lab coat up in front of her.  “Scientist chic,” she muttered whimsically.


Soon they each had a coat, and began to move into the crowd.  Ash hung back, and when his friends were out of sight he retreated into a darkened corner. There, he unzipped his backpack and began to speak to Pikachu, who had been hiding inside. 

"Okay, Pikachu. Now, I want you to listen, and I want you to listen real good to what I'm about to tell you." 

"Chu?" 

"We have to give Professor Oak's lecture today, to some of the most famous Pokemon scientists in the whole world. Now they don't allow Pokemon at this Conference, which doesn’t make a lot of sense if you ask me; but I was lucky to get you this far. So, you're gonna have to stay inside my backpack for a while, and be real quiet.  Understand?" 

"Piiiiikaa....." he moaned sadly. 

"I know it's bad, but what else can I do? The only other option would be to keep you in your Pokeball, and I know you wouldn't like that at all. So will you do it, Pikachu? Please say you will...." 

The yellow mouse thought for a moment, his ears twitching ever so slightly. Then, he cried "PiKA!" and gave Ash a thumb's up. 

“Thanks, Pikachu!  You’re the greatest!” Ash praised.  “I'll leave my bag unzipped some, so you can breathe. Like I said, I'm really sorry we have to do this. After today’s lecture, we'll do something fun together. I promise.”  Ash gave his friend a gentle squeeze, and Pikachu hugged his neck.  “And with a little luck, we can get through this whole Conference without anyone ever having to find out you’re here!” 

"I’m afraid it's a little late for that, Ash." 

His head jerked up; but then, it occurred to him that he was familiar with the voice behind him. He knew that Southern drawl.... 

"P-professor Ivy!" he cried, as he turned to face her.  Professor Oak’s friend from the Orange Islands had not changed in the months since their last meeting: her dark magenta hair still hung past her shoulders, and her face still wore an unshakably laid-back expression.  She stood over him with a tote bag on her shoulder and a smile on her face.

"Hello, Ash. My, it's good to see you again, though I must admit the circumstances are a bit strange. What are you doing here?" 

"Oh, Professor Oak was scheduled to give a lecture here, but he couldn't make it, so we're giving the talk in his place." 

"We?" 

"Yep. Misty's here, and-" he hesitated, and did not mention Brock's name; he was well aware of Brock’s peculiar aversion to her. "-and a girl named Kandra, who we just met recently." 

"And Pikachu." 

"And Pikachu- uck!  Agh!  Er-!" Ash stammered. Pikachu was standing in plain sight- she saw that he had brought a Pokemon to the Conference! 

"Calm down, Ash.  It's okay," Ivy reassured him. 

"You mean you're not going to-" 

"Tell? Oh, of course not. In fact, I'm scheduled to attend Oak's lecture- why don't I hold onto Pikachu for you during the talk?  I think he would like that better than sitting in your backpack for hours on end." 

"Would you? Gee, thanks Professor Ivy! How about it, Pikachu?" 

"PiKAchu!" the Electric-type Pokemon cried, leaping from the backpack into Ivy's arms. 

"Now," she said, "let's go find your friends." 

As they walked back into the crowd, Ivy explained that the Professor's talk was supposed to be sixteen hours in length, and that it was divided into quarters, so that four hours of it would be delivered each day for four days. Ash soon spotted Misty's bright red hair, with Kandra's deep blue pigtails contrasting it.  Misty, in turn, noticed them.  "Hey, there's Ash!" she cried. "And look, he's with Professor-"


ZIP! 

"-Ivy," she finished, then looked behind her. Brock, who had been there, was suddenly nowhere in sight. 

"Where did Brock go?" Kandra wondered. 

"Oh, for some strange reason, Brock doesn't like Professor Ivy." Misty had her own theories as to why, but she didn't tell them to Kandra; some of them weren’t very appropriate. 

Ash introduced Kandra, whom Ivy greeted cordially in turn. Suddenly, the PA system announced that it was time for the Pokemon Bioengineering Conference to begin, and that all those present should move to their first scheduled lecture, or whatever activity was entered in the data pads they had all been given. Ivy led them down one of the long hallways, stopping after a short time at a door numbered 305.  Walking through, Kandra, Ash, and Misty entered a large, carpeted room in which about ten rows of tables were set up, with ten chairs on each row. Most of those scheduled to hear Oak's lecture were already present; Ivy took her seat at the front, with Pikachu sitting on her shoulder. The three friends decided that since there were four of them in total (including Brock) and the lecture was divided into fourths, that they would each pick a four-hour section, and would give their particular part of the lecture on the appointed day; that way, no one person would have to speak for more than four hours. Scanning the lecture quickly, they each picked a section (Ash picked the one that looked like it had the least big words) and left the unchosen fourth for Brock. As it was, Misty's quarter was the one to be delivered that day. 

They made their way to the front of the room, where carpeted steps led on either side to an upper platform, which was also carpeted. A podium was at the front of this platform nearest the audience, and was flanked by desk space on either side. A large screen was behind and to the right of the podium, and a single-lens projector hung from the ceiling. Also present at the desk space around the podium was a computerized slide device, a DVD player, and a stereo system; all were operated by one remote control, and all were linked to the projector. There was also a laser pointer on the podium itself. 

Ash and Kandra sat down at the desk space on either side of the podium as Misty checked her data pad, trying to ignore the curious stares the three of them were drawing from their audience, who were doubtless wondering why three children were standing on the platform in front of them. Gulping, she flipped through the contents of her data pad.  Sure enough, there was Professor Oak's lecture, and she flipped to the beginning of her section. Placing the master remote on the podium next to the laser pointer, she stepped up, cleared her throat, took a huge breath, and began to read: 

"This lecture was scheduled to have been delivered by Professor Samuel Oak to the Theoretical Studies Committee of the Worldwide Pokemon Research Institute, during the 10th Annual Pokemon Bioengineering Conference on Cinnabar Island. Due to a recent development of events beyond his control, Professor Oak was unable to attend today's meeting.  However, as his assistants, we will be giving the lecture in his place. My name is Misty Waterflower, and I will be the primary speaker today. 

"With that issue clarified, let us begin today’s session by reviewing some basic principles of Pokemon biology." She clicked the slide device with the remote, and the first slide appeared on the screen. 

"Here we see three strands of DNA: one from a common elm tree, one from the animal species Canus familiarus (a dog), and finally, one from the Electric-type Pokemon Mareep. Now, one of the obvious......" 

Half an hour into the lecture, Ash was almost dead with boredom. He started to fall asleep, but he fought it, knowing the dream would come again, and not wanting it to. But finally, he dozed off, and the pink, blue, and purple specters haunted his dreams once more. 


The arena's overhead lights were now on, improving the visibility in the room significantly. On a balcony overlooking the arena, Giovanni observed the field below, two figures standing at either end of it. Below him, Mewtrix stood poised, waiting for commands. At the opposite end there was another Pokemon. 

Mewtrix looked at the creature standing across the field, identifying it instantly. Sleep had not come to him the previous night, so he had wandered around the laboratory complex, eventually coming to a large computer terminal. This turned out to be a database, with all available information on the known 250 species of Pokemon. Eager to learn more about those with which he shared a common name, he had spent all night at it, and by morning had committed the entire catalog to memory. 

It was these memories he used now as he faced his opponent. "Donphan, the Armor Pokemon," he said to himself, referring to the thing across the arena. It resembled an elephant, though it was not nearly as big as its mammalian lookalike.  Gray skin shrounded four thick, sturdy legs, which lead up the creature’s flanks to its back.  Over this, a hard, flexible layer of armor sat, starting at its rump and extending all the way to the tip of its trunk; thin ears sat above beady eyes, and around the mouth a powerful pair of ivory tusks gleamed in the light.  "Height: 3 feet, 7 inches. Weight: 265 pounds, 2 ounces. Element type: Ground. Statistical profile: Extremely high Attack, extremely high Defense, high Hit Points, poor Special Attack, poor Special Defense, quite poor Speed. Hm. Nothing really challenging- defeating it should be child's play." 

Suddenly, Giovanni snapped his fingers, and the fight was on. Leaping into the air, Donphan curled itself into a ball, then began to spin rapidly, reminding Mewtrix of an automobile tire. He recognized this movement as the Rock-type attack Rollout. To his great surprise, Donphan crossed the field rapidly- it was only just at the last minute that he jumped clear, doing a somersault in the air before coming back down. The armor, he noted, allowed for a wide range of motion. 

Giovanni chuckled slightly at his pupil's surprise. "Your first lesson: statistics aren't everything. Donphan may have a low Speed stat, but when using Rollout that is completely disregarded; the attack has its own speed. Don't judge your foe before you meet him." 

Mewtrix nodded. Donphan circled the arena, coming at him again. This time, however, he was ready, and easily dodged the tire-esque Pokemon. But as he weaved and evaded, he felt that this creature was not strong enough to be a true match for him.  He resolved to end the battle quickly, and move on to more challenging opponents.  He turned back to Donphan. 

It wheeled around, coming straight at him. Rollout was on its sixth turn, and now had an attack power of almost 600. The Pokemon bounced high into the air, when suddenly, Mewtrix extended his hand. A purple glow surrounded his body, and his eyes flashed the same color. Donphan froze in place. It stopped spinning, and looked around in panic, suspended in midair, surrounded by the same purple haze that outlined Mewtrix. 

Mewtrix experimented with this power of telekinesis; he moved his arm up and down, left and right; and the Ground-type flew to whichever direction his arm was. Now it was truly scared, and began to move its legs in a futile attempt at escape. Mewtrix brought it to eye level, about ten feet away from him. Then, slowly, he began to bring his three fingers together. Suddenly, Donphan jerked in anguished surprise, and began to struggle even more. The closer together Mewtrix's fingers got, the more Donphan writhed, as if it were in an amount of pain that was rapidly increasing. Suddenly, Mewtrix balled his fingers together in a fist. Donphan bellowed in terror. There was a flash of purple light- 

*ZZZZEEEEOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!* 

Whoooosh- SMASH!!! 

Donphan flew back, crashing into the far wall of the arena. There, it slumped to the ground and was still. It had fainted. Giovanni rose from his chair. "Excellent! You have passed your first test. Now, for something a bit more challenging." 

A Team Rocket member, dressed in black, returned the Donphan to its Pokeball, and tossed another one out. It opened to reveal a great horse-like Pokemon, with a long horn on its head, and a mane and tail made of pure fire. He recognized it as Rapidash, the Fire Horse Pokemon, the fastest land creature in the world. Like Donphan, it also had a high Attack stat, and of course a great Speed stat, but low HP and Defense. Mewtrix turned to it just as Giovanni snapped his fingers once more. 

Not using an attack at all, Rapidash crossed the field much faster than Donphan, her blazing tail flaring out behind her. Mewtrix repeated his performance of jumps, somersaults, backflips, and various other extreme acrobatic feats. However, nimble as he was, he could not avoid the Rapidash. Whenever he stopped his evasion, she would suddenly be right there, delivering a Horn Attack to his chest area. Mewtrix backflipped away for the umpteenth time, but the Fire Horse had by now anticipated this, and blasted him with a Flamethrower as he vaulted skyward. "It's no good!" Giovanni called out as he returned to earth, smouldering. "You'll never evade her like that!" 

He was right, Mewtrix realized. As long as he was on the level ground, Rapidash had the advantage with her speed. If only there was a way to leave the ground.... 
Of course.  He spun around with new conviction as Rapidash charged him. Her head was bent down, and there were rings of energy on her horn which now started to spin, as she launched into a Horn Drill. A one-hit-knockout attack, it would faint even him if she connected- but she wouldn't. With Rapidash almost on top of him, he jumped into the air..... 

......And stayed there.  The Pokemon below him skidded to a stop, looking up in confusion as its Horn Drill powered down.  Mewtrix smiled in delight.  This was excellent.  He could float with his psychic powers. More than float- he could fly, zipping through the air at tremendous speed, and with surprising agility, dodging the Flamethrowers aimed at him from below. By adding this third dimension to the battlefield, Mewtrix had confounded Rapidash. Now, it was time to lay on the punishment. 

Mewtrix went through the same process he had used for Donphan. However, he realized this time that it was not just an anonymous burst of power he was using here; it was an attack, a real attack. And as his closed fingers sent Rapidash hurtling towards the back wall, he suddenly knew the attack's name: Psychic. Rapidash made some slight movements, but then she fainted like Donphan before her. 

Lowering himself back onto the ground, Mewtrix turned to Giovanni on the balcony. "Come, Giovanni!" he cried. "These tests are enjoyable. Let me have some more!" 

And so, all through the day, Mewtrix battled, fought, and learned. He learned to control the intensity of his uses of raw power, and how to time the bursts so as to strike an opponent almost simultaneously from multiple angles. In addition to Psychic, he learned to use other moves as well: Psybeam, for taking out less powerful opponents; Psywave, for causing disruptions in the molecular composition of organisms and structures; Barrier, which formed a circular shield of energy around him that nothing could penetrate; and to break up the monopoly of Psychic-type moves, he mastered the Ghost-type attack Shadow Ball, for those times when he faced Pokemon with very high Special Defense. His attacks were not even limited to these two types, either; for he soon mastered the Ice-type attack Blizzard, as well as the Electric-type Thunderbolt. 

So began the training of Mewtrix; each test was a little bit harder than the one before it, containing some new skill he had to learn, or an old one he had to improve upon. With effort and willpower, he passed them all, getting more powerful all the while....


It was later that afternoon. They had come out of the convention center tired and hungry, and after some deliberation, they had found themselves in a small diner. Brock had rejoined them by this point, and they were all sitting in a booth, watching Misty devour yet another ice cream sundae. Kandra was slightly surprised by her voracious appetite. 
"Um..... does she always eat like that?" she whispered to Brock. 

"Only if it's desserts." 

"Suddenly I understand why you guys don't have a lot of money!" 

Not realizing that the comment referred to her, Misty acknowledged Kandra. "Yeah, it's not every day we go to a restaurant. Fortunately, Brock's an excellent cook!" 

"He sure is," Ash chimed in. "He can usually make dinner just with what's growing nearby!" 

"While I won't deny compliments to my cooking abilities," Brock said, "it's true we live off the land far more than we should. But we just don't have enough cash to do anything else." 

Kandra was still confused. "I don't understand. I mean, you guys must do something for money!" 

"We move around too much to hold any kind of job,” Brock explained.  “And when we do favors, they're usually for free. As a result, the only real source of income is the money Ash gets from winning Pokemon battles." 

"Which means we're broke most of the time," Misty finished sardonically. 

"Hey, I keep us funded!" 

"Barely!" 

Brock moved quickly to end the dispute. "Of course you do, Ash. But, we have a lot of stuff to spend money on. I mean, we need to buy food, new sleeping bags, new clothes occasionally, those frilly white aprons I like so much-”


“What?” Kandra raised her eyebrows at the last item on Brock’s list.


“Ummm.....”


“What was the last one?”

"Never mind. Anyway, on top of all that, we have to buy things like Potions, Antidotes, Revives, and other things like that for our Pokemon. So yes, Ash does get us money, but we stretch it pretty thin." 

"If he battled more and won more, we'd have more money!" Misty exclaimed. "Then I could actually have decent outfits, and we could eat at restaurants more often. Speaking of which- excuse me," she said to the waiter as he passed, "may I have another sundae please?" 

"Certainly, miss." 

He soon brought it out, and Misty began it with the same enthusiasm she had had when she ate the first three.  “‘If he battled more and won more’,” Ash repeated, mocking a high-pitched voice.  “And just what is that supposed to mean?”


“Exactly what it says!  If we’re supposed to live off your Pokemon battle earnings, the least you could do is try and fight more trainers!”


“Me?  Me?  Since when was I the only Pokemon trainer in our group?!  If you want more money, Little Pretty Princess, why don’t you try battling more often?”


“I don’t battle for money,” Misty retorted, staring haughtily over the brim of her upturned nose.  “I train because I love Water Pokemon, and because I want to learn as much about them as possible.  That’s why I battle- not for victory or winnings.”


“Exactly!” Ash countered, sounding exasperated.  “So why do you assume that I don’t battle for the same reasons?  Why are you too caught up in the love of the game to earn us some extra money, but I have to fight every time there’s a spare dollar to be made?”


Misty sighed sweetly, and with closed eyes and a knowing smile she shook her head at him.  “Poor, poor Ash.  Let’s just face it: you’re a terrible breadwinner.  You’re going to be a bad husband, not to mention a terrible father.”


“THAT’S NOT THE POINT!!!! AAAAAAGGGHHH!!!!” Ash screeched, pulling on his hair.  Most of the diner turned its collective head to look at their table.  Brock tried to wave at them while smiling disarmingly; Kandra, her face a brilliant scarlet color, sank low into the booth bench.


“Desperate cries for attention will get you nowhere.  I don’t think anyone here is in a donating mood, anyways,” Misty quipped sarcastically.


“Are... you... suggesting...” Ash said slowly between clenched teeth, “that... I’m... looking... for... handouts?!”


“Clearly, panhandling is ‘out’ for you as a career option-”


“Would you two cut it out!” Kandra implored them, sitting up once more.  “You sound like an old married couple!”


Ash and Misty turned towards one another, and immediately turned away.  “Like I’d ever marry her!” Ash growled.


“Hmph!  I’d sooner marry Brock than you, Ash Ketchum!”


“Now hold on a minute,” Brock protested, waving his arms at them.  “Maybe if you were a few years older, Misty-”


“And I suppose you’ll run off with some airheaded blonde- or Kandra!”


“Huh?” Kandra exclaimed, confused.  She glanced over at Ash, who happened to look over at her the same instant; their eyes met.  It was only for a second, and then she pulled away, shaking her head.  Misty was clearly off her rocker.  Granted, from what she’d seen of Ash so far he seemed very kind, and perhaps even sweet.  But she had no intention of ‘running off’ with him in the slightest; she barely knew him.  “Misty, maybe you should calm down.”


This simple remark seemed to cool passions across the table, with even Misty calming herself down.  Brock cleared his throat.  “Well, now that we’ve managed to make spectacles of ourselves,” he nodded out at the diner’s clientele, “it’s apology time.  Ash?  Maybe Misty has a point about our money problems?”


Ash crossed his arms and said nothing.  Pikachu began prodding his trainer, however, desperate to put an end to the shouting.  After several seconds of the Mouse Pokemon’s offerings, Ash softened, and turned slightly to Misty.  “Yeah, maybe you’re right.  I guess... we shouldn’t have to live like gypsies, or something.  I suppose I could try and put us in a better financial situation.”


Brock nodded.  “Very good, Ash.  Misty?  Do you have something to say?”


Misty’s eyes moved around for a few moments; she clearly had to build herself up to this.  Finally, she turned toward Ash and sighed.  “And I suppose... I suppose I could be a little less free with our money.  After all, it’s supposed to be for everyone- not just me.”


Ash extended a hand to her.  “Friends?”


Misty took it, and shook it vigorously.  “Friends!”


Brock smiled, and nodded.  “Well, I’m glad we’ve solved that crisis.”


“And the best way to celebrate is with more ice cream!”


“Sheesh, Misty,” Ash rolled his eyes, “keep eating like that and you’ll be the size of a Winnebago-”


"What was that, Ash Ketchum?" she asked with a furious look on her face. 

"Ummm- I said 'Boy, sleeping hunched over really hurts your lumbago'." 

"GOOD."

"I saw you sleeping over there," Kandra remarked. "You stirred quite a bit, and made the most unusual noises. Was everything all right?" 

"Well, you see- I had that dream. The one I was trying to tell you about this morning." 

Misty looked up in surprise. "Not the same one?" 

"The exact same one," Ash acknowledged. 

Brock’s eyes narrowed.  "Hmmm. Within the past six hours, you've been asleep twice, and each time you've had the exact same dream. That's.... very strange." 

"What happens in this dream of yours?" Kandra persisted. 

"Well, the entire background and everything else is totally white; there's no shape or detail or anything, not even a horizon line. Suddenly, I see three shapes zooming around me-" 

"What exactly were these shapes?" Brock interjected.

"Well, they were each shrouded in a bright light, so I couldn't make out much detail. One of them was small, and had a pink light in front of it. The other two were bigger, about the same size as each other. One of them had a blue light around it, and the other had a purple light." 

"Anything else?" Misty pressed him.

Ash focused on what little he could remember. “Yes- one more thing!  As they circled around, each one would get nearer to me before going away, and when they did, they made me feel different emotions.”


“Emotions?” Misty repeated, surprised.


“Yeah!  Like, when the pink light came around, I started to feel really happy- almost giddy, like a little kid.  With the blue one, I was suddenly nervous, frustrated... and somehow sad, but not really.  And the purple one-” he paused. 

"What about the purple one?" Kandra asked, now quite caught up in the mysterious descriptions. 

"-the purple one made me feel strong... but not a good strong.  I felt like I wanted to show myself off, like I had to make sure everyone knew who I really was."


His three friends sat back, each one of them thinking deeply about the dream.  “Is that all?” Kandra asked him.

“Yeah- I think so...” but though Ash wracked his brain, but could remember no more. Maybe if- 

FLASH! 

*The Pokemon below him battled ceaselessly. No Special Attacks- Mewtwo was blocking those- but that seemed to make the fighting all the more savage, and all the more terrible. The Charizards bit and slashed; twin Blastoises constantly rammed each other with their iron-hard shells; even Squirtle and Bulbasaur kicked and punched with horrible ferocity. He crawled to the edge of the high roofed castle; high in the sky above him, they clashed, one in a sphere of pink, the other surrounded by blue. They smashed into each other again and again, shaking the air around them as they dueled, swirling and shimmering like the awesome Psychics they were-* 

FLASH! 

"-Ash?!  Hellooooo!! Earth to Ash!" Misty waved her hand in front of his face rapidly. 

 Ash shook his head, clearing out cobwebs that hadn’t been there a moment before.  “Oooo.... sorry about that... wow, what just happened?”


“You zoned out on us,” Brock informed him.  “We were just going to ask you a little more about your dream, when suddenly your eyes got this kind of glazed-over look and you closed them halfway.  At first we thought you were trying to be funny, but after about thirty seconds we started to get worried.”


“Thirty seconds?  I was out for thirty seconds?”


“No- longer!” Misty exclaimed.


Brock checked his watch.  “It’s been about three minutes since you first stopped talking.”


Ash slumped back abruptly in his chair.  Three minutes?  It had barely seemed like an instant since he saw- and what had he seen?  His head was throbbing slightly; he held it near his left temple in an absent-minded response.  Pikachu was suddenly at his side; the Mouse Pokemon had been sitting unseen beneath the table for most of their time in the diner, but now he jumped up onto his master’s shoulders, and craned his head to look Ash in the eyes.  “Pikachu?” he chirped, concerned.


Ash gave him a wry smile.  “It’s okay Pikachu... I’m fine.  It’s just....”

Kandra looked at him, curious and worried all at once. "What?" 

"Er... nothing. I guess I was just daydreaming." But it hadn't seemed like a daydream.... it had seemed like a memory.... 


It had been a hard day- they had only stopped the training to eat lunch. Now, as evening drew closer, Mewtrix was facing his most difficult test yet. 

He was in the middle of the stadium, crouched, ready to spring up at the slightest disturbance. He was surrounded by six Pokemon, each one a hardened veteran of countless battles, all of them at the envious power level of 100.  Mewtrix recognized them all by their distinct species.  In front of him there was a tall, weasel-like creature with a tan and navy body.  It growled at him, and suddenly rushing flames erupted on its upper back, forming a collar of fire around its neck.  It was Typhlosion, the Volcano Pokemon, the final evolved form of Cyndaquil, famous for its quick temper.  To the Fire-type’s left, a huge shadow was cast on the ground by Gyarados, the massive, terrifying Water/Flying-type serpent.  Over 21 feet long from powerful tail to gaping maw, the Atrocious Pokmeon looked very much like the dragons and lions of classical China, with its whiskered face and three-pronged crest; the blue-scaled monstrosity was one of Giovanni’s favorite Pokemon.  To this monster’s left, bouncing nimbly from foot to foot like a boxer, stood the Fighting-type Hitmonlee.  The brown, mouthless Pokemon, with its narrow, focused eyes and extendable legs, would occasionally lash out its three-clawed feet in a practice kick- a practice kick that could shatter concrete. 

Waiting rather patiently to the side of Hitmonlee was a small, fox-like creature, with a coat of spikes and colored a shocking yellow, save its white-spiked collar; it was Jolteon, the Electric-type Eeveelution. Another Eevee relation sat next to the Lightning Pokemon, but this one was sitting up, like a cat. Purple with large eyes, a split tail, and a central red gem on its forehead, Mewtrix knew it to be Espeon, the Sun Pokemon, another Psychic-type- a lesser one. Finally, a tall, mantis-like creature prowled the circle space between Espeon and Typhlosion. Colored a deep red, it watched Mewtrix intently, staring straight into his eyes like some medieval samurai. This was Scizor, a combined Bug- and Steel-type legendary for its natural adeptness as a warrior.  It slowly opened and closed its large, deadly claws as it watched him; translucent wings hummed unevenly in their scabbards.


No noise in the arena was louder than this.  To say the quiet was unsettling would have been an understatement.  Giovanni, sitting in his chair up in the balcony, leaned back and perused the scene with discerning eyes.  On the floor, Team Rocket soldiers were stationed along the walls of the arena.  Fear was in their eyes; as the attendants to Mewtrix’s training, they had seen the Cyborg’s power increase throughout the day to frightening levels.  They knew full well what he was capable of, and that they had a none-too-slight change of becoming ‘collateral damage’.  Mewtrix did not move at all.  His eyes were closed, and with his mind focused he could feel the psychic power in the air, permeating everything around him.  Calm and collected, he did not move.  He waited...


Without warning, Giovanni snapped his fingers-

SNAP! 

-and the arena erupted. 

Neither Giovanni nor any of the Rockets fully perceived all that happened in those first few seconds of the attack. Only Mewtrix, with his lightning fast senses, noted every detail. Typhlosion flared the flames on its back and belched a gigantic Fire Blast from its mouth; rearing back, Gyarados opened its maw extra wide and sprayed a torrential jet of swirling whitewater- Hydro Pump.  Jolteon’s spikes crackled with electricity, dozens of smaller sparks merging into a Thunderbolt that issued forth; Espeon's eyes glowed, and from its gem burst a blazing white beam of energy: Psybeam.  Hitmonlee launched itself high into the air, spun around in a spiraling corkscrew, and dove towards Mewtrix foot-first in a Hi Jump Kick attack.  And Scizor, in one motion as fluid as mercury, turned on its heel and dashed towards him, wings buzzing to increase his velocity; his claws were closed and out at his sides, screaming with the sliver light of Metal Claw.  Mewtrix did not react immediately, though the few microseconds he waited were scarely evident to those on the sidelines.  Raising his arms around him, his eyes flashed blinding violet, and a Psychic attack of chest-rattling magnitude rolled off of his fingertips-


VVVVVSSSSSSSHHHHGGGGGG!!!!!!

Hitmonlee fainted almost immediately, due to its weakness to Psychic-type attacks; Gyarados, with its low Hit Points and poor Defense, followed a second later.  Jolteon was thrown back into the ground; it staggered slowly to its feet a moment later, severely wounded. Typhlosion, also bowled over by the attack, got up more quickly but with an obvious limp. Only Scizor and Espeon appeared to continue their attack uninterrupted.  The latter’s Psybeam hit Mewtrix in the chest, and Typhlosion’s Fire Blast followed half an instant later. He flew backwards from the force of the combined blows; two silvery slash marks crossed his chest, and suddenly he was gripped with the pain of a surgical incision as Scizor flew up and away, Metal Claw attack complete.  Backflipping to put some distance between him and his remaining opponents, Mewtrix used Recover and restored himself to full health.  Now he could go about this in a more businesslike manner. 

Jolteon, already weakened, was hit first; a Psybeam from Mewtrix fainted it quickly. Typhlosion made a feeble attempt at a Double Edge.  Before it could hobble over to him, Mewtrix lifted it off the ground with psychic power and smashed it into the ceiling. Releasing it from his mental grasp, the huge fire rodent impacted the ground with tremendous force and lay still, barely breathing. 

Now, he had to contend with Espeon and Scizor.  The former suddenly sat down and closed her eyes, and her gemstone glowed white. Though there was no skylight in the arena, shafts of pale sunlight shone down on her, and her wounds began to heal; Mewtrix realized she was using Morning Sun.  Aware that Espeons generally had low Defense, he suddenly charged on the balls of his feet. Leaping into the air, he crashed into Espeon in the middle of her Morning Sun, turning his raw charge into a Body Slam attack. Espeon soared back across the arena and ate dirt; skidding to a stop, she raised her head and desperately tried to lift herself off the ground. 

Ricocheting off of his collision with Espeon, Mewtrix floated backwards away from Espeon. Opening the fingers on his left hand, black and purple energy swirled in as if from nowhere, and formed into a ball- Shadow Ball. Swinging his arm, he flung it at Espeon like a shotput. It hit her in the head and sent her tumbling back, into a wall; after falling down and struggling to rise, she faltered and passed out. 

Relaxing for an instant, Mewtrix suddenly tensed again as he sensed something moving quickly around him.  Scizor was jumping from pillar to pillar in the air, too fast to see.  The Scissors Pokemon evidently thought to strike him from a random angle- except that for Mewtrix, there was no ‘random’.  He smiled, waiting.  Then there was a rush of air, and Scizor was on him, inches from him- and Mewtrix put up his Barrier. 

WHAAAAAMMMMMMMMMMMM!!!!!!!! 

Scizor smashed into the shield with violent force.  The Bug/Steel-type was knocked senseless, and clattered like tin to the ground, his body still vibrating from the impact.  Mewtrix looked down at Scizor. Then he swirled around in the air, looking at all of his fallen opponents. In his mind, he seemed to see not just those present, but all the foes he had defeated over the past two days. There were at least a hundred of them, in his eyes. Then, he looked down at Giovanni on the balcony. 


"I believe my skills have improved, Giovanni." 

Chapter V- The Mark of Legends


Far away from Cinnabar, where the Indian Ocean meets the Antarctic Ocean, there was an island, shrouded in the mists of the world. Strangely, the island was not recorded on any maps, and it was never seen, not even in satellite photos from space, and global positioning systems were unable to locate it. Part of this was natural- and part of this was not. 

Many species of Pokemon lived on this island, from Pikachu to Dewgong to Hitmonlee. A casual observer would have thought this only slightly odd, because so many species were rarely found over such a small area, especially somewhat rare ones like Gyarados and Ninetales. However, looking closer revealed even more bizarre fluctuations. Every Pokemon had slight differences that set them apart from their mainland counterparts. Sometimes, it was very subtle, like the Pikachu, who had a different shape of black on the tips of its ears. Other times it was very obvious, like the Charizard, whose leathery orange skin was mottled with spots of rusty red. 

There was one central hilltop that rose gently from the rolling slopes of the island grasslands to the edge of some sheer black sea cliffs. On the top of this outcrop, just peeking out of the rolling mists, a house sat. Large and sprawling, it resembled a Spanish villa, with walls of stucco and a roof of red shale, as well as ebony shutters. However, inside were furniture and various sculptures of modern design, abrupt and occasionally harsh geometric shapes. There was a large veranda with warm tiles and iron furniture, from which one could look out across the whole island.  Now, a figure stood on the terrace, gripping its perimeter rail, lost in thought. 

It had been a little more than a year since he had come here, after the violation at Purity Canyon, and brought ‘his’ Pokemon with him. They roamed here, frolicked here, happy and content; he, however, was not.  I should be happy, he thought. When I came here, I came to withdraw, to get out from the world I was tired of meddling in. So why am I so restless? He paced back into the house, and lay down on the wide couch, looking up through the skylight in the high ceiling.  The more I think about it, the more incontent I become!  This is ridiculous!  I am not born of this world, so the best thing I can do is to stay out of it.  Besides, it's better this way....... isn't it?


Of course it is.  Consider the alternative.... if I had won.  What would I reap then?  Misery, misery, misery and death, for that was all I was sowing before.... but at least I was out doing something.  Instead of sitting here, waiting to die, watching the world turn lazily in front of me when I could easily reach out and take it, like overripe fruit-

NO!!  He sat up abruptly, eyes bright and fists clenched.  A mirror directly across from him suddenly shattered outwards as if it had been struck.  The furniture arranged in the neat room suddenly tumbled over and began to swirl in the air, as if caught in a powerful updraft.  He watched it for a second; then, with a lazy wave of his hand, the pieces of furniture landed in their original positions.  Another sweep repaired the mirror, setting the glass back in its original order and mending it.


I must never again think of how easily I could control this world.  It would be too dangerous- thoughts lead to actions.  But actions- that’s what I miss!  That’s what I crave!  I am desperate for something to do to this world- MY world!!

At this last word, he jumped from the couch and out of an open window, his feet wonderfully cushioned by the verdant green grass.  He leapt, and flew up, high above the island with its hiding mists, finally floating two miles above it.  It was dawn.  The sun was just peeking over the rim of the world, and with his superior eyesight, he could make out the coast of India far, far to the north. Turning around to the south he could see, an equal distance away, the jagged wastes of Antarctica, their icy plains gleaming in the morning light; the farther areas of his vision were still shrouded in darkness, stars flickering vaguely in the receding night. This IS my world, he thought.  I have tried to hide from it far too long... and I have suffered as a result. I belong out there, amongst my fellow creatures on the living Earth.  I should enjoy all that this world can offer me- it's my planet, too. 

*FLASH!* 

There it was again! That power... that amazingly high emission of energy of some sort or another.  Quickly he extended his mind, attempting trace it to its source. He determined it to be of Psychic-type origin- that was new- and that it was in the country of Kanto, on Cinnabar Island, of-

BLAST!  He swung his fist in fury as the power died away.  Blast, blast, blast!!  I lost it again!!  There and gone in an instant!!

But, he thought, calming down, I found out more than I did last time. I have pinpointed the source to a specific landmass, so much the better that it is a small island.  And this is the first time I know exactly what element type the power is. But Psychic-type? 
It was so high... the only Pokemon strong enough to emit that large a burst of psychic power are Lugia, Mew, and myself.  I don’t think I could do anything without being aware of it, much less be in two places at once, he thought with a chuckle.  Mew, at least to my knowledge, is in South America now, and I can feel Lugia under the Arctic ice caps. There is no other Pokemon capable of such a high level of Psychic power...... 

...... no other known Pokemon, he corrected himself.  He needed more information.  The few details he had of this mysterious, powerful anomaly did not bode well for all the people on the island, and Kanto beyond...

Well, I wanted to do more in the world... looks like this is my chance, he thought with a shake of his head.  I will go to Cinnabar Island myself, and find the source of this strange power personally!  If there is a new Super Pokemon in the world, he could be a threat to himself and others, especially if his temperament is anything like mine was.  No time to lose! 

He returned to his villa and made sure everything was in order. Then he sent out a message to all of ‘his’ Pokemon, informing them of his plans. Finally, he lifted off, soaring high into the sky, making for Cinnabar with all haste. 


It was early the next morning. Giovanni had gotten some much needed sleep the night before; so had Mewtrix, in preparation for what Giovanni had called his ‘final test’. Now they were back in the arena.  Mewtrix waited tensely at the end nearest the Rocket Don, waiting for the battle to begin. Sitting up in the balcony, Giovanni pushed a button on his chair, and the huge double doors on the other wall slowly opened..... revealing a lone Pokemon. 

It was very tall and broad, with a long tail. Spikes lined its back, and spots of black color peeked through its armor-like skin, which was a sickly green hue. A blue diamond shape could be seen in its middle. Through its small eyes, it looked at Mewtrix with unfocused contempt. Mewtrix was indignantly surprised, and he turned to Giovanni. "Just one?" 

"This is your final test. The creature in front of you is Tyranitar, the Armor Pokemon. If you defeat it, you will truly be ready to accept the assignments I will give you." 

"With all due respect, Giovanni, I do not see what defeating one Pokemon will prove. I can brush aside ten Pokemon as easily as swatting an insect! 

"In all seriousness, I am the most powerful Pokemon on this island. It is safe to say that I am also the most powerful within a 100 mile radius- even a 1,000 mile radius. I even go so far as to say that I am the strongest Pokemon in all of Kanto! So why would this- this one Pokemon- be my final test?" 

"Just defeat it. You’ll understand." 

"You're the boss," Mewtrix muttered under his breath, resigned. He sized up the powerful creature in front of him. Tyranitar: he didn't remember seeing this one's data in the database. But like all of his previous opponents, one Psychic would be more than enough to obliterate it. With no further consideration he extended his arm.  Focusing his power, his eyes began to glow purple. He closed his fingers quickly and emitted the Psychic attack.  He could feel the power rushing towards Tyranitar, could see the faint fluctuations it caused in the air in front of him.  It traveled fast, and swept across the body of the Armor Pokemon-  

Nothing. There was no effect at all; the big creature didn't even twitch.  Mewtrix tried again: focusing, closing his fingers, using Psychic- 

Still nothing?! This was very peculiar. Then, without warning, Tyranitar charged, its footsteps shaking the earth as it barreled towards him like a freight train. The creature opened its mouth, and its teeth began to glow.  But they glowed.... black.  Black?!  How could something glow black?!  Yet that was the only way to describe it!  They shimmered with the sable sheen of ink or obsidean.  In desperation he fired a Psybeam from his eyes, but it just bounced off the Pokemon's green hide like light off a mirror. Then Tyranitar lunged, sinking its teeth into Mewtrix's shoulder- 

“YAAAAAAAAAAGGGGGGHHHHHH!!!!!”

The PAIN!! It was like nothing he'd experienced before. The black glow on Tyranitar's teeth seeped into his body, and seemed to draw out his power like a vampire drawing blood!  He weakened dramatically under the agony, his knees wobbling. With what looked like a menacing grin, the big creature swing its tail, catching Mewtrix in the stomach, and knocking the wind out of him. Giovanni snapped his fingers, and Tyranitar withdrew, and prowled around him.  The Cyborg collapsed on his hands and knees.

Giovanni regarded Mewtrix with mild indifference as he struggling to get up. "That, my friend, is the most dangerous element type you will ever face. For Tyranitar is a Dark-type Pokemon." 

"D-dark-type?" 

"Yes. Theirs is a peculiar power that comes from a shadowy source we are still not fully familiar with. Their attacks are super effective against Psychic-type Pokemon- and they are totally immune to Psychic-type attacks." 

This struck Mewtrix almost as hard as the blow to the stomach. Immune? There were Pokemon completely immune to psychic power- even his psychic power? He couldn't believe it. Over the past 48 hours, he had come to believe that psychic energy was invincible, could conquer all with time. But to meet an unbeatable foe, who would triumph over him no matter what? He was in shock, and suddenly angry! I hate Dark-types!  How dare they be immune to my power!  Do they think they’re better than me somehow?!  But he realized such thinking was irrational and unhelpful.  Clearing his mind, he looked up at Giovanni again. "If my psychic power is useless, how am I to defeat this hulking thing?!" 

"You will have to use something other than Psychic-type attacks." 

Other than Psychic-type attacks? Yes, he could do that. Using Recover, Mewtrix jumped to his feet, signaling Tyranitar to return to the battle. Instantly Mewtrix formed a Shadow Ball in his hands and threw it hard at the Armor Pokemon. It impacted the thick green armor, and Tyranitar twitched, but it did not flinch; in addition to its Psychic-type immunity, it also was strong against the Ghost-type. Reared back, it blasted a jet of flame which formed into a star-shaped symbol- Fire Blast. It hit Mewtrix before he could react, engulfing him in powerful flames that seared his flesh- but it hurt less than the deadly black bite, Crunch, had. Next, flying over Tyranitar's head, he brought his hand up.  Electricity began crackling up the arm, and concentrated between his fingers into a Thunderbolt. This he directed at Tyranitar, who reacted noticeably to the attack- but still it stood tall. Opening its mouth again, the Dark-type formed a blue orb, from which many jagged microbeams shot in an Ice Beam. This hit Mewtrix, freezing him and sending him crashing to the ground. 

He worked feverishly to thaw himself, but not before Tyranitar smashed the earth with its great hands. There was a rumble, and suddenly up from the ground came an explosion of massive boulders- Rock Slide. These crashed into Mewtrix, wounding him and causing damage to his armor. Finally drawing enough power to shatter the ice, he flew back, assessing how he had done so far. Tyranitar was still hale, but weakened; he, regrettably, was the same. With his ability to Recover, he could continue his succession of attacks and outlast Tyranitar; but that wasn't his style, and that wasn't the way he wanted to defeat this creature. Tyranitar came at him with a Double Edge, and this time he was fast enough to put up his Barrier. Tyranitar crashed into the energy shield, sending crackles and shock waves across it. 

The creature drew back, seemingly weakened by the impact.  Mewtrix lowered his Barrier and gathered energy for a Blizzard; but Tyranitar opened its mouth, and drew in pure energy from the air. Closing then opening the mouth again, Tyranitar blasted out a bright, shimmering orange beam of energy, crackling with white lightning. It was Hyper Beam, one of the most powerful attacks in the world. Mewtrix rose his Barrier at the last second, but some of the energy still came through the half-formed shield, and he was thrown back almost to the wall, tripping and falling over his own feet in the process. This time, it took him so long to get up that Tyranitar had been able to recharge from the powerful attack, and was waiting for Mewtrix with a Take Down; fortunately, he dodged it, and as he flipped back over its head, he remembered. 

He had read something about the Dark-type, that night in front of the computer. It had been on a chart of weaknesses and strengths, and he had noticed that the Dark-type- and, now that he thought of it, the Rock-type- was extremely weak against- 

Mewtrix smiled. So that is how I defeat this accursed thing, he thought.  He waited for Tyranitar to turn, and rush him again. A light flickered on his arms- not a purple one, but a blue one; first at his shoulders, then traveling down his upper arm, past his elbows, through to his hands, which he suddenly drove into Tyranitar in a double uppercut- 

BAM!!

There was a transference of energy, and Tyranitar flew back in a blue shockwave, heavily damaged. Mewtrix took damage as well, but not as much as Tyranitar- that was the side effect of the Fighting-type attack Submission.  Each element type had its Achilles Heels, and the most prominant for the Dark-type was Fighting-type attacks.  These types of attacks were also powerful against Rock-types; Tyranitar was a Dark/Rock-type, which meant that the damage caused by Submission was quadruple its normal amount.

Striding up casually to the woozy Dark-type, Mewtrix pummeled Tyranitar again and again, each time causing it to grow weaker and weaker. Finally, when the creature swayed like a punch-drunk boxer, Mewtrix jumped back into the air.  Then, spreading his arms wide, a literal snowstorm erupted from the air, made of jagged chunks of ice- Blizzard. The freezing attack swept towards the weakened Tyranitar- 

TSSSSEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!!!!!! 

When Mewtrix relented, Tyranitar was frozen solid in a large block of ice. It wouldn't be thawing out anytime soon. Giovanni stood up from his chair and clapped. "Bravo, Bravo! I must say, Mewtrix, you have impressed me greatly with your performance. In three days time you have gone from an unstable invalid to truly the strongest Pokemon I have ever seen. Your tests are over." 

Mewtrix breathed a sigh of relief, sweat dripping from his entire body as he landed below the balcony. "I thank you for your compliments, Giovanni. I also thank you for all that you have done for me. Without you, I could not be here now." 

"The pleasure is all mine. Now, forgive me for rushing into things, but I am anxious to see how you perform in the field. When can you take your first assignment?" 

"I will be ready within hours, after I have rested some." 

"Excellent! Then you had better go rest, Mewtrix, for I have quite a job for you! Go through the doors below the balcony, down to where my other Pokemon are kept. You will come to some large iron doors, where I have prepared a room for you. I hope you will find the accommodations to your liking." 

Mewtrix nodded. "I suspect I shall. Now, with your pardon, I will take my leave." He walked through the doors, which closed automatically behind him. 

Giovanni stood there, studying the frozen Tyranitar, smiling to himself. This was better than he could ever have hoped.  Mewtrix’s performance exceeded all expectations- and he was far more manageable than Mewtwo had been.  Soon, the Cyborg Pokemon would be performing jobs for him which would squash all of his potential concerns, and make Team Rocket the most powerful organization in the Pokemon world. This first assignment of  his was merely the beginning...... 


It was the third day of the Conference. Ash had given his part of Oak's lecture the second day, and it had been a grammatical disaster. After he was done, Misty informed him of this by attacking him with a Webster dictionary; she had just begun a second round of pummeling, while shouting that she would have to change her name and dye her hair, before Brock could pull her away and talk her into complacency. As he sat by the podium, fingering the lumps on his head beneath his cap, he thought of another reason he didn't like dictionaries- they were too big and heavy. He slumped in his seat and glanced over at the screen behind the podium.

Today it was Brock's turn. Thankfully, Professor Ivy hadn't been there, so he stood up and talked with confidence. Unfortunately, this meant that there hadn't been anyone to watch Pikachu; Kandra, however, had volunteered to look after him out on the exhibition grounds. In order to ensure that Pikachu wouldn't be lonely, she had promised to keep Cyndaquil and Totodile out of their Pokeballs as well. 

With that concern at ease, Ash tried to concentrate on Brock's lecture. He didn't want to fall asleep- he didn't want the dream to come back. He had had it every night now, and every time he dozed off in the day as well. In addition, his bizarre daydreams were becoming more frequent. They had first started in earnest when he had arrived on Cinnabar Island, though he had been having them for months now at irregular intervals.  But now they were coming every few hours, and he was having an increasingly difficult time allaying the worries of his friends.  So, Ash looked hard at Brock as he spoke. 

"-and that concludes my- or rather Professor Oak's- treaetise on the development of rapid evolution in Pokemon: it was ultimately a response to a rapidly-changing environment that has stayed with us even in these more stable ecological times.  Now, let's move on. 

"We will discuss Pokemon cell structure now. Each of you, in your respective studies, has of course come to the conclusion, as I did, that there are subtle differences between the cells of the various element-types of Pokemon; it is a commonly held fact. To illustrate, let us examine figure 27R. This is a side-by-side comparison between two Pokemon cells: one from the Fire-type Flareon, the other from the Water-type Vaporeon, both evolutions of the Normal-type Pokemon Eevee. Why use these two Pokemon? Well, simply put, the Eevee family of evolutions are the only Pokemon that share so much similarity, yet still possess the distinct differences of the element-types in their cell structures. This makes them unique in the Pokemon world. 

"Note the intense similarity between Vaporeon cells and Flareon cells. Both of them have the same nuclei shape, the same layering pattern of the endoplasmic rectum (ER), the same distribution of ribosomes. However, there is a key difference in each cell that sets it apart from the other. For instance, look at the Vaporeon cell. Notice, compared to the Flareon cell, how watery the whole of the cytoplasm appears? While Flareon's inner layers are like Jell-O, so to speak, Vaporeon's more resemble Tang: a thick liquid, but a liquid nonetheless. This liquid cytoplasm is a characteristic of all Water-types. 

"Now, look at Flareon's cell. Let's compare the plasma membranes, the outer layer of all animal cells, and most Pokemon cells. Notice that in certain areas, this membrane becomes very thin, much thinner than on any of the other element-type's cells; it’s almost porous. In addition-" he clicked the DVD player on, to a video, "-observe this clip. As you can see, the internal metabolic rate of the Flareon cell is much higher than that of the Vaporeon cell. This high metabolism generates heat, which dissipates easily from the thinner portions of the plasma membrane. It is this cellular heat which I believe is the core of Flareon's Fire-type powers, and all other Fire-types!" 

The biologists clapped quietly for a short time, and Misty could tell they were really liking Professor Oak's lecture. She was too; this was really fascinating, learning about what made all the element-types different. Brock cleared his throat, and continued.  "Now, look at this." He pulled up a second slide, showing a cell of the Dark-type Eeveelution, Umbreon. It was surrounded by a smudgy black exterior coating. 

"Thi bizarre layering has puzzled Pokemon biologists the world over. It is unique to the Dark-type, and cannot be identified as any known organic compound. Indeed, it cannot even be identified as one of the three stages of matter. So what is it? I have an idea that has been turning through my mind for some time. But before I explain it to you, I must ask you to leave with me the realm of hard fact, and move into the realm of theory. More than that, I ask you to leave even theory behind, and move completely into the realm of speculation. 

"You all know the 'Psychic Field Theory', which states that there is a dimensional field that the conscious and subconscious minds reside in, and it is from this field that Psychic Pokemon draw their power. But, as we have learned, nothing in the universe is without a foil. For magnetic north, we have magnetic south. For positive electricity, we have negative electricity. For gravity, we have anti-gravity. Such, I believe, is the case here. 

"I believe, then, that there is a dimensional realm completely opposite the so-called 'psychic field'. This 'darkness field', as we’ll call it, seems to be the residence of the unconscious mind- people who have been knocked out, or those in a coma. This is supported by the fact that human psychics cannot read the minds of the totally unconscious- the person must either be awake or asleep, admittedly in varying degrees. 

"What would such a 'darkness field' be like? Well, we can assume it would be black to our eyes, as that is the color of such total absence. We can also assume that it would cancel out energy from its polar opposite, the psychic field. Now, let us return to this mysterious black layer, which encompasses the cells of all Dark-type Pokemon. Is it black? Yes!  Furthermore, do Dark-types repel psychic energy?  Again, yes!  I believe you see where I’m going. 

"I think that this black cellular layer is an anchor- an anchor to the darkness field!" At this, the crowd stirred dramatically, the scientists all talking amongst themselves. When they had quieted down, Brock continued. 

"This layer is a piece of the darkness field, surrounding every cell of a Dark-type like a suit of armor. It gives them their generally black color, with the exception of creatures like Tyranitar. Furthermore, it also repels psychic field energy- explaining why Dark-types are immune to Psychic-type attacks. Furthermore, I believe this layer lets them connect to the whole darkness field, not just the pieces of it around the cells. Therefore, just as Psychic-types draw their energy from the psychic field, Dark-types draw their energy from the darkness field!" 

As the crowd murmured again, Ash sat back, fascinated. Professor Oak was a genius! I never could have come up with this stuff in a million years, Ash thought. And it's really amazing how he's trying to explain the Dark-type's immunity to Psychic attacks, something I've wondered about myself. Hey, what if- 

FLASH! 

*They were in a huge room, so large that the big banquet table around which he and the other trainers sat seemed like a doll house accessory. There was a tall, spiral ramp, like a staircase, in the center of which something was floating down, bathed in light......

Nurse Joy alerted them as the thing touched the earth. "Yes," she said, guessing their questions. "The world's greatest Pokemon trainer is also the most powerful Pokemon on earth. This is Mewtwo." 

"Mew.... two?" Ash rolled the name around on his tongue. Suddenly, the trainer sitting across from him stood up. 

"A Pokemon can't be a Pokemon trainer! No way!" 

"Quiet, human. From now on, I am the one who makes the rules." The voice came from Nurse Joy, light and sweet. But behind it, almost like an echo, came a second voice, deep, reverberating, and full of strength- greater strength than Ash had ever heard. 

"How's it talking?" Misty asked, her voice full of fear. 

"It's psychic!" Brock reached the conclusion quickly-* 

FLASH! 

"Gyaaa!" Ash cried, snapping out of his trance. Misty and Brock, who were standing around him.

“You’re awake!” Misty cried worriedly, leaning closer to him.  “Are you okay?”


He saw her big blue eyes, full of worry, and he couldn’t help but blush.  She was worried about him?  Him, who she had just clobbered with a dictionary not 24 hours before?  Still, it was nice, the idea that Misty had a nice side.  And she seemed to be showing it more and more lately....  seeing her fear again, he smiled.  “Sure Misty, I’m fine.  I guess I just dozed off for a little bit.”


“A little bit?!” Brock repeated incredulously.


“Yeah, I-” Ash sat up suddenly, and for the first time he realized that everyone else was gone from the room.  “What?  Where- where is everyone?  I was only out for a few minutes!”


Brock looked worriedly at Misty.  “A few minutes?  Ash, it’s been longer than a few minutes.”

"What do you mean?  How long has it been?!”

Misty answered him this time. “Over an hour....”


As they walked out of the convention center, Misty sighed to herself.  Ash was a nervous wreck.  Oh, he tried to appear normal, and did a fairly good job, but she could tell- she had been traveling with him too long not to notice his increased nervousness, and the exhaustion in his eyes.  He didn't talk nearly as much as he normally did- indeed, he seemed lost in thought most of the time, and while part of her welcomed the silence, something just wasn't right about it. 

In the midst of her silent musings, Misty suddenly overhead, along with her friends, a noise that sounded like a person plucking the strings of what sounded like an electric guitar, unplugged.  Brock casually glanced over his shoulder, and his eyes widened in surprise. "TOTODILE?" 

At this, they all turned.  Sure enough, there sat Ash's Totodile, holding a jet black Fender Stratocaster across his lap.  Dwarfed by the long instrument, the Big Jaw Pokemon strummed it thoughtfully, picking out a tune of his own creation. He looked up at them with a smile on his wide lips. Ash walked closer to him. "Totodile, what are you doing here? And where'd you get the guitar?" 

"Dile! To, toto, dile-toto totodile. To-dile, dii, diii-" 

Like all Pokemon trainers, Ash could just barely guess what his Pokemon was saying.  Totodile appeared to indicate that the guitar was his, and that he had just recently received it. Finding this a little hard to believe, Ash went on. "Hey, aren't you supposed to be with Kandra? Where is she? And where are Pikachu and Cyndaquil?" 

As if to answer him, a large explosion suddenly was heard off to their left. There was a BOOM!!, a flash of light, and a plume of smoke. Suddenly, the three of them saw Cyndaquil, being chased by a very heavily muscled man in a red shirt; he appeared to be smoking.  Kandra and Pikachu were hot on the furious man's heels, running breathlessly. The Fire Mouse, running like all the hounds of Hell were behind him, suddenly saw Ash and leapt straight into his arms, where he lay shivering. The angry man ran up to him and stopped, flailing his fists threateningly. 

"DON'T TRY AND PROTECT HIM, YOU LITTLE PUNK!! THAT CYNDAQUIL'S GONNA DIE!!" 

Ash was extremely shocked, and now extremely frightened, of this aggressive character. "E-excuse me, sir," he attempted meekly, "but I'm this Pokemon's trainer, and I'd like to know why you're so mad at him." 

The man now fixed his eyes on him. "So you’re it's trainer? I should have known such a disobediant creature would have such a shifty-looking master!  Well, whether you like it or not, boy, as this Pokemon’s trainer, I expect you to take some share of the responsibility for what's happened!" 

"Pardon me for asking- or don't, I don’t care,” Ash said boldly, the man’s comments very much starting to annoy him, "but what did he do?" 

"He, he," the man paused for breath, "-HE DESTROYED MY CAR!!" 

"WHAT?!" 

"Well, I was hanging out at the exhibition all day today, and was coming back to my car for a drink from my cooler. As I move through the parking lot, I hear this noise which sounds like my car alarm going off, and I rush towards it, and what do I see? This stupid Cyndaquil, just standing there with its dumb mouth wide open!  I run over to shoo the dumb thing away, when all of a sudden, my car alarm redoubles- it does that, or did that, when something stood close to it too long! 

"Well, I guess this thing's not only stupid, but a scaredy cat. The second it heard that alarm, he flipped back and fired a Flamethrower at my car- unfortunately straight at the fuel tank!!" he finished, his face flushed with renewed outrage. "And I bet you can guess what happened next." 

Ash, Misty, Brock, and Kandra looked at each other uneasily. Then, Ash looked  down at Cyndaquil, still shivering in his arms. "Is all this true, Cyndaquil?" 

The little creature looked down in a guilty fashion, and mumbled out: "Quil." 

This caused the man to get even angrier. "You see? He admits it!!  And I have insurance!!  Now you'd better find a way to reimburse me for my car- OR ELSE!!" At this last comment, he held his ham-sized fists close to Ash’s face. 

Ash cleared his throat. "Er- of course we'll pay you back. I mean, um, reparations are only to be expected in this, uh, situation. Um, after all, proper repayment is very important, and- look! Pamela Anderson!!" 

"WHERE?!" the man cried- and Brock along with him. They both spun their heads feverishly. 

Ash grabbed Brock by the collar. "RUN!!" he cried.  They all zoomed off, Misty only pausing to sling Totodile's guitar over her shoulder. The man, realizing he had been duped, ran after them in fury. 

They were chased down avenues and between pavilions, with the flow of the crowds and against it, inside booths and out of them again, and the angry man did not relent in the least. Finally, the four of them all dove into a large unoccupied tent.  No one breathed or moved while they listened to the man run by outside. When his footsteps were no longer audible, they fiinally caught their breath. "*Pant* *Pant*  I...  *wheez*," Brock breathed hard. "I.... I think we...lost him." 

"*Gasp*  Now.... what? Do we.... *pant*..... find a way to pay that guy back for his car?" Kandra wondered. 

"No," Ash replied. 

"Then what?" 

"We leave as fast as we can and hope he isn't here tomorrow!" 

As the humans discussed what to do, Pikachu turned to Cyndaquil, his eyes wide open.  <So you did blow that guy's car up! I can't believe it!> he exclaimed. 

Cyndaquil was not repentant. <Well, excuse me!! I was surprised! Frightened! Terrified! You'd have done the same thing, I’ll bet!> 

Totodile now joined the conversation. <You blew up a car, eh?  Wow, that’s something I wish I'd been there to see!  Call me crazy, but this is one Water-type who likes fire!!>


<Pyro,> Cyndaquil accused blandly.


<And proud of it!> the Big Jaw Pokemon stuck out his chest. 

Pikachu put his hand on Totodile's shoulder. <Be that as it may, you’re in big financial trouble, Cyndaquil.  I know a thing or two about cars, and replacing them doesn’t come cheap.  As the party responsible for his previous car’s destruction, it's our- hey, where'd you get that guitar?>


Totodile patted the Stratocaster proudly, leaning alongside it where Misty had propped it up against a tent pole. <Oh, I won it.> 

<You what?> 

<Remember that raffle Kandra entered us all in today, just for fun? Well, when I got separated from the rest of you guys, I managed to hear them call my ticket's number out.  I was so excited that I forgot about looking for you and ran to the front to claim my prize.  And I did!  And look- it’s an electric guitar!!  I've always dreamed of owning one.  So much the better that’s Fender- pre-CBS corporate buyout!> 

Cyndaquil rolled his eyes. <Metal Head.> 

Totodile stuck out his chest once more.  <And proud of it!  Look how glossy it is!  The strings have never been plucked!  It’s in mint condition!  I bet this thing can crank out some serious tuneage, if I can manage to find an amp for it.  Hey- think you could buy one for me, Pikachu?> 

Pikachu looked puzzled. <What do you mean?>


Totodile shrugged.  <Oh, nothing really.  I just figured you’d have some spare cash lying around.>


<Why?  It’s not like Ash ever gives any of us money.  What, you think I’m paid just for existing or something?>


The Water-type shrugged again.  <I dunno.  I guess that’s what I must’ve been thinking.  Crazy, huh?>  The three Pokemon chuckled at the thought before rejoining their human friends.



The incident with the angry fairgoer had left them more shaken than ever. As they rode the shuttle bus back to the Hyatt, Kandra had the excellent idea that they all go to the hotel's spa. “We need it- believe me,” she said emphatically, as the four of them strode back into the lobby.  “All this rushing and running around- it’s been a while since I’ve been so thoroughly exhausted.  I think we could all use a little cool down time,” and she threw a pointed glance at Ash.


He nodded weakly.  “Yeah... now that you mention it, I have been feeling tired lately.”


“Pikachu...” Pikachu murmured, patting his trainer’s cheek in symphathy.  Ash smiled sideways at his faithful friend and scratched him behind his ears.


“Plus....” and here Kandra found herself blushing slightly, “I... could use a little pampering.  I’m not normally one for beautification, but we’ve been so pressed for time these past few days I haven’t been able to wash my face at all.  My skin is a wreck!”

"I know!  And my hair has been so stringy! I can't do a thing with it anymore!" Misty chimed in. 

"Have you ever done a thing with your hair?" Ash asked. 

"Hmph! It just so happens that my hair has a very beautiful and delicate structure, and has to be exhaustively washed and conditioned to show its true beauty.  Since traveling with you two means I can only wash it once in a blue moon, I'm forced to wear it in this ponytail to maintain any kind of appearance." 

"What kind of 'appearance' do you think she's going for?" Ash whispered to Brock. 

"I think it's a 'Queen of the Undead' kind of thing," Brock replied chuckling. 

With that, they went to their rooms, dropped off their backpacks, and made their way down to the spa. It was divided for men and women, with two doors leading off from the front counter, leading to each gender’s special area. The four of them checked in at the desk (their room's account would pick up the tab), and within ten minutes, they had begun their spa session. 

In the girl's area, Misty and Kandra were being treated to a back massage. "Misty," Kandra said, in a quiet voice, "I was wondering if I could ask you something. Now, I'm asking if I can ask you because the question deals with a sort of private thing, and I wanted to know if you'd mind." 

"Why would I mind? Go ahead, fire away.  Lower, please," she told her masseuse.


Kandra was still very ambivalent.  She looked up at the man rubbing her shoulder blades.  “Pardon me for being rude, but if I were to ask Misty a private question-”


“Girl talk never leaves the room,” he replied with a wink and a smile.


“Company policy,” Misty’s masseuse elaborated.


“Kandra, just ask me the question already,” Misty said with a laugh. 

Taking a deep breath, Kandra relented at last.  "Um..... what do you think of Ash?" 

Misty was somewhat taken aback by the question.  She stammered for a few minutes, having difficulty deciding what to say.  What she thought about Ash?  In what capacity?  As a friend?  Or... more?  Finally, she settled upon an answer that suited her: "Ash? He's... he’s nice." 

"Just nice?" Kandra pressed the issue. 

Misty blushed slightly, and made herself appear like she was clearing her throat.  “Well, he can be pretty stubborn,” she found herself saying with surprising honesty.  “He's one of those people who are really focused on a goal, so focused that they’re usually really intense- too intense, sometimes. But when he's not so determined, he can be nice.... kind... even sweet....." 

Kandra smiled to herself, and noticed that Misty wasn't looking at her; she was just staring into space, as if she saw something Kandra couldn't. "But I am kind of worried about him." 

"Huh? Worried?" Misty said, snapping out of her trance. 

"About Ash. I haven't known him as long as you have, but it doesn't seem normal for him to be so uptight like he is now- he just doesn’t strike me as that kind of person." 

"Yeah, I've never seen Ash like this before, and we've been together for a while.  I know- or I think- that there's something big going on with him, and he won't tell anyone about it, or he can't.  But maybe it's just this Conference thing- I'm pretty worn out, too. I'm glad my Togepi isn't here- she'd be crying day in and day out!"  To cut down on the added hassle of their Pokemon, Misty, Brock, and Ash had each left one of them with Professor Oak.  Misty had left Togepi, Ash had left Bulbasaur, and Brock, thankfully, had left Onix. 

Over in the men's area, Ash and Brock were sitting around in the wet sauna, wrapped in towels. The subject of Ash's dream had come up again, and Brock was as puzzled as ever. "I just can't think," he said after some time, "what it could mean." 

Ash shrugged his shoulders. "Neither can I. And yet, I have the feeling I've seen something like the things in my dream before." 

"Really? Where?" 

Ash hesitated. Should he tell Brock about his daydreams? No, not yet. Not until he had at least tried to figure them out on his own. "Just somewhere." 

"I see." Brock let it hang. He, too, knew Ash well, and could tell that he was hiding something. Deciding not to pressure his friend, he chose another subject of discussion. "So, what'd you think of my piece of the lecture- at least, the part you stayed awake for?" he finished with a chuckle. 

Ash returned the laugh upon answering.  "It was pretty cool. I never would have guessed those things, what make Pokemon different and everything. I guess I never needed an explanation- it just was. But it's good to know that there's a reason for it." 

"I was particularly interested in the part about Dark-types. Doesn't it strike you as odd that Professor Oak would speculate so much?" 

It did seem unlike Professor Oak, Ash thought. But then, you couldn't do much else when talking about Dark-types. Ever since their discovery several years ago, the Dark element type had confounded researchers all over the world. No one could explain where they got their powers. In addition, there was no theory as to why, even though Dark-type attacks were Special Attacks, most of these attacks involved biting, charging, or tackling, which were all distinct characteristics of physical Attacks. 

But most puzzling of all was their mysterious immunity to Psychic-type attacks; it just didn’t make sense. Sure, Ground-types were immune to Electricity, and Flying-types were immune to Ground-type attacks, and Steel-types were immune to Poison- but that could all be logically explained: the ground didn't conduct electricity, something flying in the air couldn't be hit by something rooted in the ground, and you couldn't poison metal. But there was no logic, no sense to the Dark-type's immunity to the Psychic-type, and that was decidedly eerie. 

With these heavy thoughts weighing on their minds, Ash and Brock exited the sauna to dress. Ash had just zipped his jeans when Misty and Kandra barged into the men’s locker room, impatient to leave; thankfully, Brock was already dressed. "Oh- oops. He heh, sorry," Misty apologized, her face bright red.  Ash glared at her, surprised and embarrassed. 

She turned to go, but Kandra stood there, eyebrows raised. "Wait. What's that?" she said, staring at Ash's back. 

"What's what?" Ash snapped, annoyed at being examined.

"What's this?" she replied, walking around behind him. She indicated a spot on the upper left side of his back, just below the shoulder. Brock and Misty looked closer, and their eyes widened. There on Ash's back, so conspicuous they didn't know why they hadn't seen it before, was a very curious symbol. 

It was about 5 inches long, and 3 1/2 inches wide at the top, for it was triangular in shape. It was a black color, a very peculiar black which didn't look natural at all- rather, it resembled a tattoo. As mentioned before, it was triangular in shape, and the side edges were made up of sweeping black lines, curved in such a way that the points of the shape swept outwards elegantly, evoking the shape of an arrowhead.  Inside the triangle were several curving lines which wove around both the inside and outside.  But by far what took up the most space inside the shape was what appeared to be- 

"An Unown!!" Brock exclaimed.

Sure enough, the drawing of an Unown was quite clear in the center of the mark- an Unown L, to be precise. Misty looked at it, astonished. "An Unown?! I've never seen anything written in Unown before." 

Kandra examined it more closely. "I’ve always loved learning about ancient symbols and the alphabets of different cultures. I know the Egyptians used Unown, but only rarely- it was considered to be the language of the gods, and to write in it other than for extremely important matters was a crime punishable by death." 

"Ash, how long have you had this thing?" Brock asked. 

"Well, the first time I remember noticing it was one time in my home, when I was about four. I was looking at myself in the mirror, and I noticed it, and I asked my mom about it. She told me it was a birthmark, and I'd always had it. I guess I didn't really think about it after that." 

Kandra stared at him in disbelief. To her, having a bizarre symbol on one's back wasn't exactly something one just forgot about. Now that she looked at it more closely, she seemed to remember it herself, from somewhere in her past. From a book, a book she used to look at- she snapped her head up. "OH MY GOSH!! I think I've seen this before!" 

"WHERE?!" the other three asked her immediately. 

"Come on!" she said, and she ran from the room, dragging Ash by the hand. Brock grabbed Ash's shirt and vest, and Misty grabbed his cap. Kandra ran up the stairs, not bothering with the elevator, and dragged Ash quickly through the lobby; Pikachu, who had been waiting out in the entrance of the spa, was hot on her heels. She ran through the lobby and out into the busy street beyond, where cars were stuck in rush hour traffic. Scanning frantically, she soon saw what she was looking for, and ran through the stationary automobiles, still dragging a half-naked Ash.  Brock and Misty charged out of the hotel just in time to see them duck into a building wedged between two skyscrapers, with the sign “Cinnabar Public Library” out front. 

When the two of them got inside, they asked the librarian where Kandra had gone. The lady pointed to the left, down the massive rows of shelves, and told Misty and Brock to tell Ash that he was out of dress code. They soon found her, Ash standing to the side shivering. Kandra was buried in a large, thick book bound in black leather, with silver writing on the front. Its title was Runes, Pictographs, and Symbols of the Ancient World. 
Brock peeked over the top. "Kandra, what are you doing?! Have you lost your mind!? We can't just go rushing around the city with Ash not having a shirt on! It's-" 

"SHHH!!!", Kandra silenced him, as she continued to flip through the pages. "This is the book I used to look through when I was younger- my dad is a professor of dead languages, and he always had volumes like this lying around.  But this was my favorite by far.  Actually, I can’t believe I found a copy here- it doesn’t look like the kind of thing they print in bulk, does it?  Anyway, I know I've seen the symbol on Ash's back somewhere before- and if so, I probably saw it in here. Turn around, Ash- I want another look at that symbol." Ash did so, reluctantly, still feeling awkward about his body being the focus of attention. "Good.  Now, let’s see.... ah, here it is!" 

She laid the book flat on the table, and pointed to a drawing of a symbol which matched Ash's exactly. There was a caption below the picture, and Kandra read it aloud as the others clustered around. "Ahem- 'The Mark of Legends. A fabled and storied symbol of the ancient world, this glyph is only known from descriptions of it- there are no traces of it ever actually being used. The triangular shape represents the balance of the three realms of the universe: heaven, earth, and hell- or by some reckonings, the great forces of light and dark, and the mortal creatures caught between their continual struggle.  The sweeping, flowing lines indicate that these realms or forces are meant to overlap, and that the things of one realm can spill out into the others. The winding, binding lines signify the responsibility of all creatures to protect the balance between the realms, and the thicker lines indicate that some must shoulder more of the duty than others. The Unown in the center is curious, because they were not commonly used anywhere. Unown was a language readable by all ancient cultures, and use of it was reserved for matters of extreme importance.  Note that this particular Unown is an 'L', presumably for ‘Legends’. 

“‘The function of the mark is described in the illuminated scripts of the Benedictine Monks of the 13th Century, and these same writings say that the story is merely being re-recorded, copied from an even older manuscript,’” now she stopped and read silently for a few moments. She then continued, her voice shaky. 

"The Dark Age texts tell of the Mark being present from birth on the bodies of those whose destinies are tied to the destinies of all. Because of their importance, these people must be guarded, protected until they are old enough to fulfill their purpose.  They must also be made to understand the duty they have been given.  Beyond identification, the function of the Mark is unknown, but in identifying it served an important enough function.  It discouraged others from harming the bearers of the Mark, for..... for.....- for.......”, she trailed off.

"What does it say next?", Ash asked quietly. Kandra paused, then finished the sentence with great emotion: 


“For throughout their life, the bearer of the Mark will be watched, guided, and visited by all of the great Legendary Pokemon!”

Chapter VI- The Only Thing to Fear


As Ash and his friends grappled with the black book’s astounding revelations, a crowd was gathered out on the runway of Chicago's O'Hare International Airport. The people yelled and cheered, and many of them held signs and placards. Suddenly, the cheering intensified as a limousine was seen crossing onto the runway. Flanked by police escorts, it stopped in front of a private jet, around which the crowd was just barely held back. The screaming got louder still as the rear door opened. 

James Briant Riley, Senator from Illinois, climbed from the limousine and waved at his adoring public. A portly man with thinning gray hair, he relished the attention, soaked it up, getting a sort of high from it. Though not entirely unfamiliar, the sensation of being applauded by his constituency was a relatively new thing to him.  Riley's history in the U.S. Government had not been illustrious up to this point; indeed, it was as if his long-forgotten election (and subsequent reelections) had been an afterthought. Within a month, this had all changed. The Congressman owed that change to an unlikely ally: Team Rocket. 

Since the early 1950's, Team Rocket had been a bane on the Pokemon world. The crime ring was believed to have started in Italy, as a Pokemon-based subsidiary of the Mafia. In time, this ‘Team’ had broken away from its Mob parentage, and established itself as an independent organization. Without a great deal of funding, however, and fierce competition from its former ‘Family’, the group dropped out of sight and mind around 1968. 

The team’s status as a footnote to history did an about-face 20 years later, when Team Rocket was taken over by an unknown personage. Known only as ‘The Boss’, he had brought the organization back from obscurity, streamlined it, and greatly expanded its operations. Now, Team Rocket was one of the most powerful crime rings in the world, and was believed to have assets in over 60 countries. Shadowy and unseen, the group was extremely difficult to combat because information about them was very scarce. Thus, they had wreaked havoc on all things Pokemon for over a decade. 

Now, suddenly, Senator Riley came forward, with startlingly accurate information about the group, their assets, and their capabilities. Using his position on the Senate Judiciary Committee, Riley had used these facts to good effect, allowing the U.S. government to crack down on Team Rocket operations within its borders. Now, the information was being shared with the governments of Russia, Canada, France, Germany, Japan, and Great Britain. With each successful bust, Riley's fame grew. Now, he was heralded as a national hero, and there was talk of him running for President in the next election. 

Still smiling and waving, the Senator walked backwards up the ramp, so enthralled was he by his public. Then, anxious to get underway, he moved quickly to his seat in the back of the aircraft- so quickly he failed to notice a tall, dark figure climb onto the plane just after him. Unaware, the pilots took off as planned, and soon the aircraft was flying five miles above the Midwest. In his seat, Riley sipped his coffee, smiling to himself. This was terrific. Riding in the lap of the world, and no one really knew why. 

What the rest of them didn't know was that Riley had insider’s information: he knew what he knew of Team Rocket firsthand.  For years, he had been one of several U.S. congressmen basically owned by the Rockets; they pulled their strings, used their resources, and got him elected.  In return, he acted as their voice on Capitol Hill, maneuvering the political spheres of influence to suit the Team's needs. But Riley had realized he could only rise so far as Team Rocket's marionette. Plus, he was getting tired of taking orders from Giovanni. So, he had decided to betray him- and reap the benefits of it. 

His ‘information’ was so accurate because it came from Team Rocket itself. By using their own information against them, Riley had become a star not only in the arena of national politics, but international affairs as well. Presidents and prime ministers were thanking him; shahs and crown princes exalted him; the masses chanted his name. And the way he had fixed it, Giovanni would never know the specific man who had betrayed him. Even if he did, what could that steely-eyed taskmaster do about it? 

With these thoughts in his mind, Riley went to the rear of the aircraft to refill his cup.  Just as he was upon the coffee machine, the tall stranger stepped out of the lavatory in front of him. He moved to the aisle, pinning the Senator in. When Riley noticed him, the man looked at the Senator inquisitively. "Quite the crowd pleaser, aren't you?" 

"Mm? Oh, yeah, they love me. They love me 'cause they hate Team Rocket." 

"Do they now? Well, you're certainly pandering to their hatred. The documents you've presented in Congress have been invaluable in combating Team Rocket. Very accurate information, I hear." 

Riley smiled with a sly pride. "Yep. Can't get much better." 

The dark figure didn't move. "But, I'm curious," he continued. "Details about Team Rocket are notoriously hard to come by. How did you ever get such precise information?" 

Riley studied the man suspiciously. He was asking too many questions. The Senator decided to end the conversation, and moved toward the aisle again- but the man still blocked him, even slammed his hand against the side of the aircraft. Suddenly, the man said "Oh, you don't have to answer me. I know." 

Those two words froze the Senator's blood: I KNOW. "Know? Know what?" he asked, trying to remain calm. 

"Know about your ‘connections.’" 

"WHAT?!" 

"I have my sources too, Senator..." 

The Senator looked the man over, then it finally hit him. "Wait a minute!" he cried. "You- you're not one of my aides!! How'd you get on the plane?!" 

The man shrugged his shoulders comically- but then his face was hard.  “Your security is a bit lax for someone who takes such great risk of annihiliation, human!”  Suddenly the man’s eyes weren’t his own anymore, but.... something else’s- something not human.  They flashed briefly with purple light, and he grinned at the senator, a very evil grin... and vaguely familiar.

Filled with fear, Riley rushed toward the cockpit- or rather, he tried. The man held up his hand, and the Senator stood fast on the ground, held there as if by an invisible chain. He tried to cry out, but the air was sucked from his throat, and he couldn't make a sound. The man jerked his hand, and Riley spun around, landing on the floor on his back. He looked up at the tall figure. "Who- what are you?" he asked, quivering. 

As if to answer him, the man's whole body started to glow a purple light. The light fluctuated, and the man began to change shape. He was still the same height, but now his head was shifting in shape, and two earlike points stuck up from it. His legs grew large and muscular, and his feet stretched out; the figure shifted balance, and now stood on his toes. From behind, a tail, long and blunt, had sprouted, whipping around slowly. The entire body structure changed, until the figure did not even resemble a human anymore. 

Just as the Senator was adjusting to this new shape, it became even newer. There was a sheeeeen! sound, and strange ornaments appeared all over the creature's body. Some around his ankles, some around his wrist, a large thing on his torso, and a helmet of sorts on his head. Finally, the glow went away, and Riley gaped. The thing in front of him was a chalky white/blue, though the tail was indigo in color. The body was covered in pieces of what appeared to be armor. Shin guards, gauntlets, a central torso piece, and a helmet with a large visor, through which two glowing, purple eyes shone bright and cold. He became very afraid. "Www-what..... are..... you?" he repeated. 

The creature spoke in a deep, harsh voice. "I? I am your double-crossing tongue, Senator- come to stab you in the back!" 

"L-listen. I'm a very powerful person in this country. Let me go, and I'll get you anything you ask for. You name it: money- cars-" 

The creature made a beckoning motion with its finger, and Riley was lifted off the floor and into the air. He floated in silence for a minute or two. Suddenly, the creature swung its arm, slapping him hard in the face. "You coward," he said silently, then began to shout. "You coward!! Listen to yourself, lying on the floor whimpering, offering me everything under the sun in exchange for your life, when you don't even know if I intend to harm you! Where is the bravery you show so audibly on the Senate floor? Is it all make-believe?! You are a dog, Senator Riley- a miserable, sniveling cur! Your very presence disgusts me!!" 

With that, he shook his hand in an ‘away’ motion, sending Riley flying back onto the floor. The creature turned its back to him for several minutes, breathing hard.  Finally, it turned around, and seemed calmer.  "Your behavior so enraged me, Senator, that I almost forgot why I was here.  I have come to deliver a message.  A message from my master, Giovanni." 

The Senator was more terrified than ever. This thing was scary enough on its own; but it was taking orders from Giovanni, and that could not be good. Suddenly, there was a sound like the rushing of air. A light moved outward from the creature, seeming to come from within it. The light formed a sphere, a round shield around it. It cleared its throat, and spoke: "Senator James Briant Riley, it has come to the attention of my master that you have, in recent incidents, spoken and acted in ways which were in direct opposition to my master, and the organization he leads. In light of your long history with Team Rocket, it is an unpleasant surprise to see you working against us behind our backs. This behavior is unacceptable." 

Suddenly, there was a colossal lurch, and Riley fell back even more. He perceived a stillness he had not felt before now. He wondered what it could be, but then it hit him: they had stopped. The plane had stopped flying, and was suspended in midair.  He turned to look at the cockpit; one of the pilots met his gaze with one of shock and horror before the cockpit door slammed shut on its own. The creature, unperturbed, continued to deliver its message. "When you agreed to cooperate with us, you signed contracts of agreement and authorization detailing how you should behave when in Team Rocket's service- and the consequences for disobeying those statutes. According to these stipulations, your recent actions are to be regarded as treasonous. We cannot allow you to continue in this manner, so we regret to inform you that your services are no longer needed, nor desired, by Team Rocket.  In short-" 

The plane began to shake, slowly at first, then violently.  Riley could hear the pilots beating frantically on the cockpit door.  He was so frightened he had wet himself; he was shaking, sweating, and crying before the awful might of the figure in front of him.  Suddenly, in a loud voice, the creature finished its sentence: "In short, your relationship with Team Rocket has been..... terminated." 

BOOOOOOOOOOOOOOMMMMM!!!!! 

With a tremendous explosion, the aircraft was blown in half by the release of psychic power. The explosion was not too big (the power emission had been too controlled to ignite all the jet fuel), but the air was filled with noise and light regardless. The pieces of the aircraft were thrown up, then fell, flaming, down and down. 

In the sky, Mewtrix still floated, encased in his psychic sphere. He watched the shards spiral into the darkness for a few minutes, regarding them silently. Then turning to the west, he began the flight back to Cinnabar Island, to inform Giovanni of the success of his mission.....


“... Watched, guided, and visited by all of the great Legendary Pokemon!” Brock repeated the final line to himself, over and over. 

They were back in their hotel room.  Kandra had checked the black book out of the Cinnabar Library, and was pouring through it for any other mention of the Mark of Legends.  Brock paced back and forth, lost in thought; sitting on the bed, Misty was as well. Ash lay next to her, Pikachu by his side, staring up at the ceiling. It was gray outside, and rain was in the forecast. Kandra glanced up from her reading and noticed his forlorn expression. "Hey," she called softly to him.  Ash remained motionless. “Hey,” she tried again. "You okay?" 

This time, he stirred, making a groaning noise. Misty observed him with worry. "Ash, are you tired?" 

"No.  Just a little..... overwhelmed." 

I guess finding out you're a protector for earth doesn't weigh easily on the mind, Brock thought. He needed to lighten Ash's mood somehow. "Say Kandra, Ash doesn't have to be one of the special bearers, does he? I mean, how do we know this mark stuff is real?" 

Perplexed at first, Kandra quickly saw what Brock was getting at. "Oh- no, of course not! This mark was never actually recorded as being seen on a human, so the whole thing could have just been made up. And the mark itself isn't everything- even the book says so." 

At this, Ash sat up. "It does?" 

"Sure. According to the story, the bearer will face many perils throughout his youth, and with every peril, a different Legendary Pokemon will come to his aid," Kandra continued. "I bet you guys haven't even seen one Legendary!" 

Ash, Misty, and Brock looked at each other awkwardly. "Well, not exactly...." Misty started. 

"You see Kandra," Brock began, "we just recently had an episode in this little town, called Greenfield.  I won't go through all the details, but we did run into some.... unusual Pokemon." 

"Like what?" 

"Well, like.... the Unown." 

Kandra gasped. "The Unown? The real Unown?! Not writing with the Unown letters, but the Unown Pokemon themselves?!" 

"And not just the Unown- we also met up with Entei!" 

"Entei?! The Legendary Dog of Fire?" 

"And there's more!" Misty interjected. "Last summer. Remember the 'Weather Blitz of 2000'? We were out in the Orange Islands at the time, Ash and I. Along with another friend of ours, we encountered all three Legendary Birds!!" 

"All..... three?"


“Articuno, Zapdos, Moltres.  All three.” 

For the first time, Ash spoke up. "Misty, you mean all four! We also got a lot of help from Lugia in that mess!" 

"Lugia?!" 

"And remember Brock- remember that shining thing we saw when we were first going towards New Bark Town? I bet that was a Legendary Pokemon too!!" Misty cried next, her voice rising in volume as her excitement grew. 

"Hey, yeah! I do remember!" 

Ash motioned for them to settle down. He cleared his throat. "And there's something else- something I've never told you guys. It was way back, back when I first became a Pokemon trainer." Ash could see the memories in his mind, as he conjured up the old images. "Pikachu and I were attacked by a huge flock of Spearows- they cut us up pretty bad. But at the last minute, Pikachu saved me with his Thundershock. He was really weak after that, so I was carrying him as we headed for Viridian City. It had been raining real hard that night, and the sun was just peeking through the clouds. I looked up, and saw a rainbow, and next to it-" he paused; words seemed to fail him for a moment. "-next to it, I saw an amazing Pokemon flying! It looked like a huge bird. It was mainly gold in color, but I could see other colors on it too. My Pokedex couldn't identify it." He finished, and sat back down on the bed. 

Kandra sat in an overwhelmed silence, taking all the information in. Finally, she spoke uneasily. "Since you couldn't identify it, I don't think we should count that shimmering bird of yours- or the shiny thing near New Bark Town.  But even without those two, this is incredible! You've all seen: the Unown, Entei, Articuno, Zapdos, Moltres, and Lugia!!  How long have you two been with Ash?" she asked Brock and Misty. 

"About three years," Brock answered for them both. 

"In those three years, you've seen more Legendaries than most people see in three hundred years!!”  Kandra laid her head on the desk, and it was quiet again for some time. She looked up, finally. "And you've seen all of these when Ash was around?" 

"Yes," Brock acknowledged. 

"Only with Ash. Before I met him, I never saw anything like that.", Misty added. 
Suddenly, something occurred to her. "Hey- remember back in the Orange Islands? Slowking told us that Ash was the 'Chosen One', and it was up to him to help Lugia save the world. But what if Ash is the 'Chosen One' in more places than that? What if the crisis in the Orange Islands was just the first one?" 

"So the thing with the Legendary Birds could have been like.... a test," Brock concluded. "A trial by fire. To make sure Ash was ready. But wouldn't that mean it was planned for the Birds to wreak havoc? That doesn't seem right."


Misty shrugged.  “Just an idea.”  She glanced over at Kandra.  “Does the book say anything more about the Mark of Legends?”


Kandra shook her head.  “Nope.  Nothing- not even any references to it in the other sections of the book, highly unusual for such an apparently universal symbol.”  She shook her head again, slowly.  “I dunno, guys.  There’s something weird about this.”


“Weird?” Brock repeated.  “How do you mean.”


“I don’t know.  It’s like..... it’s like info on the Mark is too hard to come by.  It’s like the only reason there’s even this much information is because the person in charge of covering it up didn’t do a perfect job.”


Ash looked at her.  “What.... you think it’s a secret?  On purpose?  But why?  What’s so special about it that it has to be kept hidden?”

No one quite knew how to answer that question.  Then, Kandra mumbled gently: "The Gods may control the heavens, but even they have a path they must follow.  We all have our destinies to heed." 

"What?" Misty asked. 

"Oh, my great-grandfather used to say that, every time I wondered why I had to do something I didn’t want to. He believed in the Pokemon Gods." 

"Gods?" 

She yawned. "I'll tell you another time. Now, it's getting late, and I'm exhausted." 

"I think sleep would do us all some good," said Brock.  Indeed, it had grown surprisingly dark since they had returned to their hotel rooms.  Soon, they were bathed, dressed, and safely in their beds. 

Unlike the previous few nights, Ash fell asleep quickly. The dream returned- the three flying lights, filling him with fear, frustration, and giddiness all at once. Suddenly, there was a shimmer across the horizon of the dream. The purple and pink lights suddenly vanished, but the blue one remained. It floated more slowly around Ash until it came to a stop in front of him. Then, the light receded, and he finally saw the creature behind the luminous veil- a creature very strange, yet somehow familiar..... 

"Hello," a voice suddenly came to him. At first, it seemed like it was out of the creature's mouth, but Ash then realized the voice was all around him, coming from the dream itself. 

"H-hello?" Ash returned meekly. 

The creature stepped forward. "Do not be afraid- I will not hurt you, young friend," it said. The voice was deep, strong, and calming. 

"Friend?" 

"Yes. You may not remember me, but I remember you- Ash." 

Now Ash was afraid again. "How do you know my name?" Before the creature could answer he exploded, all of the stress and neurosis that had built up over the past few days spilling out in angry words. "Why do you keep coming to me?! Showing up in my waking thoughts and haunting my dreams?!  Why?!  What do you want from me?!" he fell to his knees. His head was in agony; he clutched it tightly, wishing that this dream would end.  He desperately wanted to wake up, but he couldn’t.

The creature came close and put his hand on Ash's shoulder. The touch seemed to convey some of the creature’s own emotions, and Ash could feel deep sorrow coming from the thing in front of him. "Ash, I want nothing more from you than you are prepared to give. But I must come to you now. Events are transpiring much more quickly than I had anticipated. I had wanted to do this more slowly, but we don't have that kind of time." 

"What 'events'? What are you talking about? Does this have to do with my dreams?" 

"Yes.  As for your bizarre daydreams, I am afraid I am responsible.  As I got closer to you, your visions became stronger.  I am intensely sorry for any pain I have caused you. I wish to know if you forgive me- I need to know." The thing hung its head in shame. 

Ash looked up at the creature.  Seeing it in its mourning, he was struck by how profoundly honest it was in its desire to appear repentant.  It wanted- it craved- forgiveness for any transgressions, real or imagined. "I forgive you," he said, not knowing anything else to say. 

The creature rose its head. "Thank you. I could never trust someone who did not trust me. And now Ash, I must speak to you very seriously. 

"Something is happening here on Cinnabar- something very bad. I cannot tell what it is yet, as much as I've tried.  I am making my way to the island with all haste, but I will need help, even when I arrive.  Specifically, I will need your help." 

"Me?  Why me?" 

Suddenly, there was a tingly feeling on his left upper back. He pulled his shirt off. Though his head could not turn far enough to see, he could tell that his tattoo- that the Mark was glowing, glowing a pale, pure white. The creature nodded its head. "You are one of the chosen ones- a Sentinel, I believe they were called in ancient times. You bear the Mark of Legends. Only you, with the power the Mark gives you, could help me now." 

Ash was still very afraid- all the more so because he was now caught up in something far beyond his own depth.   But he also felt a growing sense of determination, even as he realized how small he was in this grand plot.  He didn't understand what he needed to do, but something inside of him was willing to do it, at all costs. He nodded his head at the creature.  “All right.”

The thing smiled. "You understand- as I thought you would. But if you are to trust me completely, you had better know me- or re-know me, as it were." 

"'Re-know'? I've never even seen you before...." 

"Ah, but you have, Ash. You have! You know that- even my mental barrier can't block those kinds of feelings." 

"Mental barrier?" 

"Yes. When we parted ways after our first meeting, I erased you and your friends' memories of it. You were not ready for such heavy thoughts. But now- now you are, and it is time to fill in the gaps in your mind. 

"I will remove the barrier, allowing you to remember all that occurred between us that first time. I know a revelation of this magnitude will be hard to bear alone. So I will permit you to choose someone- just one someone- to share the memories with. Preferably one of those who was with you, who also has these repressed memories; but it can be anyone you wish.  You may choose now; take all the time you need." 

Ash gave the matter extremely hard consideration. There were so many people, so many friends, so many insights and opinions he would wish to have to help him. But in the end, there was one choice- the only choice possible. "I choose..... I choose my Pikachu!" 

The creature’s eyes flashed blue, and Pikachu appeared in the dream next to him. The yellow mouse looked around in fear and surprise, first at Ash, then at the creature, then all around again. Then, he stared at the thing for a time, and it seemed to Ash that his strange friend was silently telling Pikachu all the things it had told him. "Are you both ready?" it asked finally.


Ash and Pikachu looked at each other one last time, then nodded. The creature extended both its arms, and placed a three-fingered hand on each of their foreheads. Suddenly, the creature's whole body glowed blue like its eyes. 

There had been, for the longest time, a wall in Ash's mind, blocking him from something he could feel, but not fully comprehend. Now, it seemed as if the wall was crumbling, breaking under strain of something powerful pushing from the inside out. Then, the wall came down, unable to hold back its secrets any longer.

FLASH!!  The memories cascaded like a tidal wave- jumbled at first, then in a chronological progression, but still overwhelmingly fast.  Mewtwo!  Mew!  The cloned Pokemon! He saw New Island, its towers and spires reaching into the clouds!  He saw all the clones battling their originals, fighting to the death!  He saw Mew and Mewtwo zooming through the sky, their powers crackling and sparking against each other!  He saw-  He saw- 

Ash gripped his head, so painful was the flood.  Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Pikachu was doing the same.  They both collapsed onto the ground; the memories were coming so fast it was agonizing.  He saw himself riding out to New Island with Misty and Brock in a boat!  He saw Mewtwo deflecting Gyarados’s Hyper Beam!  He felt himself fighting to save Pikachu, to stop him from being cloned!  He saw himself rushing out between Mewtwo and Mew, crying with tears in his eyes for the fighting to stop!  Felt himself wake, as if from a long sleep, to a sparkling sky lit by glittering tears!  No more!  No more!  His head was going to explode- 

Suddenly, the pain dropped off into a dull ebb. He opened his eyes, and stared up from the ground. The creature was looking down at him. Now, Ash truly did recognize him, and he gasped in awe. “M-,” he began to say. The creature put up its hand. 

"You remember. But you had better not use my name just yet- our enemies cannot know until the time is right.  Even now, your dream could be under watch by unfriendly eyes. Now Ash, I must go, for the time being." 

Ash stood up abruptly. Tears sprung to his eyes. "Don't go! I need you! What am I supposed to do until you get here?" 

The creature looked at him with a sad kind of smile. "Be alert, Ash. Discuss this with no one but Pikachu, and then only when you are sure you are alone. Do not trust your eyes, your ears, your nose, your tongue- not completely, for all of your senses can be deceived.  You may trust your thoughts, but be wary even of those!  The only thing you should trust without doubt is.... your heart.  For it is the one thing that will never lie to you, and will always point to the truth."  It put its hand on Ash's shoulder.  Ash put his hand over the creature’s hand, fighting the urge to weep.  Pikachu looked up at the creature, as sad as his trainer.  The thing smiled at them.  "Do not be afraid. You will both see me again very soon....."  He faded away, his last words caught on the wisps of a mighty wind that blew through the dream suddenly, howling around Ash and Pikachu-




Suddenly he was awake. He was still in bed; Brock was asleep next to him. Pikachu sat on his stomach; he was awake, too. Had it all been a dream?  Was any of it real, at all?

But they were still there- so many thoughts, new and yet old. Ash tapped the side of his head; Pikachu did the same. They quietly climbed out of bed, and went out to the hotel room's balcony.  The moon was full, the night was warm, and they talked about their newly refound memories, long into the night..... 


The wide double doors were flung open, and the balcony was bathed in the glow of the full moon. Farther in the distance, the black shapes of the city rose like towering monoliths from some ancient culture, the many windows glowing yellow as if in answer to the white light of the stars. It was the western side of Cinnabar, home to the island's longest beach; it too glistened, a strip of silver bordering the dark water of the ocean. Lapping gently against the sand, shifting from blue to black to blue again, the moonlight turned the water into a sea of diamonds, sparkling like some hidden treasure. 

Giovanni sat at his desk with his back facing away from the tranquil scene, watching everything from a large mirror on the wall. Suddenly, a dark figure dropped from the sky, landing noiselessly on the balcony. Turning around, he rose from his chair, asking simply, "Is it done?" 

Mewtrix rose and moved inside, shutting the doors behind him mentally. There was no light in the room, so he turned his focus to the large fireplace. Flames erupted from air, and soon a blaze was crackling merrily away. Turning now to his human companion, he replied, "Yes." 

"Was it-" 

Mewtrix anticipated the question. "-Difficult? No. On the contrary, it was exceedingly simple."


“And-”


“I made certain it looked like an accident.  There is no way it could be traced to anyone, you least of all.” 

Giovanni nodded. He hadn't expected Riley to put up much of a fight, the sniveling worm. The Senator had been a fine politician, however- a coward, but a cunning coward.  So why, with all his experience in cloak-and-dagger politics, had he believed he could cross the Rocket Don and survive, much less remain undetected? That, Giovanni would never know.  Letting that matter aside, he sized up his protégé standing in front of him. "Well done, Mewtrix. You have performed admirably on your first assignment." And he had. He had been methodical, ruthless, calculating, and intelligent- much like Giovanni himself! 

Mewtrix felt the comparison on the forefront of his master's thoughts. "The student is often a reflection of the teacher," he said. 

Giovanni grinned maliciously. "So he is!" 

They stood for a few minutes, regarding each other. Then, Mewtrix turned his head slightly to the side. "Giovanni, I have a request." 

"A request?" 

"Yes. I wish to.... get out.  Explore the island.  Observe other humans, and see more of my fellow Pokemon.  In light of my recent success, I do not think it is too much to ask." 

Giovanni stared at him for a moment, one eyebrow arched in a thoughtful expression. Then, he replied. "Very well, Mewtrix.  'In light of your recent success', as you yourself put it, I will allow you a bit of.... 'free time' on the island.  You may come and go as you please.  The only condition is that you can do nothing that would endanger me or Team Rocket.  Is that clear?" 

He nodded.  "I understand, and will obey. Now sir, if you have no more need of me, I will begin my free time now."  Mewtrix motioned his hand, and the doors flew open again. Striding out onto the balcony, he went down in a spring-crouch, powerful leg muscles tensed. Suddenly, there was a whining noise, a flash of light- 

And Mewtrix was gone. In the sky, a purple streak could be seen, arcing over the city like a comet. He soared high through the clouds, then dove downwards, into the towering skyscrapers. They cast long shadows in the moonlight, and the world became a maze of alternating black and silver flashes.  Turning hard to the west, Mewtrix went out on the ocean, flying low enough to skim the surface of the water, leaving a trail of foam in his wake.  Heading back towards the buildings again, he at length came to rest on one of the last skyscrapers of the downtown area, just as the metropolis gave way to the suburbs. 

Crouched at the edge of the huge monolith, he peered out, his eyes seeing farther and better in the dark than human eyes could. There appeared to be a large complex in the foreground, with some kind of festival area spread out before it. There were a few humans wandering around, preparing for the coming day, building and repairing structures that resembled large tents and platforms.  A quick scan of their minds told him all that he needed to know. 

It was evidently a meeting of scientists, called the Pokemon Bioengineering Conference. The coming day would be the last day, and the fairgrounds would see multiple spectacles, culminating in a large aerial parade with many flying Pokemon. These people were making merriment, apparently unaware of his presence on the island.  Well, thought Mewtrix, I will soon change that. Tomorrow they will learn of me firsthand.  And, like all the rest, if they cannot respect me, they will fear me..... 
************************************************************************ 

"And so, in conclusion, I again reiterate the complexity of Pokemon psyches. They are more developed than anything else in nature save we humans. Pokemon can feel, think, solve problems, reason, cooperate amongst themselves, and even tell the difference between right and wrong. So, in light of this.... are we really their masters?  Or are we their allies- their friends?" Kandra finished. She paused for a moment before the true conclusion: "This concludes the final session of 'Comparative Data Studies of Pokemon Biology', by Professor Samuel Oak.  On his behalf, mine, and that of my companions, I thank you for your time." 

There was an immediate applause, and the scientists all rose from their chairs. Kandra took a slight bow, and Ash and Misty did the same. Professor Ivy clapped the loudest of all, and from her shoulder Pikachu leapt up and down ecstatically.   Ivy’s presence, of course, meant that Brock was nowhere to be found. As the other researchers filtered out of the room, some of them still clapping and all of them chattering in favorable tones, Ivy approached the three. Pikachu jumped from her shoulder to Ash's.  "PIKA!!" he exclaimed happily. 

Ash laughed.  "Hey, Pikachu!  How'd we do, buddy?" 

"Chu!" the Pokemon said, making a thumbs-up sign. 

"I thought you all performed wonderfully. Professor Oak will be very proud!" Ivy added. 

Kandra wiped sweat from her brow. "Well, if he does these things on a regular basis, I’m proud of him! You have no idea what it's like, standing up there with so many people staring at you- I thought I would pass out any minute!" 

"Of course we have an idea. We've done the same thing all this week!" Misty reminded her. She then turned to Ash. "So what do we do now?" 

Ivy spoke up. "Well, if you stick around, you could have some fun at the public exhibition.  I know you’ve probably been busy here all week, so now’s a great time to catch up on what you’ve been missing.  Plus, two hours from now is the Pokemon Aerial Parade, which is supposed to be spectacular." 

Ash perked up further- the thought of seeing so many amazing flying Pokemon made him especially eager. "Well, we'll have to stay for that!  Now let's go before we get too used to these lab coats." 

“I'd forgotten I was wearing mine.... Yikes! To think I almost walked out with one on.” Misty exclaimed playfully.  “What would my sisters think?”

"Well, I like mine," Kandra admitted.


“You’re kidding.”


“I’m not!  I think there’s something very authoritative about wearing one.  Do you think I could keep it, Professor Ivy? Please?”

Ivy nodded.  "Oh, go ahead.  I’m sure they won't miss just one." 

“Well, it actually doesn’t look bad on you,” Misty admitted.  “You’ve got so many bold colors on that white would add to your ensemble nicely.  Just slice about.... three-fourths of it off.  The white contrasts well with your red shirt.” 

"We can talk fashion later, ladies; now let's go!", Ash cried, throwing his lab coat behind him as he and Pikachu ran towards the doors. Misty and Kandra took off after him, trying to keep up.  They all remembered to turn and wave to Ivy at the last minute; she returned it, then dissolved back into the lab coat-wearing crowd.

They found Brock not long after they emerged onto the fairgrounds; he had been wandering around, examining the booths and pavilions.  For some reason wouldn't talk about his absence, particularly when Professor Ivy’s name came up. So, they dropped the subject, and began killing time until the Aerial Parade.  Misty smiled as she looked at Ash.  He was in much higher spirits today; a great weight seemed to have been taken off of his shoulders, as he stood tall and smiled in the brilliant sun.  But he was being quite guarded with his speech, and she was surprised to see that Pikachu was behaving in a similar matter, though no one could understand him anyway.  The two of them would often hang back behind the rest of the group, and when the other three turned around, Master and Pokemon would be conversing in hushed whispers, their mouths and ears always close to one another’s.

Ash knew he couldn't tell the others about his rediscovered memories; only Pikachu.  Now, the two of them discussed what they should be doing here at the crowded fairgrounds. It was finally agreed to that they should be 'watchful' as he- Ash was afraid to speak the name aloud, in front of possible prying ears- had suggested. Pikachu seemed to like this course of action, and they nodded in agreement just as Misty, Brock, and Kandra walked back over to them.  “Hey guys!” he said quickly, trying hard to look normal.  “Sorry about going off like that.” 

"What were you and Pikachu talking about?" Brock asked him. 

"Oh, nothing.  Just stuff."


“‘Stuff’?” 

"What kind of stuff?" Misty pressed him. 

"Just... stuff, okay?  Trainer and Pokemon stuff!" 

“All right, all right!” she walked off, hurt at being so succinctly brushed aside.  “Sorry for being worried about you,” Misty muttered under her breath. 

They walked quietly for a few minutes, feeling the need to distance themselves from such uncomfortable conversation.  Presently, Kandra noticed that people were beginning to sit down in the grass, many of them with picnic blankets and folding chairs.  “It looks like people are already staking out spots to watch the Aerial Parade from.  Maybe we should, too- I mean, we do want to get a good seat, right?”


“Right!” Ash agreed.  “And it looks like we’re in a good spot right here!”


With that, they all sat down on the grass, still with a little more than an hour to kill.  After a while, Ash began to fool around with his Pokedex, eventually arriving at the ‘Preferences’ screen, upon which were displayed a number of pieces of general information about Pokemon, which could or could not be displayed on the screen when a Pokemon caught in the optical sensor.  Going down through the list, Ash came upon an option to display ‘Modes of Locomotion’.  "What's this?" he wondered aloud. 

Pressing the ‘Help?’ button, he heard the Pokedex’s robotic voice chime out: “DING!  This setting allows the user to select whether he or she wishes to see the ways by which Pokemon on the screen propel themselves through their environment.  There are primary forms of locomotion, secondary modes of locomotion, and etceteras.  Further preferences may be set in regard to the surface or area in which the locomotion takes place: in the air, on and through the ground, and on and through the water.”


“Hey, cool!” Ash exclaimed.  “I never knew my Pokedex could do that!”

Suddenly, Kandra had an idea.  “Why don’t you tell the Pokedex to display ‘Modes of Locomotion’ with a preference towards ‘Locomotion in the Air’?  Then, when the parade starts, we can see exactly how all the Pokemon fly!”

“Great idea!” Ash agreed.   He immediately keyed in the selection, and within a minute the Pokedex was set up.


“We ought to make sure it works, before the parade starts,” Misty suggested.


“Good idea,” Ash nodded.  He turned to Brock.  “Hey Brock, let out your Geodude for a minute.”


This Brock did, and when the floating Rock-type had fully materialized Ash pointed his Pokedex at it. "DING! Pokemon: Geodude. Method of Aerial Locomotion: Counter-magnetic fields caused by internal ferromagnetic metals." 

"Hmm... kind of like the magnetic core of the Earth," Brock mused. "I'd always wondered how Geodudes float. Guess you have a 'magnetic' personality, buddy!"

"Geo-DUDE!" the Rock Pokemon rumbled.  The initial test successful, the four of them swung the Pokedex all around the fairgrounds, taking readings: 

"Pokemon: Jumpluff. Method of Aerial Locomotion: Controlled riding of wind currents." 

"Pokemon: Vileplume. Method of Aerial Locomotion: Helicopter-like spinning of flower petals on head." 

"Pokemon: Pidgeot. Method of Aerial Locomotion: Wings." 

Soon, it was time for the parade to start, and Ash and the others looked expectantly skyward, their eyes following the same path as countless other gazes.  Suddenly the sky burst into color, and there were giant flashes of light and sound- fireworks!  The crowd screamed and pointed, and they saw many flying Pokemon- Charizards, Mantines, Magnetons, Skarmory, even a Dragonite. Ash had his Pokedex ready, and they made sure to scan each Pokemon they saw. It was amazing, more wonderful than any of them could have imagined; it was like a Flying-type enthusiast’s dream come true. And now the crowd screamed even louder, apparently re-invigorated by the sight of a new Pokemon. But they seemed to be pointing past the main parade- 

Suddenly, something shot into the air from the direction of the city. It flew high and fast, a purple streak of energy trailing behind it. There was a glare from the sun reflected off of it, as if the thing were made of glass or metal. Soon, it was just a speck above the other flying Pokemon, distinguished merely by its energy trail. The four of them looked up in awe and amazement. For Ash, and Pikachu, there was also the twinge of fear: they had seen something like this before, and now they had clear memories of it. As the thing began to descend, Ash pointed his Pokedex up at it, still in its 'method of levitation' mode: 

"DING! Pokemon: Unknown. Method of Aerial Locomotion: Psychic power." 

When they heard 'psychic power', their jaws dropped further. It was a common parlor trick for Psychic-type Pokemon, such as Hypno and Alakazam, to sit, legs crossed, in a meditating position, then use their psychic power to levitate a foot or two off the ground. But this creature wasn't floating- it was flying, with unbelievable speed and incredible agility. The kind of psychic power required for such a feat was undoubtedly immense....  Ash was now quite frightened. On instinct, he and Pikachu stood up- 

At that instant, the creature extended its arms. Two black lightning bolts, steaming and crackling, lanced from each hand, down towards the crowds.


Mewtrix had never seen the black bolts before he discovered them; none of Team Rocket's Pokemon could fire such an attack, and Giovanni confessed that even he had never heard of them before.  So, Mewtrix concluded it was a new attack, an attack probably known only by him.  In searching for an appropriate name, he noted that the attack seemed to draw its power from the blackest and craziest corner of his mind- the small area of maniacal thought that even the most sane persons possess. With that in mind, he decided to call it Psycho, and a psychotic attack it was.  Black and jagged, like a jumbo-sized version of one of the microbeams that made up Ice Beam, the attack appeared to be Ghost-type in origin, and inflicted horrible damage and excruciating pain when it made contact with living tissue.  Oddly, Psycho could even cause the Burn status ailment, a side effect normally limited to Fire-type attacks. 

The twin Psychos seared the fairgrounds, sending several people flying into the air; the rest began to panic.  Mewtrix dove through the pocket of flying Pokemon.  Many scattered in terror, and the few that attacked him were silenced with quick Psybeam attacks. He zoomed low through the terrified masses, which parted around him like water. Rising up, he then floated down, landing where Ash and the others were. 

Or had been.  The moment Mewtrix had attacked, Ash had grabbed Kandra, who was nearest, by the arm.  He dragged her along, and Pikachu tugged at Brock's pant leg, indicating he and Misty should follow. Pikachu and his master did this partly from past- and now remembered- experience; partly from instinctual fear; and partly, from their desire to protect their friends.  And those same friends, for the most part, followed without hesitation.  To Brock, Ash had an air of command about him not normally present, and it was only natural to follow him.  Kandra had not known Ash as long, but she too trusted him deeply.  Misty followed because she was his friend, as well..... but her trust went deeper than Brock’s or Kandra’s.

Ash stopped for a moment, looking up just in time to see IT dive for the ground behind him. Rather than keep running ahead, he took off to the left; it was still far away from the creature, and there were less crowds in that direction. They kept getting slowed down, however, by people who simply wouldn't move, totally frozen with fear. A large clump of these now blocked their path, resisting all efforts to be moved. Ash was insistent. "Come on, move!!  We're all doomed like this. MOVE, you!"  He shoved against them fiercely, hoping to dislodge them, but to no avail. 

One woman spoke up in a shriek. "No. No! It's hopeless! We're all going to die!!" 

Ash had had all of this he could stand. "Pikachu, THUNDERBOLT!!" 

"Pika?" 

"Now!" 

"ChUUUUUUU!!!!" Pikachu cried, and electricity blazed from his cheeks. The paralyzed bystanders crackled with brilliant yellow electricity and fell to the ground, sparking.  Misty stared at Ash in shock for a few seconds; then, they were off again, the other three still gasping at Ash’s unhesitant use of his Pokemon’s attacks against the innocent bystanders.  But they did not know their peril- Ash did.  And he knew that the farther they could get in a shorter amount of time, the better off they would be. 

Mewtrix was striding through the fleeing crowd in long footsteps, shoving aside anyone in his way. In addition to his psychic powers, he was quite physically strong, and a fling of his arm sent grown men flying. Whatever wouldn't budge by his hand or tail was torn apart by mental force.  Suddenly, his psychic senses picked up another power.  It wasn't a psychic power; it didn't even appear to be elemental in origin.  It was totally new, and that intrigued him. 

Knowing the seething masses would slow his pace, Mewtrix floated above them, and flew at an easy pace in the direction of the power, which happened to be the same direction Ash was headed. He and the others had made it to the edge of the fairgrounds, and the nearby woods were in sight. Just about 50 more feet..... 

Creeeaakkk...... 

They all stopped at the noise. With a start, Brock realized it was coming from the 
ground- 

CRASH!!!

Ash, Brock, Misty, Pikachu, and Kandra fell into a large hole in the ground, in the 
listed order. "Oww....." Brock trailed off, with Misty's foot pressing against his head. 

"Something's poking my back!" Kandra cried out. 

"Chuuuu......" 

"Oh! Your tail..... er...... sorry, Pikachu," she said as she struggled to get off of him. 

Looking around, Kandra noted they were in a large hole, approximately 10 feet in diameter and 12 feet deep. It had been dug quickly and sloppily, but was effective enough in its execution; the remains of a camouflaging cover of dirt and leaves could be seen around the edges. In the background, the screams of the crowds were still audible, and there was a whining sound occasionally, as if the creature they had seen were discharging some terrible power attack. They needed to get out of here fast.... suddenly, Ash had an idea. Standing up, he took a Pokeball from his belt and tossed it up out of the hole. "Go, Meganium!" 

In a flash, Meganium came out of the Pokeball.  Ash’s powerful Herb Pokemon stood almost 6 feet tall and resembled a long-necked dinosaur.  Her leaf green body sported a pink geranium flower around her neck, and a pair of yellow antennae sprouted from her head.  She might have looked menacing- but her shape was soft, and her large yellow eyes were kind and friendly.  As she looked into the hole, Ash called up to her. "Meganium, pull us out of here with your Vine Whip!" 

"MegAAAA!!" she replied happily.  Vines sprouted from beneath the flower around her neck, and one by one she lifted them up and out of the pit.  When her task was finished, Ash returned her to her Pokeball, then joined the others in examining the large hole. 

"Who could have done this?" Kandra wondered aloud. 

Suddenly, two malicious laughs came from behind them. As the four humans and Pikachu turned around, a hot-air balloon, shaped like the head of a Meowth, rose above the treeline.  Standing in the basket were two of the strangest-looking people Kandra had ever seen. One of them, a man about twenty years old, had chin-length hair, an almost comical blue in color. The woman next to him, who looked to be about the same age, had fiery red hair, curling down past her waist. Kandra looked at them in amazement, but Misty, Ash, Brock, and Pikachu all hung their heads and sighed; they had been here before. "Here it comes....." Misty groaned. 

Just then, the odd duo broke into a kind of chant, with an ease that signified extensive practice: 

"Prepare for trouble, and goodbye plot build up!!" 

"It's the end of Chapter 6, and we've just now shown up!!" 

"To protect the world from devastation-" 

"- to unite all peoples within our nation!!" 

"To denounce the evils of truth and love-" 

"-to extend our reach to the stars above!!" 

"Jessie!!" 

"James!!" 

"Team Rocket, blast off at the speed of light!!" 

"Surrender now, or prepare to fight!!" 

"Wobbu-" The bulbous blue Wobbuffet that had appeared in front of them was suddenly shoved aside by a Meowth, who finished the cadance.  "Meowth!  Dat's right!!" 




"Team Rocket!!" Ash cried out.  Misty rolled her eyes, thinking how often this happened, and how Ash always cried out like that after Team Rocket finished their motto. 

"Why, hello twerps!!" Jessie yelled out arrogantly. 

"Enjoying the festival? Well, if you were, you won't be anymore!!" James chimed in. 

Meowth leapt onto the edge of the basket. "We’re takin' dat Pikachu a yor's, buddy boy!!" he cried in his New Jersey accent.  The pre-evolved form of Persian, Meowth was colored light tan, and like the rest of his kind sported whiskers, a brown-tipped tail, a noseless face, and a charm atop his head in the shape of a gold piece.  Unlike the rest of his kind, he stood on his hind legs, and he could speak English- a rare combination of skills in any Pokemon.


Kandra was amazed.  "A talking Pokemon?! Incredible!" 

"Why, tank you. Eh- hey, who's da new tweyp?!" 

"Well, whoever she is, she's obviously impressed by our superior cunning, and cowering in terror from all of our evil!!" Jessie proudly exclaimed. 

Kandra looked up at them, very confused.  "Erm...... not really." 

"What?!  You rude little imp!  How dare you not be intimidated by us!" 

"Look, we don't have time for this!" Brock called out. "We know you probably put a lot of effort into your latest plot to steal Pikachu. And, truth be told, we get a kick out of beating you in the end and sending you blasting off into the sky. But we have to get out of here now!!”

"Tough luck, pal!" James responded. "We're taking Pikachu, and nothing's going to stop us!!" 

TSEEEAAAABOOOOOOOOMM!!!!!!! 

At the whining noise of an energy discharge, they all turned behind them, frightened to the extreme. One lone tent had stood some distance away from the rest of the fairgrounds, and they had run past it on their way towards the forest; it had been the last area of the exhibition before the safety of the woods.  Now it flashed purple.  The framework snapped and splintered, and the cloth ripped in two. The creature, floating a few inches off the ground, hovered towards them with terrifying slowness. 

There, Mewtrix thought to himself. The power source emanates from one of these humans.  But which one? 

He closed his eyes for the answer. With his eyelids shut, he now ‘saw’ through his psychic power, and he could see one of the figures was glowing; a brilliant golden aura shone around it, blotting out the dull pink glimmers of the regular human psyches nearby. When Mewtrix opened his eyes again, he saw that it was a young boy, a young boy with a baseball cap.... 

Chapter VII- Enter the Genetic


Mewtrix wished to experience for himself the power this capped human possesed- which meant he would have to fight him.  To that end, he resolved to kill the other humans and Pokemon quickly, starting with the ones in the balloon.  Before any of them could react, the purple-and-black energies of Shadow Ball swirled into Mewtrix's hand, forming their characteristic orb shape. This he hurled at the balloon, which exploded like a paper bag hit with Flamethrower. Jessie, James, and Meowth were thrown screaming and flailing from the explosion, crashing into the ground a few feet in front of Mewtrix.  In miraculously good condition, they somehow got up and began to run away.  Smiling wickedly, Mewtrix stopped them with his psychic power and with a wave of his finger jerked them back toward him.  As soon as he was in range, he grabbed Jessie and James by the back of their necks.  With Meowth clutching Jessie's leg, the four of them floated into the air. 

His eyes glowed purple, and the now-familiar aura of power appeared around him- and around his victims.  “I’m going to kill you now,” he informed them jovially.  “Any last words?”


"Yes: I WANT MY MOMMYYYYYY!!!!" James cried out, bursting into hysterical tears. 

Arching an eyebrow in amusement, Mewtrix was about to pulse energy through their nervous systems when he saw something he hadn't noticed before: two bright red 'R's, on the two humans' shirts. He knew that Giovanni's organization used a similar red 'R' as its symbol. Unless these two were imposters, which was highly unlikely, they were agents of Team Rocket. 

Jessie and James had already braced themselves for the pain and shock, with Meowth whimpering in anticipation. As they now opened their eyes, they wondered why they were still alive. Suddenly, the three were let go, and they floated out in front of Mewtrix. "By the red 'R's on your shirts, I perceive that you, most likely, are members of my master's organization," he began. The three of them looked at each other in surprise. Master's organization?  Them?  They were part of Team Rocket. This thing couldn't be talking about the Boss.... could he?  Mewtrix continued. "You are probably field agents of his, though why he would employ such ridiculously incompetent fools is beyond me. But to prevent any unnecessary frustration on his part, I will not kill you." 

The twosome breathed a sigh of relief, but Meowth was still worried. "Wha.... whadd'ya gonna do wit us?" 

"I will Teleport the three of you to my master's headquarters, so you will be out of my way." With that, he placed a hand on each of their shoulders, and they disappeared in a flash of purple. 

The four trainers and Pikachu had all been watching this from the ground below. Suddenly, Mewtrix whirled to face them, and plummeted downwards.  They scattered as he hit the ground on four limbs, then rose to his feet.  Ash narrowed his eyes. "Who are you?" 

The creature turned its visored gaze towards them, and Ash felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand up as he looked it straight in its empty, glowing eyes.  It responded in a deep, reverberating voice, a note of icy coldness paramount in the ears.  "Who am I?  Yes, who am I?  With the power you possess, you deserve to at least know that much.  I, human, am Mewtrix, the Cyborg Pokemon." 

Kandra gasped. "Cyborg?  But... that term defines the blending of organic tissue with robotic components!" 

Mewtrix’s face contorted; under his helmet, he might have been smiling.  "Ah, but of course. You see, the DNA from which I was created had been damaged by exposure to extreme environmental conditions prior to my birth.  As a result, my internal organs were imperfect upon their inception.  So, my master orchestrated a plan by which my faulty organic systems would be replaced with mechanical ones, more durable and efficient than even the most healthy of natural biological systems. The armor I wear acts as a governor for those cybernetic organs. In addition," he added, almost as an afterthought, "it focuses and enhances my already formidable psychic powers." 

Misty regarded Mewtrix with disgust. "You're not natural, then- more than that, you're not even completely organic. And you think it makes you better?  You’re proud of it?!" 

He snapped at her. "I have a right to be, don’t I?!  After all, I'm one of the most powerful Pokemon in the world." 

"That's an awfully big claim." 

Mewtrix walked closer to Misty, until their faces were inches apart. "I think that I have more than justified that title, young human," he said in a terrible, quiet voice.

"I'm not afraid of you," she said boldly, looking through the visor into the glowing purple eyes. 

"Well, perhaps you should be," he responded.  Suddenly his arm flailed out, and with no warning at all he slapped Misty across the cheek so hard she saw stars.  The force of the blow spun her around once and sent her sprawling onto the ground.  The others gasped in horror at such wanton cruelty.  Whimpering miserably, Misty struggled to her hands and knees, still reeling from the Cyborg’s abuse; there was already a bruise on her cheek.

Ash was immediately livid, but Brock reacted first. "You monster!! You'll pay for that!!" he cried, throwing two of his Pokeballs. "Go, Crobat!  Go, Kabuto!!" 

From the red and white Pokeballs flashed the two desired Pokemon.  Crobat almost floated in midair, gently flapping its four powerful wings.  Kabuto stood beside him, glowing red eyes facing up within the fathomless black underbelly, his round brown shell on his back, six yellow legs sprawled out for balance.  Kabuto was Brock's newest Pokemon.  A long-extinct creature known primarily from fossils, Brock had obtained a living specimen during a recent adventure at the ill-fated Pokerassic Park.  However, the small horseshoe crab-esque Pokemon had more than proven himself in battles prior to the moment.  Brock’s temper had cooled slightly upon watching his friends emerge; but he only needed to see Mewtrix shove Misty out of the line of fire for his outrage to reemerge.  “CROBAT, SLUDE BOMB!! KABUTO, HYDRO PUMP!!”

Crobat suddenly reared back, like a pitcher winding up to throw a ball.  And a ball indeed came, though not one made of horsehide: Sludge Bomb blew from Crobat's mouth, a dark purple glob of goo.  Though Kabuto had no visible mouth, it obviously had an opening somewhere, for from its black underside came a large spiraling jet of water: Hydro Pump.  Both attacks flew towards Mewtrix, who merely extended his hand.


With a SPLAT! and a SPLOOSH! the Poison and Water-type attacks thundered into the Barrier surrounding Mewtrix and simply dripped off.  Kabuto and Crobat then glowed purple and began writhing in agony; in a flash, they were flung backwards into Brock, and all three went flying.


Pikachu, who had been sitting on Ash’s shoulder, leapt to the ground and yelled.  "CHU!! Pi pika kakakaka chu pika-pi chu chu chuuuuu Pika PIKA PIKACHU PIIII!!!" 

Fully comprehending his fellow Pokemon, Mewtrix chuckled at the yellow mouse’s outrage.  "A fiend, am I? You'll see how fiendish I can be in due time. Until then I suggest you hold your tongue in the presence of your superiors!!"  


At the last word, Pikachu rose a few inches off the ground.  Flashing purple, he flew back through the air, Ash diving for a catch just in time.  They both rolled to a stop twenty feet away.  The Cyborg, unstoppable, stalked slowly towards them.


Now it was Kandra's turn to be angry. Seeing a rock on the ground beside her, she picked it up. Aiming for his head, she threw the rock just as Mewtrix was on top of Ash and Pikachu. It hit him squarely on the back of the head, and he whirled around furiously. 

“Why don’t you pick on someone your own size, you big bully?” she yelled at him.


“Like you?” he growled, snapping his arm up in her direction.


Kandra hadn’t really expected him to suggest her, and she suddenly tried to get out of his sight line.  Before she could maneuver, however, she was immobilized by psychic power.  An evil light came into Mewtrix’s eyes as he bent Kandra’s arms and legs behind her with a twitch of his finger.  His hand, open, then slowly started to close.  As it did so, Kandra could feel her limbs begin to twist backwards and in on themselves, as if she were in a straitjacket that was constantly being tightened.  Sweat began beading on her forehead as her arms bent back on themselves over again and her legs twisted a second time.


Ash, as he focused his attention on his captive friend, could not at first discern what Mewtrix was trying to do.  Then, he realized with horror that the Cyborg Pokemon’s psychic power was twisting Kandra back on herself.  The force he was exerting was certainly enough to snap bone and rip tissue, and unless something was done quickly, Kandra would be split in two down the middle!!

There was no time for anything but action.  Pikachu safe on the ground, Ash charged at Mewtrix, just as the Psychic-type was preparing to exert a lethal burst of pressure.   He was so focused on Kandra, screaming in pain as her joints and tendons stretched, that he failed to even sense the approaching human.  He just barely felt him, at the last minute, and turned around in time for Ash to tackle him right in the stomach, knocking the wind out of him. They both toppled over, and the loss in concentration on Mewtrix’s part was enough for him to release Kandra from her etheral torture device; her body in agony, she gathered enough strength to scoot herself, crying, to the edge of the forest where Misty lay, still dizzy.


Mewtrix shoved Ash off of him with a surge of strength; Ash rolled onto and back off of his feet in time to avoid a Psybeam from Mewtrix, fired from his visor. It passed through a tree, incinerating it with a burst of flames.  They struggled to their feet, neither one taking his eyes off of the other.  "Congratulations," Mewtrix growled when he was upright, "you've saved your friend.  Now prepare to die yourself!" 

"I won't give in without a fight! GO, CYNDAQUIL!!" 

FLASH!  From his Pokeball Cyndaquil emerged to do battle.  From what he had seen, Ash knew the Fire-type faced almost impossible odds against Mewtrix; but they had to try. "Cyndaquil, Flamethrower attack!!" Ash cried. Cyndaquil obeyed: flaring up his back, he unleashed a powerful blast of flames.  But Mewtrix's Barrier came to his rescue again, and the flames cascaded harmlessly off. 

"Child's play," he muttered, flinging a Shadow Ball at Cyndaquil.  The little mouse ran with all his might to dodge it, and the attack hit the ground just behind him, leaving a tiny crater.  Then Shadow Balls came in rapid succession, always aimed at Cyndaquil, hitting a little closer to him each time.  Finally, one exploded directly behind him, sending him flying into the air and back down again with a CRASH!!  Though Cydanquil was able to get up, Ash could see that his Pokemon was badly cut and breathing hard. 

He bit his lip; they couldn't lose, not with so much weighing on it!  The lives of all of his friends were at stake!  If only Cyndaquil could just trap Mewtrix or drive him off, they could all get away! "If only Cyndaquil had more power...." Ash whispered to himself.  His arm tingled. 

It was his left arm, and Misty, holding the shivering Kandra, saw a light fade in on Ash's back. It was in the same area as his peculiar tattoo, and she realized with amazement that it was indeed the Mark of Legends, shining through both his shirt and his vest, a brilliant golden yellow.  The glow then traveled up his back, to his shoulder, down his arm, and onto his palm. Suddenly his whole body glowed the same golden hue, like the sun at dawn. 

Ash looked at the light in his palm, shocked and overwhelmed.  He had no idea what to do, and for a moment he stood there full of wonder and amazement.  Then, seized by a burst of some deep-seated knowledge, he thrust his left arm out, fingers open, palm facing Cyndaquil.  A great many rays of light shone forth from his hand, colored like the golden dawn, lighting and warming all that they touched. The light shone onto Cyndaquil, who sparkled for a moment in its radiance.  Then, he glowed pure white, and began to change..... 

Mewtrix could not believe his eyes.  Seeing the golden light, which must have been the boy’s special power, was impressive enough- but this was too much!  The Cyndaquil in front of him was growing, changing shape, becoming longer and slinkier. The white light cleared, and where there had once been a Cyndaquil, a Quilava now stood- 

Or had stood, as the newly-evolved Quilava glowed white again, and began to grow even bigger. This boy.... this boy could force the evolution of Pokemon, at a rate far faster than anything in nature!  Mewtrix gaped in amazement- and so did Ash, for he did not understand what he was doing.  The former Quilava was now tall, with a long, faintly triangular body and a tapering, weasel-like head.  Any further objection left as the glow disappeared. There could be no mistaking that dark back and light body, those fiery red eyes, the collar-like back flames.... 

"Typhlosion?!" 

"Grraaaaaaa!!" Typhlosion answered his name, in the growling bark characteristic of his kind.  Cyndaquil had indeed evolved to his final form, in a record-shattering two minutes.  He was not of the standard coloration for Typhlosions, however.  Whereas most Typhlosions had a body of light tan coloration, his was a brilliant golden yellow; and instead of dark blue back fur, he sported jet black from the top of his head to his flame-frayed rump.  Now, with flames of gold bursting from his back, his barked a challenge to Mewtrix.

For his part, Mewtrix was surprised and a little afraid.  But these uncertain feelings were soon replaced by a defensive burst of superiority and outrage. "I know not what powers you possess, human, but they are no match for mine!!  What does it matter if your Cyndaquil has matured to its final evolutionary stage.  Even a Typhlosion stands little chance against me!!" 

Suddenly, the flames flared extra bright on the Volcano Pokemon’s mouth, actually curling up the head area and forming a flaming ‘muzzle’ around Typhlosion's mouth.  Then, with a flash, the creature blasted out an amazing jet of flame, so finely focused it resembled a red laser beam. The muzzle broke into two columns of shimmering golden fire, which swirled around the flame jet much like the double helix of a DNA molecule.  Mewtrix was completely overwhelmed eyes wide open in spite of himself.  He remembered at the very last moment to put up his Barrier- 

WHOOSH!! SHOOOOOOOMFFFFFFF- !!SHATTER!!

The attack was unbelievably powerful, and Mewtrix's Barrier was literally shattered by the blast.  Surrounded by flames of crimson, burgundy, and gold, he flew backwards, the terribly heat singeing and burning his skin as the fierce blast of red consumed his health and life.  Soaring through the sky, he swore he heard, just before he lost consciousness, a Pokedex entry from the ground below: 

"DING!  Sacred Fire.  An extremely rare- and extremely powerful- Fire-type attack.  Immensely strong, Sacred Fire is in fact the most powerful of all the Fire-type attacks, and has a 50% chance of inflicting a deadly Burn on its target.  It is seldom seen, however, for few Pokemon are anywhere near powerful enough to taste, much less learn to master, this legendary Fire attack." 


They had run.  Run.  Run as they had never run before, leaping over fallen trees, splashing through rivers, and sliding down ravines.  Kandra, her limbs screaming, fell to the rear for some time.  Staggering from the pain, she was about to double over, when two rough, warm hands lifted her up. Turning her half-lidded eyes, she saw Typhlosion's black flanks beneath her, his small ears sticking up in front of her as they bounced along, red ‘flame points’ dormant along his neck.  Finally, pain and exhaustion of her injuries overcame her, and she lapsed into unconsciousness. 

Brock led them, taking the alleys and back streets to the hotel, keeping a sharp lookout for people in the gloomy urban corridors.  If anyone saw them, they would be immediately perturbed: Ash's Mark of Legends shone gold through his clothes, and Typhlosion still glowed a fiery golden color of his own; Kandra rode on his back, asleep. The five figures made it to a side door of the hotel, finally, when the darkness of night was full and complete. A Slash attack from Kabuto made short work of the lock, and they snuck through the thankfully empty corridors and hallways. At long last, they reached the first of their rooms. Practically bursting through the doorway, Misty fell onto the bed first, and Brock locked the door behind him. Then, several things happened at once. 

The Mark of Legends, which had been shining brightly on Ash's left upper back, suddenly faded, no longer visible through his shirt.  At the same instant, there was a strange rushing sound, and the golden glow around Typhlosion vanished, replaced by a white one which totally enveloped him. 

It was like watching the whole process from before, in reverse: shrinking, getting slinkier, Typhlosion was a Quilava again in no time, and, as before, he then shone white again. Getting smaller still, his proportions changed, as he became shorter and stubbier, even while his snout grew longer.  Brock grabbed Kandra before she crushed the devolving Pokemon.  Suddenly, the glow vanished. Ash's Cyndaquil laid on the floor, apparently asleep.  Despite his shock and exhaustion, Ash could not help but be intrigued by this.  "Hey.... Typhlosion turned back into Cyndaquil. That's really weird." 

Brock looked tiredly at him. "And your Mark stopped glowing.  I guess the forced evolution is only temporary.  It ends when the Mark of Legends stops sending out power. That probably means Cyndaquil can't use Sacred Fire." 

Ash felt comforted by this.  Sure, it had been nice for the super-powered Typhlosion to save them all, but he was still glad to have his old friend back to normal. Kneeling down, he gently tapped Cyndaquil on his side. The Fire-type stirred, shaking its head; if it opened its ever-lidded eyes he couldn't tell, but it looked up at him, smiling with its little mouth. Then, there was a murmuring sound, causing both boy and Pokemon to look; Kandra was finally rousing, still in Brock's arms.  He laid her gently on the bed.  Beside her, Misty fingered her face delicately, wincing as she touched her right cheek. Mewtrix's three circular fingers were still faintly visible, but for the most part obscured by an ugly bruise which ran almost the entire length of her cheek. The blow had been just high enough to give her a black eye as well, which she was now squinting out of. Yet what hurt most of all was the memory of Mewtrix.  Even now, she could hear his voice in her head, the icy, taunting sound filling her with pain. 

Forgetting her injury for a moment, Misty turned to Kandra, who by now was awake. She tried sitting up, but groaned, and faltered; her legs were hurt too badly. With Misty's help, she rolled onto her back, and sat up on the bed with the help of a pillow. 
"Ohhhh...... my head..... where are we?" 

"We're back in the hotel, Kandra. You were..... hurt..... pretty badly. We all were," Ash told her gently. Brock nodded his head, and rubbed the sore spot on his chest where Mewtrix had thrown Crobat and Kabuto at him. 


Kandra's eyes narrowed slightly.  "So it really happened?" 

".....Yes." 

She held her head in her hands. "I wanted it to be a dream........ just a bad dream......." she said shakily, in a voice so quiet it could have been a whisper. 

Looking at Kandra in such a terrible state, Ash could feel his anger growing again. He could still see Mewtrix before him in his head, heard his terrible voice, witnessed the careless violence he had displayed.  He had almost killed Kandra, in one of the most gruesome and terrible ways imaginable, and had barely been affected by the thought of it.  This... this thing was completely unfeeling, and if he had successfully finished off Kandra, he would have certainly killed Misty, then Brock, then Pikachu, then him....... 

"I'll make him pay for this!!" Ash cried spontaneously, smashing his fist on the bedside table. "That twisted sadist!! We'll see who's hurting who next time I see him-" 

"I don't know if I want to see him again," Misty said, standing up. 

"How can you say that, Misty? Look what he did to you!" 

"Yes, I know," she said, turning to face Ash. "And that's my point. I'm..... I'm afraid of him." 

He narrowed his eyes as he looked at her.  "But doesn't it make you angry, that he could do this and get away with it?  I know I'm mad, for you and Brock and everyone!" 

Suddenly, Misty strode right up to him, looking him squarely in the eyes inches from his face. "For us? For US?!  How can you have any idea how we feel right now?!  If I recall correctly, you escaped without a scratch!!  Brock was body slammed by his own Pokemon, my face was punched in, and Kandra was almost KILLED!!  We of all people should be angry, but guess what?  We're NOT!!  Just afraid, more afraid then we've ever been in our lives...." tears began to roll down her face as she continued to speak. "So if you want to go on a vendetta, Ash Ketchum, do it for yourself!  But don't say you're crusading for us, and CERTAINLY not for ME!!" 

After this final outburst, she stepped backwards, engulfed in the aura of her own indignation. Ash, his head pointed downwards, looked up at her from the corners of his eyes. Despite the claim that her face was ‘punched in’, it seemed to be fairly intact, certainly not beyond healing.  There was a large purple and yellow bruise along much of her cheekbone, and she had a black eye; a cut ran lengthwise down her cheek.  She was of course crying, but her tear-stained face and red eyes did not give the impression of weakness.  There was something strong, something vaguely.... beautiful... about Misty, and Ash now felt like a very small person next to her. 

Misty's tears seemed to start a chain reaction. Standing up slowly, Kandra fell to her knees at Brock's feet, tears silently running down her face as she struggled to remain in control. “I don’t want to die..... I don’t want to die....” she cried, over and over, her body wracked by mostly dry sobs.  Brock knelt down and hugged her tightly, then pulled her back up to a sitting position.


“Come on,” he said gently, lifting her head up to look into his eyes.  “It’s okay.”  He sighed.  “Be strong..... I know you can.”  Blinking away tears, Kandra nodded.

In spite of her recent tirade, Misty suddenly felt the need for someone to pull her up out of her despair.  With no one else free or around, she turned to Ash, and before he could say anything she wrapped her arms around him and started to cry once more.  Startled, Ash stole a glance at Pikachu, sitting on a nearby table; the Mouse Pokemon waved his arms and motioned for Ash to do something.  Ash put his arms around Misty, trying to do what he’d seen Brock do so many times before.  “Don’t worry, Misty.  Don’t worry.  It’ll be all right,” he said.  Thinking for a moment, he then added, “I promise.”

************************************************************************

It was later that night. They were all still in the one room, on the bed; none of them had bothered to undress or turn down the covers. Kandra was asleep next to Brock, while Misty dozed with her head on Ash's chest. The two boys, however, were still awake. Ash took a deep breath. "Brock, we can't stay here. Not like this."  It was a hard thing for him to admit, but he knew he had no choice.

Brock nodded.  "I know. We’re in crisis mode here; no doubt about that. Misty’s been really shaken by everything, and Kandra's worse, if that's even possible." 

"I just don't want to...... retreat. Not from him.  It seems like the wrong thing to do." 

Brock arched an eyebrow at him.  “George Washington, Robert E. Lee, Erwin Rommel- some of the greatest leaders in military history made a career out of running away. And it's not like you're running away forever,” he said.  “I don’t think you can.”


Ash was perplexed.  “What do you mean?”


“Did you see the interest he showed in you and your tattoo- your Mark of Legends?” Brock answered.  “That’s why he didn’t attack you with abandon, like he did the rest of us.  And the way you saved us all by turning Cyndaquil into a Typhlosion- and then using Sacred Fire!”


“Yeah,” the younger boy acknowledged.  “But what’s that got to do with anything?”


Brock thought for what seemed like a long time.  “I think it has everything to do with it,” he finally said.  “Ash, you have the power to stop Mewtrix.  I know you do, in that Mark of yours.  And..... somehow.... I think you were destined to go up against him.  I think this is part of the destiny that Kandra’s book was telling us about.  Whether you like it or not, your fate and Mewtrix’s are now permanently intertwined.  You will see him again.  But not right now.  We have too many broken spirits on our hands.”

Ash nodded.  He knew even more than Brock did, but that only served to affirm that he had a special future with the Cyborg Pokemon.  He had never really been a big believer in destiny before, but now it seemed to stand before him, within reach, waiting only for him to reach out and grasp it.  Satisfied with the words of his friend, he at last relaxed, and fell asleep.

In the morning, they made their departure plans.  The night's sleep had done Kandra some good, and she could now walk with a little assistance.  They checked out of the hotel before noon, and took a taxi to the Cinnabar International Airport.  Since their tickets had been round trip, there was no need to buy different ones; they had been scheduled to leave that day anyway (it was Saturday). Boarding the airplane, Ash looked at Pikachu. They were sharing a seat one row in front of the others, so he whispered to his friend: "We'll be back, Pikachu. Count on it. We owe at least that much to.... you know who." 

"Chu," his friend replied simply, nodding his head. 

Soon, they were on the runway, the plane lifting off in a rush of speed and sound. Banking over the city, they headed out along past the coast of the island, soon crossing over the water- 

SCREEEEEEEEECCCCCHHHHH!!!! 

Everyone on the aircraft was thrown forward in various degrees as the screeching and groaning of metal was heard. Getting up and looking out the window, Misty realized they were no longer moving, and were suspended in midair about one-fourth of a mile from the coast. As Ash joined her, a voice burst into their heads: 

Come now. You didn't think you'd get rid of me that easily, did you? 

The plane was surrounded in a hazy purple aura. On instinct, Ash looked out his window to the left. There, floating outside, was Mewtrix, surrounded by a shimmering violet energy sphere, eyes ablaze, armor gleaming in the sunlight. Closing his arms together, he began to bend the wings of the aircraft inward.  After several seconds he stopped, and then swiveled his hand, spinning the airliner around as if it were in a barrel roll. The passengers tumbled around in the horrible funhouse ride, slamming against the walls, the seats, and each other.  His amusement knew no bounds, and with glee he prepared to send them through another variation of misery-

SCREEECHH!!!!

Suddenly, he was dragged ahead, his arm nearly ripped from its socket. Regaining his bearings, he healed his superficial muscle injuries and turned back to the plane. With surprise and horror, he realized it was no longer under his control; it had been.... stolen!  Ripped from his very mental grasp.  But how?!

The same jerk had thrown all the passengers around the cabin, and Ash (along with Pikachu) had landed against the left wall; the aircraft was tilted now, and the windows on this side looked down onto the deep blue ocean.  Suddenly, he realized there was more than one shade of blue in the picture he saw.  Sure enough, where the jetliner had once been surrounded by the purple glow of Mewtrix's psychic power, it was now bathed in..... blue light!

Even overwhelmed by the sky blue ether, another detail managed to catch his eye. Far below, framed against the ocean, something was there. It was vaguely white in color, and was surrounded by a psychic energy ‘ball’ similar to Mewtrix’s- like the glow around the plane, it was a shimmering sky blue. 

No detail was even remotely discernable. But Ash knew the object at once: “Mewtwo!”


Face pressed up against the window, Ash stared, dumbfounded.  Even when the memories of New Island had returned, they had not carried with them a sense of ‘realness’; it was like watching a home video of something he did as a baby.  He knew he had done everything on New Island because he saw it in his head, but there was no emotional attachment to it.  But this- this was real!  He could really see him, down there-


Suddenly, Ash seemed to see him much more closely.  It took him a few minutes to realize the image was inside his head.  Mentally now, Mewtwo was directly beneath him, looking up with those deep purple eyes.  A voice came, into his head; he knew it was Mewtwo's.  Ash, it is your power that intrigues him; he is after you!  Get off of the airliner, and I will have an easier time saving the people on board!


"But I'm two miles above the ground!" he replied, not caring who heard him.


I will use my powers to break your fall.  You must trust me Ash, or our efforts are wasted from the start!


He stared blankly out the window, thinking hard.  Then, he snapped off his seatbelt.  "Come on, Pikachu- we're outta here!!"


Unquestionably loyal, the Mouse Pokemon followed his trainer as he stood up.  At first, they had trouble even standing amidst the seats of the tilted airliner; but then there was a mighty lurch, and it was righted.  Brock, Misty, and Kandra rolled into the far aisle just as Ash and Pikachu ran past them.  Misty got up first and attempted to follow him.  "Ash!  Ash!" she cried, but he did not seem to hear her; anyway, the rest of the passengers were making such a commotion that she could barely hear herself.  Odd, she observed, he's heading for the cockpit area.  What are they going to-


Ash stopped short of the cockpit, in front of the aircraft's main door.  "Do it, Pikachu!"


"CHUUUU!!!" he cried, aiming a Thunderbolt at the bolted airlock.  Built to withstand high g forces and drops in pressure, it was no match for a concentrated burst of electrical energy, and flew off.  Then, the truth dawned on Misty at last.


"NO!!" she yelled, jumping forward.  Ash, however, leapt out at the same instant, Pikachu immediately behind.  Moving through the cabin with a speed she never would have thought possible given the circumstances, Misty would have followed them had she not grabbed the fold down seat right by the door, put in place for the flight attendants.  She looked down, afraid of what she would see.  However, Ash and Pikachu had not yet hit the water; their fall seemed to stretch itself out, like watching a video in slow motion.  The speed of descent was slow enough that they hit the water with little impact force, and Ash poked his head above the surface very soon afterwards.  Pikachu, a surprisingly competent swimmer, paddled towards him, grabbing onto his vest.


The thought of a rival power had dumbfounded Mewtrix for only a moment, and he now pulled hard with all his mental might.  The aircraft flashed purple once more, dragging through the air towards him.  Again, there was the resistance, and a blue glow began creeping across the plane.  Like shifting colors in a lava lamp, the shimmering hues battled each other, shifting and crackling.  Mewtrix realized the tug-of-war was futile.  Seizing control with one swift burst of power, he shoved the jetliner aside.


Floating level with him in the air, about two hundred feet away, was a creature much like himself.  Same long purple tail, same muscular legs, same harsh white lines, same chalk-white skin, same horned, catlike head- Mewtrix’s skin tones had a pastel blue tint to them, but that was the only difference.  But this one was devoid of armor, all his features clearly visible.  Mewtrix stared at the doppelganger for a moment, until it dawned on him; then he smiled.  "You must be Mewtwo!  I have heard of you!"


Mewtwo responded in a voice much like his own, but different somehow.  "And you are Mewtrix; that much I have learned already."


"Have you now?  Well, my master talks a great deal about you- 'the one that got away', I believe is his title for you."


"Your master?"


"Yes, my master, the great Giovanni, the leader of Team Rocket!  The strongest and  most cunning human I have yet encountered.  I would have no less, of course."


At the mention of the name, Mewtwo narrowed his eyes, suddenly stabbed by a dagger of fury.  "What has he told you?!"


"He has told me all that I need to know, at least about you," Mewtrix said casually.  Turning back to the floating aircraft, he swiped his hand in the air.  The plane was flung to the right, and inside the passengers slammed painfully against the right wall.  He chuckled at the feelings of pain flowing out into his mind.


"Don't do that," Mewtwo said.


"What, you mean this?" he asked mockingly, jiggling his hand back and forth, causing it to shake violently.


"Yes.  Don’t."


"What are you so worked up for?  They're just humans."


"They have as much right to live as you do!"


Mewtrix's eyes widened.  "Why.... you actually.... care about them, don't you?!  How pathetic!"


"There is nothing pathetic about compassion!!" Mewtwo yelled.  “Aren’t you at all worried about the people inside?”


“No,” Mewtrix said curtly.  He looked into the Genetic Pokemon’s eyes, saw the fear and anger in them.  He smiled.  “But for your sake, I’ll pretend to care about these stupid primates.  Here, I'll even help them,” he said, spinning around.  "I'll teach them how to swim."  With that, he dropped his hand, and the plane was shoved downwards toward the ocean with faster-than-gravity speed.  Mewtwo, with one last disgusted look at Mewtrix, dove after it.


Sentimental fool! the Cyborg thought to himself.  He can’t be as powerful as Giovanni said- he's too sweet!  With Mewtwo distracted, he flew down to the water's surface, looking for the boy.  Where was he?!  He couldn’t have gotten far. 


Indeed, he hadn’t gotten far.  Mewtrix was looking in the wrong place, his psychic senses disoriented after his brief contest with Mewtwo.  Ash was a little more than a thousand feet away, and he ducked down into the water as the Cyborg turned in his direction.


When Mewtrix had moved on, Ash resumed his attempt to swim to shore; the beach was only about five hundred feet away, with a short climb up some sandstone cliffs to reach level ground.  He had been in the water for some time now, however; the wind had picked up, creating waves which rolled him dizzyingly in the water.  Shivering with cold, he didn't know how much longer he could stay above water....


Pikachu still held on to Ash's shoulder; he too sensed futility, and wanted to be by his master at the end.  But the Pokemon saw, in the gloom of the water, a light, coming from Ash’s body.  "Pi!  Pi pi pi!!" he shouted.


"What's wrong, Pikachu?!"


The mouse looked awkwardly, thinking of some way to communicate what he saw.  Suddenly, he had an idea.  Channeling electricity through his cheeks, the rodent checked the flow before an attack could blast out, and the dormant energy caused the red circles to glow a shimmering yellow.  Pikachu pointed to his cheeks then down at Ash's back repeatedly.


"A.... glow?  A glow on my back- my MARK!!  Of course!  It's coming online again."  But the power did not seem to be flowing through him, as it had the first time; it just shimmered there, concentrated, as if it were waiting.  Unsure of what to do, Ash tried relaxing, thinking the energy would come to him if he were calm.  No such luck; the glow was still there, but nothing more.  He became as placid as he could, hoping that by being of clear mind he could successfully summon the power of the Mark.  He almost fell beneath the waves, so lax did he dare to be.  But he had no luck.  In desperation he wracked his mind trying to do something, anything to make his one shot at survival work- and to his surprise, he felt the energy begin to flow.  He snapped out of his intense concentration, and was equally surprised when the power receded as fast as it had advanced.


On a hunch, he focused intensely once more, and again the power flowed.  Each time he tried it, the result was the same: concentrate, and the power advanced; relax, and it withdrew.  Ash smiled.  Yes!  Yes! he thought.  I can control it!  And with this discovery, he saw a way out of his predicament.  "Go, Totodile!" he cried, opening the Pokeball under the water.  The crocodile Pokemon swam upward from the flash of its entrance, large head and jaws breaking the surface.


"Totodo!"


"Hey, Totodile!  These waves are pretty rough, and I'm no fish.  Could you pull me to shore?"


The Big Jaw looked uncertainly at his master.  "Diile?"  He darted glances around them at the surging ocean.


Ash arched his eyebrow whimsically.  "Rough seas, huh?  Too bad you're not stronger....."


Totodile did not fully understand what his master meant; however, he could tell that all was well in hand, and nodded enthusiastically.  Focusing once more, Ash coursed the power through his arm, his hand, and into his palm, which he thrust above the surface of the water, and the golden rays came forward again, shining onto Totodile from over his head.  Perhaps because of Ash’s newfound control, the changes came faster this time.


FLASH!  Totodile glowed and grew, becoming a Croconaw for an instant-


FLASH!  He grew and changed still more, until the evolutionary light dissipated, and Ash stared up at the enormous maw of a full-grown Feraligatr.  
"Roooooaaaaaaaaaaaarrrr!!!!!!", he cried.


"Hey there, Feraligatr!  I bet you can swim us out of here."


Nodding his enormous head, the giant blue crocodile submerged, swimming under Ash and Pikachu.  There was a substantial bump as he surfaced beneath them, placing them on his back, his red back fin poking up in front of them.  With a kick of his legs and a twist of his great tail, Big Jaw Pokemon turned towards shore.  He was still glowing golden, and seemed unusually fast- it was like riding a jet ski!   In spite of his coldness and shivering, Ash threw his arms up in the air.  Suddenly, a shadow passed over them, and they looked up.


Flying about 50 feet above the water was Mewtwo, with the rescued aircraft just barely floating above his back, his hands steadying it, supporting it with his psychic power.  Ash thrust his palm upwards, making the golden light visible.  Upon seeing it, Mewtwo laughed aloud.  "Good!  You have learned to control the power of the Mark.  Head for the cliffs!  We will make our stand there.  Quickly!   Mewtrix won't be far behind!"


Feraligatr already seemed to be swimming as fast as it could; however, Ash had yet another sudden hunch.  Building up the golden energy in his palm, he pressed it into the back of Feraligatr's neck.  There was a woooooooommfffff!!! and the Big Jaw Pokemon shot forward, churning up a massive foam in his wake.  In no time at all, they had reached the shore.  Mewtwo gently lifted the aircraft off of his shoulders, using his psychic power to put down its landing gear.  Charging out of the surf,  Ash and Pikachu still on his back, Feraligatr ran up to the cliff and sprang upwards with a mighty bound.  In the first jump alone he had cleared half of the cliff-face; a second bound later, they thudded onto the top of the cliffs just as Mewtwo gently set the airplane down.  A ring of psychic energy sliced around the diameter of the tail, and with a wave of his hand Mewtwo flung it aside; the huge jetliner tipped slowly backward, until its new exit touched the ground.  The gaping hole was more than large enough for the passengers to flee, and Brock, Misty, and Kandra were the first ones to the rear.


As Ash and Pikachu slid off Feraligatr, Mewtrix zipped over their heads, coming to a stop in midair.  He turned down, looking at Ash and his friends, and Mewtwo.  "This is nauseating,” he spat at them.  “Human compassion is the most pathetic thing in the world.  But at least I expected that!  I expected it from you, boy, and your human friends.  But you, Mewtwo- do you also feel their emotions?  Dare I say that you empathize with them?!”  The Cyborg’s glowing eyes stared down at the Genetic Pokemon with utmost contempt.  Mewtwo returned the stare, his gaze suddenly cold and fierce.  Mewtrix broke into sudden laughter.  “How pathetic!  How gauche!  How.... how weak!”


There was a shimmer, and Mewtwo’s body suddenly came alive with sky blue psychic energy.  His eyes flashed blue, and a sphere of similar color surrounded his entire body.  Kandra could see the air rippling, as if from an intense heat; but it was merely parting in the midst of such incredibly concentrated power.


“Weak?” Mewtwo growled upwards.  A hint of amusement was in his voice, and he arched an eyebrow up at Mewtrix.  “Weak?  Well now..... that’s a first.  I don’t believe I’ve ever had the privelege of being called ‘weak’- certainly not by so esteemed a gentleman as yourself”  He cracked his knuckles, which were suddenly trailing bright blue psychic steam.  “Why don’t I show you how weak I am?”


The Cyborg Pokemon stared at his doppleganger for a moment.  He sneered.  “Fair enough!  I’d be interested to see what a specimen of your emotional state could possibly-”

Tsssszzzzza!!!

Mewtrix flashed blue and shot backwards through the air. It was all he could do to keep himself floating; his eyes watered.  He felt as if his chest had been punched with a lead glove. Shaking his head to clear it, he re-focused his eyes- 

WHACK!! 

Spinning around in the air, he caught a glimpse of Mewtwo, who had savagely slapped him with a burning blue hand. Now, the Genetic Pokemon whipped his tail around hard, striking Mewtrix in the stomach with a very audible THWOK!!  As Mewtrix spiraled out of the air, Mewtwo tossed a Shadow Ball at him hard. The Ghost-type projectile doomed any hope of recovery by Mewtrix, and he slammed face-first into the ground.  Yes! Ash said to himself- but then a purple streak of energy blasted out of the cloud of dust. In the blink of an eye, it struck Mewtwo in the chest and curved back down, driving him earthwards until it was his turn to taste dirt. The blast of light bounced off his chest and ricocheted back into the air, where it stopped and collected.  Mewtrix materialized; he had been in energy form. "You are a powerful fighter, Mewtwo, but I am the stronger one!" 

Flashing blue as he used Recover, Mewtwo rose to his feet. "You didn’t seem that strong when I surprised you." 

"A minor mistake- one I won’t make again!!" 

"Why? Afraid of scratching your pretty armor? Come here and I'll shine it for you!" 

"You really think you're the strongest?!" 

"Perhaps- but I know you aren’t any stronger than me!" 

Mewtrix's eyes blazed purple, lighting up his whole visor. "Talk is cheap, Mewtwo- COME ON!!" he beckoned with a circular finger.

Mewtwo lit up blue, his eyes shining. Faster than Ash and the others could see he sprung into the air. Their energy bubbles forming, Mewtwo and Mewtrix crashed into each other, sparking and sizzling with energy. Mewtwo snapped his head back-and-forward and fired a bright blue Psybeam from his eyes; Mewtrix fired another, violet, from his visor, and the two connected in an eruption of white light that sent both of them recoiling backwards. Then, things really began to heat up- 

Swoosh! Wham! Tssseeeaa! Thwack! The sounds of combat echoed in the air at an ever faster pace. Mewtwo and Mewtrix resembled fighting kites, darting at each other for a strike then zipping away again at incredible speed. When they were some distance apart, Mewtrix opened his hand, and a Thunderbolt zapped towards Mewtwo, who deflected it at the last minute with his Barrier. 

With that shot, the current of the battle seemed to shift; as opposed to hitting each other up close, the two Pokemon moved apart, striking with long-range Special Attacks: Thunderbolt again! Blizzard! Thunder! Ice Beam! Solarbeam! Future Sight, connecting minutes after its execution!  Bubblebeam!  Fire Blast!  And the air always hummed with Shadow Balls, many of them straying from their intended course and cratering into the ground! 

It was in this ever-more hostile environment that Ash and Pikachu finally united with the others, Feraligatr following close behind. The sounds of the great battle were deafening even from yards away, and Misty had to shout to catch his attention. "Ash! Over here!!" 

"Misty! Brock! Kandra! Are you guys okay!?" 

"We're fine!" Brock yelled. 

"What's going on?!" Kandra cried next, staring up at the dueling Super Pokemon. "Who's that other Pokemon, without the armor?!" 

"I'll explain later!" Ash cried out, "Now we've gotta get everyone off the plane!!" 

Dashing through the chaos , the four of them desperately pleaded with the passengers to abandon the crippled aircraft. However, fear overcame action; as at the fairgrounds, many people refused to move, paralyzed with dread. Then, Brock realized that the sliced off tail that was obviously meant to be an easy exit opened out right below the aerial battle between Mewtrix and his more organic counterpart. "Ash, there's no way they'll get out towards that!! We need to turn the plane away somehow." 

"Turn the plane, huh?" he pondered this dilemma. They needed to swivel the tail away from Mewtwo and Mewtrix; maybe some of the Pokemon could do the job. He ran back out to Feraligatr. "Feraligatr, we need to turn the plane!!" 

The big Pokemon looked uncertainly at the large aircraft. "Ferr...." he murmured, in an uncertain tone. 

"I guess even you can't do it alone; I'll get you as much help as I can!" Ash cried, taking a Pokeball from his waist. "Go, Heracross!!" 

"He-cro!!" the Single Horn Pokemon chirped as he emerged, flexing his muscles and swinging his horn. 

“Heracross, I need you to help Feraligatr turn the tail of the aircraft that way,” he said, pointing to where the plateau sloped onto some grassy dunes that eventually hit the first few beach cottages. "If you need more power, I'll help you- don't ask." 

With very similar quizzical looks in their eyes, Feraligatr and Heracross placed their bodies shoulder-first against the aircraft (Heracross being sure that his horn got a place too) and pushed with all their might. There was indeed a straining of metal, and the plane seemed to shudder some, but no actual movement occurred; Kandra, Brock, and Misty's exit from the aircraft did little to help. Realizing Heracross needed a jolt, Ash thrust his palm out and called once more for the golden power; and once more, the shimmering rays shone out like sunlight. 

All of his previous uses of the Mark had been on basic form Pokemon, so Ash did not know how the light would affect a final form creature like Heracross. He began to glow, and the glimmer on his exoskeleton became shinier; the ‘bow tie’ on the top of his horn curved and sharpened, now more closely resembling the head of a battle axe.  His deep blue pigment turned to a dark navy color, and it was only just then that Ash realized Feraligatr’s pigment changes: the normal light blue scales of the Big Jaw species had been colored an aquamarine, the light tan maw replaced by bright white, and the red back fin turned to orange.  Suddenly, the powered-up Single Horn Pokemon gave a mighty surge of muscle, and there was a scraping sound. The airplane began moving, ever so slowly, then abruptly stopped. Heracross and Feraligatr, both glowing golden, were panting hard. Brock looked at the two with growing worry. 

"Even powered up, Feraligatr and Heracross don't have enough strength to really move the plane. We need one more Pokemon!!" 

"Yeah, I know, I know- wait!!" Ash cried, getting an idea. "Brock, let out your Geodude!!" 

"Geodude? What for- oh..... Great idea!" he cried, tossing the Pokeball into the air. In a flash of light, Geodude appeared. 

"Dude!!" 

The Mark of Legends still shining on his back, Ash thrust his arm forward again. Geodude flared with the evolutionary light, first transforming into a four-armed Graveler, then- 

"GOOOOOooooo!!!!", Brock's now fully-evolved Golem roared.  His spherical shell of solid rock was as sturdy as tank armor, his beefy arms and legs protruding out and flexing ferociously; the former was as black as coal, the latter a deep chocolate brown.  He turned towards Brock; even though Ash had evolved him, he still obeyed his trainer.

"Golem, help Feraligatr and Heracross turn the aircraft!" 

Nodding his lizardlike head, the Megaton Pokemon thudded over to the aircraft, pressing against it with all his might. Just by himself Golem managed to shudder the plane quite a bit.  Encouraged by the new help, Heracross and Feraligatr resumed pushing. The three Pokemon shoved and shoved and shoved, and finally, the plane began swiveling on the rocky earth, its wheels screeching in protest the whole time.  After about fifteen minutes of strenuous work, the plane's opened tail now faced the dunes; Heracross, Golem, and Feraligatr slumped against the side in exhaustion. Looking out, Misty saw happily that the passengers were finally leaving on their own accord. "Yes!!" she cried, jumping up and down. 

"We did it!" Ash yelled, clinging to the minor victory. Suddenly, a deafening crackle behind them made them all turn. 

Mewtrix had extended both his arms. From each hand, a Psycho came, each one blacker than midnight. Slightly below him. Mewtwo reared back, shooting out his hands in turn and firing what seemed to be- Psychos?

Yes, Mewtwo knew the attack as well, and the twin Ghost-type moves snapped towards each other. Like two lightning flashes they met in the air, and there was a surge of darkness that traveled back along the bolts. Upon impact, both Psychics went flying; Mewtwo down into the ground, Mewtrix higher into the air. Returning Heracross and Feraligatr, Ash ran towards him. 

"Are you okay?" 

"I'll be fine," Mewtwo assured him, rising to his feet. Misty, Brock, and Kandra stood hesitantly a few feet behind Ash, still quite ambivalent about this strange Pokemon. Then, Mewtrix caught all of their attentions. 

"It doesn't matter how strong you are, Mewtwo, or how many human friends you have!  I will always be the greatest, because more than you I understand the true nature of things!!" 

Mewtwo arched his eyebrow. “‘True nature’? And what might that be?  Please.... enlighten me.” 

Mewtrix laughed. "Nature favors the strong, Mewtwo- not the compassionate. Even the humans know it- Law Of The Jungle, Natural Selection, however you want to name it! It all boils down to the same thing- power, or lack of power!!" 

"Chu, chu pipipi pika pikachu piiiii!" 

"Yes, he is a windbag, isn't he?" Mewtwo said, responding jovially to Pikachu's comment. Mewtrix glared dangerously at them. 

"Let me demonstrate!!" he cried, thrusting his arm out and snapping his fingers shut. Waves of energy, coming out in rings, began traveling thunderously toward the ground, getting larger and more visible all the time. 

Mewtwo knew the attack quite well.  It was Psywave, a devastating attack that used psychic power to generate spatial resonance waves; in the right hands, it could shake molecules apart. And the Genetic Pokemon now feared for his young friends. With his Barrier, he would be able to withstand the powerful waves.  But Ash and the others could never outrun Psywaves this big- the blast would liquefy their internal organs.

With the massive waves less than a hundred feet from the ground, Mewtwo balled his fists. Ash, Pikachu, Kandra, Brock, and Misty were bathed in blue light, and the five of them floated off the ground. Mewtwo did also, and forming them into a V-shaped formation, he shot off. Mewtrix increased the velocity of the rings, and the strange formation was pressed ever lower to the ground.  With their stomachs scraping the earth, they reached the cliff edge and dropped a little in altitude seconds before the first Psywave thundered into the plateau. There was a sound like metal scraps inside a blender, and Brock knew without looking that it was the airliner being shredded apart. Zooming out over the ocean, Mewtwo suddenly stopped, turning back for an instant. "This isn't over, Mewtrix!!" he cried before zooming off once more, with the others in tow.

Chapter VIII- The Hunter and The Hunted


After fleeing the Psywaves, Mewtwo, Ash, Misty, Brock, Kandra, and Pikachu all curved towards the island. For almost half an hour, the Genetic Pokemon was convinced they were being pursued, or at least tracked.  So instead of flying inland, he chose to hug the coastline, changing altitude every now and then to throw off his trail, his senses tuned for a hair-trigger response.  Ash passed the time curiously, wondering when they would finally be able to land.  At last, however, Mewtwo seemed satisfied that they were not being pursued, and turned inland; in no time they were over the city of Cinnabar once more.


They descended, flying through a gap between two great towers, into a large park in the middle of the downtown.  The park appeared to be deserted; even so, Mewtwo immediately ducked into the shadows of a large oak tree upon landing.  Once there, his eyes flashed.  The space around them shuddered, and instantly (though they could not tell from within it) they were encased in a camoflaged bubble, the light around them bending to render Mewtwo, Ash, Misty, Brock, and Kandra effectively invisible.


With this done, the Genetic Pokemon turned to Ash. "Well, we managed to escape that catastrophe, though we relied more on luck than I normally like to. Mewtrix had all of it planned too well, unfortunately." 

"But he wasn't expecting you, was he?" Ash asked. 

"No, but he adapted quickly to my appearance. He knew that the lives of all those passengers would be more immediately important to me than any one life, even your life. Actually, I'm amazed he didn't find you while I was distracted." 

He shrugged. "Maybe it was my Mark- that's seemed to give him fits lately." 

Mewtwo grinned fiercely. "Yes, you've put your gift to good use already! I saw the way you helped rescue the passengers- thank you for the assistance.  But the real test of the Mark of Legends will come soon enough.  I don't expect Mewtrix to take defeat very easily." 

"He sure is cocky, isn't he Mewtwo? Where did he get that from? I've never known superiority complexes to be a natural trait of Pokemon." 

Mewtwo grimaced.  “Some of it is natural,” he explained.  “I was the same way, if you remember.  But much of Mewtrix’s current personality can be accredited to the one who raised him.”

Ash was about to ask more on the subject, when he noticed his friends at the other edge of the Barrier. Brock, Misty, and Kandra were huddled together, each one looking at Mewtwo with an expression of fear, or at least of uncertainty. He realized he hadn't spoken to them since they had fled the plateau. "Hey guys!" he said, in an attempt to ease the tension. "Are you okay? We had a pretty close call back there." 

"Yes....." Brock answered hesitantly. 

"Ash..... who.... or... what.... is that?" Kandra said. 

“Oh, yeah!” he exclaimed, though he hadn’t forgotten at all; he’d just been trying to think of how to tell them.  He waited a few seconds, then took a deep breath.  “Guys,” he spoke slowly, “this is Mewtwo. Mewtwo, this is Kandra, my new friend from Johto. I think you already know Misty and Brock.” 

Misty couldn't believe it! "He does?!" 

"Yes Misty, I do," he answered, shocking her by using her name. "Though the bond between us is not as strong as Ash's, I presume you still have some feelings of familiarity towards me- as do you, Brock." Brock was similarly surprised. 

Now that the two of them thought, they did have a strange, inexplicable connection to this tall, silent psychic.  Just some twinges of remembrance, a flash of revelance, fleeting glimpses deep into their minds- but it was significant nonetheless. Ash looked at Mewtwo from the corner of his eye. "Mewtwo, I think it's too late in the game to keep the secret any more." 

"You're right, Ash.  If everyone is in this now, then everyone ought to know the truth." 

"The truth about what?" Brock asked. 

"The truth..... about this," Mewtwo said, his palms glowing. Just as he had done for Ash and Pikachu, he now placed a hand on Brock and Misty's foreheads. The tip of his tail glowed as well, and he rested this on Kandra's forehead; though she had no mental block to remove, she did need to be brought up to speed regarding the events on New Island. 

Ash and Pikachu now watched as, like the two of them had done in the dream, their three friends closed their eyes and gripped their heads in agony.  Ash felt their pain, the onslaught of knowledge, the feeling that one’s head would explode any second- 

The worst of it seemed to be over, after a few tense minutes. They were on their hands and knees, panting, as if they had just run a long distance. Misty was the first to raise her head, her brow streaked with sweat. "I...... remember- everything! You! And Mew-" 

"And New Island; and the clones!" Brock finished for her.


“And you- Ash....” she trailed off, giving his eyes a far-off look.  He knew what she was remembering: how running between Mew and Mewtwo’s Psybeams had turned him to stone, separated him from the living world.  Only the truth in an ancient legend had been able to revive him.

"I feel like such an outsider in all of this," Kandra said almost to herself.  Sighing, she slumped back into a sitting position; it still hurt to stand alone for any extended period of time.

Misty helped her to her feet, still eyeing the Genetic Pokemon warily.  "I'm still not sure if I can trust you, Mewtwo. You act sincere and all, but you’re also a lot like Mewtrix- and now, I do remember..." she tapped the side of her head for emphasis.  No one spoke; there was a gloomy sort of tension in the air.  After several minutes of supporting her, Misty let Kandra fall back to the ground.

Mewtwo looked at the ground slightly. "Yes, your previous experiences with me would not exactly lead you to trust me- and the three of you do not follow your hearts as much as Ash does. There must be something I can do.... wait- I know.”

With that, his eyes began to glow blue, but only slightly; his pupils were still visible. His hands flickered and shone with white light, like sunlight dancing off the water. He went to Kandra first, and ever so delicately, he placed his palms on her chest. 

Kandra was at first frightened- Mewtrix had traumatized her with his torture, and Mewtwo had a very similar appearance, different personality or not.  But his hands were cool and gentle, and there was a slight tingling sensation to his touch.  Then, to her surprise, she felt the pain in her legs and arms leaving her, being replaced by the same tingley feeling. Mewtwo was channeling his Recover power through her, healing her wounds, curing her injuries; soon, muscle tears that would have plagued her throughout her life were gone, repaired with no sign of damage whatsoever.

Next, he turned to Misty, placing his hand gently on her cheek. She winced at the pain of his touch on her bruise, but there soon came the same cool, tingling sensation that Kandra had felt, and she relaxed. When he moved away, both her cut and her bruise were gone, not a trace of them left on her cheek. 

Brock protested when the Genetic Pokemon approached him, saying that he had received only minor injuries and needed no special treatment. But Mewtwo persisted, and laid both his hands on Brock's chest. The large bruised area shrunk and disappeared. Also, his bruised ribs healed, and were brought back into their natural alignment. Having done all this, he backed away and spread his arms in a gesture of openness. "Now.... do you trust me?" 

Kandra sprang to her feet- the healing had given them all more energy. She walked up to Mewtwo and placed a hand on his shoulder; his skin was smooth, like the skin of a human, but with a lack of hair. “I trust you Mewtwo.  Thank you for healing me- but I would have trusted you regardless.” she smiled warmly, looking deep into his violet eyes.  “You’re not so scary, once you open up.”


Mewtwo was slightly surprised by this statement.  “I suppose not,” he admitted.

Misty smiled as well. "I.... always trusted you, from the moment I saw you stand up to Mewtrix.  I just didn't want to." 

Brock nodded. "Your kindness towards Ash convinced me more than any act on your part could've." 

Ash joined the trio of grins, making a quartet. "See? He wants to help us- and we'll need all the help we can get...... to stop Mewtrix," he trailed off, and suddenly his eyelids drooped. He had been worn out by the job of staying afloat in the ocean, and was cold as well; his teeth chattered slightly. Both Pokemon present noticed this: Pikachu jumped into Ash's arms to provide him some warmth, and Mewtwo placed a hand on his shoulder, infusing him with some waking energy. 

"I notice that Mewtrix talked about his 'master'," Brock asked next. "You seemed to know him- who is he?" 

Mewtwo stiffened visibly. "My former master, and my creator, and now apparently Mewtrix's master, is Giovanni, the leader of Team Rocket." 

"Team Rocket controls that thing?!" Misty cried. "That can't be good!" 

"No, it is not. Undoubtedly, Giovanni will use Mewtrix in the same ways he used me: to control rare Pokemon, and to seek revenge against his enemies.  With Mewtrix’s power at his disposal, Giovanni could bring the very world to its knees." 

Giovanni, Giovanni..... Ash rolled the name around in his head.  He had heard it somewhere before.


“I wonder what Mewtrix is doing now?” Kandra wondered aloud.


“Who can say?” Mewtwo responded, pacing anxiously around the Barrier’s shimmering walls.  “I’m not sure if he was acting with Giovanni’s leave or not- stopping an entire airliner just to get at you four certainly isn’t in ‘The Boss’s’ usual style.”


“Do you think he’ll come after us?” Ash asked.


“I can’t say.”


“What would you do?”  They all turned towards Brock after he made this statement.  “You’re both a lot alike- not completely,” he backpedaled under a poisonous glare from Mewtwo, “but Mewtrix is a kind of like you in many respects, and you’re kind of like him.  So what would you do... if you were up against people like us?”


Mewtwo paused and thought for a moment, tail curling low around his feet.  “I would move quickly,” he began, speaking slowly.  “Assuming that I knew my opponent was just like me, I would begin scanning the island for the faintest hints of psychic power.  That’s one of the reasons we’re in this camouflaging Barrier- it will hide us from Mewtrix, but only for so long.  If I located my foe, then I would go after him immediately; the less time he had to recover, the better.”  He started to pace again, his mind racing.  “But Mewtrix will have to focus all his attention on countering me- he’ll hardly be able to pay attention to any of you.  He’ll need reenforcements of some kind.”


“Like what?” Misty asked.


“Regular Team Rocket soldiers won’t do- you’ve beaten them in the past, and Mewtrix will know it.  Plus, he’ll assume they wouldn’t be a match for the Mark of Legends anyway,” he added, with a glance at Ash.  “No, he’ll try and get some of Team Rocket’s Pokemon all by themselves... possibly even some of Giovanni’s.  Or, he could-”


There was suddenly a faint, almost imperceptible noise from beyond the walls of the park.  It was a whispering, murmuring sound, as if a conversation just barely loud enough to hear were being broadcast through the city.  But there was something harsh and mechanical about the interplay of sounds, along with a rushing quality that seemed to be getting faster-


“Down!” Mewtwo yelled, and a psychic weight shoved them all to their knees.  Suddenly, what looked like a missile flew over the wall and their heads.  It kept going across the park, falling in altitude, until it hit the other wall and exploded in a shower of shrapnel and brick and dirt, some of it splashing against the Barrier.  Screams issued from the street; dropping his shield, Mewtwo ran out of the park, Ash and the others fast behind him.

There hadn’t been many people visible on the streets when they had first flown in, but now there were a fair amount of humans running every which way; the appearance of the six foot seven inch Genetic Pokemon did little to quell the hysteria.  There was the whirring and clicking of metal from around a corner, and the original source of the commotion- and the missile- appeared on the street in front of them.  It was a robot, one which looked very much like a praying mantis; its long abdomen was sleek and polished, its four legs bit shallowly into the concrete, its folded forelegs were hinged and bladed.  Its wide triangular head was set with two gleaming red slits, optical sensors which could detect life forms even in the worst weather conditions.  Well-sealed doors were faintly visible in many places along the robot’s body.  With a sudden fury of clicking and scraping, four more robot insects appeared to join the first.  Misty, always a lover of novelties, would have thought this all very clever- that is, if the robots didn’t tower fifteen feet above the ground, or weren’t colored a very menacing gunmetal gray.  As it was, their curiousity was fast turning into dread. 

Mewtwo narrowed his eyes. "Mantoids!" 

“What?” Misty replied. 

"Mantoids!  Robotic war machines!  They are built exclusively for Team Rocket, by the very same people who made my old power armor- and now Mewtrix’s armor.  I trained with them when I was part of Team Rocket.   They were always challenging opponents.  Don’t move!” he suddenly barked at Ash, who had been about to step backwards.  “They won’t see us for a few more seconds if we’re still.... they’re superb at tracking moving targets.  They’re also very fast.  They excel in urban settings.”


“What kind of firepower do they have?” Brock whispered.

“Giovanni originally wanted them to simulate Pokemon attacks, to enhance their cooperation with Team Rocket’s Pokemon.  When that couldn’t be sufficiently accomplished, the decision was made to outfit them more... conventionally.”


Brock was on the verge of asking for clarification when the lead Mantoid’s head stopped moving; indeed, it pointed directly at them.  A chill went up the four humans’ spines as a linear pulse swept the mecha’s eyes.  Its four compatriots likewise swiveled their heads to gaze upon the small group.  They had been spotted.


Impossibly fast the robots sprang into action.  Two of them sidestepped rapidly away from their leader, while another two went wide in a flanking pattern.  The leader spread its forearms apart, and from each side of the slender torso cannons emerged and leveled.  They spun-


Mewtwo yanked the others into the air.  No sooner had his feet left the earth than a loud chattering noise erupted from the spinning barrels and the air was full of light and metal.  As the Genetic Pokemon curled his tail out of the line of fire, the wall behind him flew apart in little pieces, and the tree behind the wall was ripped to shreds.  Immediately, the two vanguard Mantoids revealed similar weaponry, and they coordinated their fire with the leader in a burst of shells.

The Genetic Pokemon had faced these robots before, however, and more than knew what to expect.  Whipping his hand up, his Barrier surged with maximum defensive strength; it pinged and crackled against the rapid-fire assault, but it held firm.  He then blasted a Psychic from his fingertips; a powerful, slow moving Psychic, aimed just above the Mantoids heads. As it passed over them, the robotic insects followed it, still firing; the psychic power within it had temporarily distracted them from Mewtwo and the others.  "Mewtwo, what were those weapons?" Misty cried. 

“Gattling guns!  Standard armament for a Mantoid.”


“Standard?!”


“Didn’t I say they were among my most difficult opponents?”the Genetic Pokemon shot back.

Suddenly, there was more mechanical whirring- the psychic energy had dissipated, and the Mantoids were back.  With an odd feeling, Kandra shot a glance up at the top of one of the massive skyscrapers and saw, surprisingly, a glint from something reflecting the sunlight. "Look!" she cried. Look they did- and Mewtwo suddenly felt a very familiar presence..... 

"MEWTRIX!!" he yelled, startling them all. "Come down and face me!!" 

The Cyborg’s icy voice filled their heads. Why, hello Mewtwo! I'm back, and as you can see, I’ve brought a few friends! 

“You would send robots to do your dirty work for you?  Why don’t you come fight me yourself, you coward?!” 

There was a slight flash from the top of the building, and Mewtrix flew down from the roof, stopping over the Mantoids’ heads.  “You want me, Mewtwo?  Come and get me!!”

Setting Ash, Misty, Brock, and Kandra on the ground, Mewtwo launched himself at the Cyborg Pokemon.  “I’ll make you regret those words, you fiend!”


“Wait!  Mewtwo!” Ash yelled after him.  “What about the Mantoids?”

“They can’t be allowed to harm innocent people!  You’ll have to stop them!” was the only reply they got as he flew up and away, pursuing Mewtrix. 

For a moment, the Mantoids followed Mewtwo into the sky; when he was out of range they paused, humming like a collection of strange motors.  Then they all turned to the humans.  Four of them shot off in a blur to the left and right, while one- the leader- backstepped into the wall of a building, its long, sharp legs attaching themselves to the wall.  Before they could move, a hatch opened in its chest, revealing a wide barrel, from which a slow-moving projectile was fired with a FOOOMP!! 

“What?” Misty yelped, confused.

Brock violently jerked them backwards. "GRENADE!!" he yelled, shoving them into the ground not a moment too soon. The RPG smashed through the window of a small car, and the explosion rocked the whole street; the shockwave alone seemed to press them into the ground. 

“He expects us to stop them?!” Kandra yelled.

"How many weapons do these things have?!" Ash cried rhetorically as the four of them dove behind the burning wreckage of the car.  Instantly the lead Mantoid unfolded the blades on its right claw, revealing a prism-like protrusion.  This abruptly began to glow an ever-brightening red, and with a sizzling whine a brilliant beam of ruby light blazed forth; Misty shrieked in surprise as it cut through the metal of their cover inches from her head.


They scrambled for new cover as blasts of red laser light lanced through the air around them, slicing the hulk of the auto apart with no effort.  As a last ditch effort they dove back behind the walls of the park, but they had to sink to the ground as the endless energy pulses began surgically sweeping through the upper brick.  “There’s no way we can beat those Mantoids!” Misty snarled.  “Just one of them has enough guns to keep us pinned down!  And we’re supposed to stop all five?!”


“Letting our Pokemon out might even the odds,” Kandra suggested.


“Or add to the body count,” the older girl grimly riposted.


Brock had to agree the situation was desperate. They were facing down five robots built for total war, each one lightning fast and packing enough firepower to annihilate a Marine battalion.  They didn’t have anything close to a match- unless... “Ash?” he turned to the younger boy.  “I think you’re going to have to kick the Mark of Legends into overdrive.”

Ash was silent for a moment.  “Hmmm.... maybe not,” he said at last, his mind racing as more of the wall was blasted into powder. 

Is Ash actually thinking? Misty wondered, only half-jokingly.  Unbelievable!


Suddenly, his head snapped up.  “I’ve got an idea!”


“What?” Brock asked eagerly.


“No time to explain!  Brock, let out Pineco and Kabuto!  Misty, you let out Staryu and Psyduck!  Kandra, what Pokemon do you have with you?!”

"Well, I’ve Miltank and Pinsir- you've seen them. There's also Dugtrio, Magnemite-" 

"Let out the last two!  And I'll get out Noctowl!!" 

Misty looked oddly at him for an instant. "Ash, are you sure you want me to let out..... Psyduck?!" 

He flashed her a confident grin, though the confidence was somewhat forced.  “Trust me.”

Shrugging her shoulders, Misty complied. Soon, the seven Pokemon were free, each one standing or hopping or floating at attention in front of their trainers- all except for Psyduck.  The migrane-cursed yellow duck was waddling around in little circles behind the others, holding his head and quacking his usual "Psi ai ai ai ai!!" 

Ash cleared his throat and spoke quickly. "Okay, here's the plan.  Misty, your Pokemon are our decoys; Staryu and Psyduck can both use Psychic-type attacks, which will distract the Mantoids.  When their attention is drawn, I’ll send Noctowl in with Pikachu; Pikachu, I want you to use your Thunder Wave to try and paralyze them.”


“Does Thunder Wave work on robots?” Kandra asked.


“It’s not as powerful, but it does work,” Brock explained.  “The alternating static current of the Thunder Wave freezes movement at the atomic level.  Everything is affected, unless it’s insulated against electricity.”


“Which the Mantoids may be,” Misty pointed out.


“We don’t have time to worry about that!” Ash snapped at her.  Surprised by his directness, she looked at him for a second and a half, then cast her eyes to the ground, the point conceded.  He continued.  “And to trap them even more.... hmmm.... Kandra, have Dugtrio hollow out the ground at the other end of the street from Misty- away from us.  We can try and lead them toward it- Magnemite can act as a draw.  Once they’ve been immobilized, Brock, you and Kabuto and Pineco can come in for cleanup.  Got it?”

“Ash, even with all that strategy, our Pokemon aren’t nearly strong enough to go up against the Mantoids!” Kandra observed- and then she remembered.

He knew she knew, but Ash couldn't help grinning as he concentrated hard on the Mark on his back. “Leave that to me,” he assured her, as he felt the now-familiar sensation of energy trickled through his arm. As he turned around and stretched his arm toward the waiting Pokemon, he tried to focus on widening the light, increasing the area over which it shone.  After several tense moments of concentration, he felt a sensation of successs, and the light that shone forth managed to catch all of the Pokemon in its golden glow....

FLASH! Pineco grew and broadened, the receding light revealing a silver, ovoid clamshell, from which red tubes protruded in the crimson gap between the shells; this was also the location of two round eyes that stared straight ahead.  Pineco had evolved into Forretress, whose steel shell was well-nigh impenetrable.

FLASH! Kabuto's body flattened and widened, sweeping back into an elegant crescent.  Two eyes appeared on top of it, and suddenly it rose from the ground atop a lithe, hard-skinned torso equipped with two legs, two arms, and a stiff tail below two side-stretching fins. This was Kabutops, a darker brown than the normal coloring of its long-dead species.  The huge, wicked scythe blades which capped its arms glistened with a faint bronze tint.

FLASH! Kandra's Dugtrio did not evolve, as it was already the evolved form of Diglett.  But the conjoined trio of Mole Pokemon did seem to grow bigger, and their cylindrical bodies lightened to an almost yellow-brown color, their ruddy round snouts turning bright red. As the three-in-one Pokemon shifted in its burrow, the earth trembled very slightly, a hint of its awesome seismic capabilities. 

FLASH! Magnemite was a curious Pokemon; with a ball-bearing body, horseshoe magnets on the left and right, screws in front and on top of its spherical form, and a single central eye, it looked like the scion of some Industrial Age toymaker.  Now it glowed, and its eye shone brightest of all until, like an amoeba, it stretched and split, becoming three eyes.  The Magnet Pokemon’s body was likewise tugged three ways, and in the manner of the eye it split in a protistal manner.  As the white radiance of evolution receded, the creature floating in the air was not one Magnemite, but three, joined together much like Dugtrio.  Their round bodies converged in a central formation, held together by the very magnetic fields that now danced invisibly along their six magnets.  Magnemite had become Magneton, a darker gray than normal; the positive and negative heads of its magnets were yellow and purple.  It spun them, and electricity crackled over their poles.

FLASH!  Staryu was the Starshape Pokemon, a name well-deserved thanks to its five-pointed star body.  Now that body grew and expanded, and another full quintet of points sprouted behind the first; they almost immediately began to spin around.  The red, circular gem in Staryu’s center became faceted and crystalline.  Staryu was now Starmie, and it was a deep purple color; the trim around its center gem was gold, and the jewel itself glowed a fiery red. 

FLASH! Psyduck's squat, plump form grew lean and tall, its stubby limbs stretching into powerful arms and legs. As the glow receded, an elegant Pokemon stood tall atop webbed feet; a stout tail moved stiffly behind it.  Its powerful hands were webbed like its feet; both were clawed.  Its long head began with a dark brown beak and swept back over gleaming purple eyes and a purple gem on its forehead, culminating in a four-pronged crest.  Golduck stood silently at attention, muscles obvious beneath its sleek sapphire skin.

FLASH!  Ash's Noctowl was unique in his lineup: while all of its teammates were of ‘normal’ coloration, Noctowl was what was known as a Shiny Pokemon.  It was smaller than the average Owl Pokemon.  Its coloring was different as well: whereas most Noctowl had medium brown feathers with dark brown wings, Ash’s Noctowl had light tan on its body, and its wings were reddish orange.  Like all Shiny Pokemon, it gave off a shower of sparkles whenever it emerged from its Pokeball.  Now, it grew taller in response to the golden power of the Mark of Legends, though it was still relatively small.  Its wingspan likewise extended, and its talons became larger. Its red-orange wings became more scarlet in color, while its body had lightened further and was now off-white. 

The four trainers stared in awe at the changes the Mark had wrought. The Pokemon were even more shocked; they looked over themselves and their fellows unblinkingly, not knowing what to make of their new forms and colors. Suddenly, Pikachu leapt from Ash's shoulder, landing on the ground in front of them.  He pointed out past the wall, to the street that was now strangely silent.  "Pikachu!!" he yelled, his forepaw held in the air for emphasis.  “Pika chu pika pikachu pi pi pi chu pika!!”

Whatever the Mouse Pokemon had said, the effect was immediate: the Pokemon snapped out of their trance and began chattering loudly in their own tongue.  Swiping, jumping, spinning, and thumping, each creature gave off a battle cry: 

"Fooooorrrretress!!!" 

"Kabuutop-s! Top TOPs!!" 

"Dug-! Tri-! O-! DUGTRIO!!" 

"Mmmmagnetonn!" 

"Staayyaaaaa!" 

"Gol gol! Golduck!!" 

"Noooooctooowwll!!" 

"Misty," Ash said, "I don’t think we’ll be having any problems from Golduck." 
The blue Pokemon, normally dazed and unfocused nodded its head and saluted its trainer. Misty chuckled.


“Wow Forretress, you look great!” Brock exclaimed as he examined his super-powered Pokemon.

Kandra walked around her creatures, admiration evident on her face.  “You know, Ash, this just might work,” she gladly conceded.  “My Pokemon are ready to do their part, and so am I!”


“And me!” Misty chimed in.


“And me!” Brock echoed.


“Piiika!!” Pikachu squeaked, jumping up and down in excitement.  Ash was about to say something more, but then he saw that the three of them, and all of the Pokemon, were looking expectantly at him.


“What are you guys looking at?” he asked, confused.


Misty answered with her own note of surprise.  “Um.... we’re waiting, Ash.”


“For what?”


“.... For you.”


“Me?!”


“Well.... yeah.  I mean, it is your plan and all.  We just figured you’d be the one giving commands.”

Ash inhaled sharply.  Him?  Giving commands?  He was no general. Yet Kandra, Misty, and even Brock were all looking to him now, along with all of the Pokemon.  By swallowing fear and taking the initiative, Ash had unofficially assumed leadership.  But should he really be commanding them?  Could he command them?  Was he capable of making decisions that could get his friends killed or-


And that’s when he noticed, really noticed.  He stiffened.  “Wait.  Why is it so quiet?”


Brock, Kandra, and Misty all felt the same sensation as they became aware of the silence for the first time.  “It shouldn’t be quiet,” Brock noted.  “The Mantoids have stopped attacking....”


“Why?” Misty asked.  “It’s not like they were losing or anything.”


“Maybe they knew they couldn’t get us just by shooting at our cover,” Brock suggested.


“But would that really make them just leave?” Misty wondered.


As the four humans and their Pokemon nervously scanned their surroundings, Kandra thought she saw, out of the corner of her eye, a gentle gleam of light.  It was probably nothing, a reflection off of some skyscraper’s many windows; however, something inexplicable made her turn towards it.  She was unpleasantly surprised to see that it was not the sun reflected off a window; rather, it was the glint of metal- and suddenly there was a flashing dot of red.


“Look!” she exclaimed, immediately pointing toward the blinking light.  Ash, Misty, and Brock followed her finger and were horrified to see that it was one of the Mantoids, perched ten stories above the ground on the corner of a building, its dagger-tipped legs biting into the steel on either side.  Something appeared to protrude from its back.  Swinging his head along the same altitude, Brock saw another of the war machines at the same height as the first, in a similar pose.  Turning around, Ash picked out another one directly behind him, again at the same distance from the ground as its fellows.


Misty had just picked out the fourth one behind her when a sound like rolling thunder erupted from the sky above.  Brock saw a flash of orange and a puff of smoke go up from the back of a Mantoid, and he knew it was the same for the others.  “RUN!” he cried, shouting to make himself heard as the explosions echoed through the city.


Looking over his shoulder, Ash could see the missiles flying, white trails of smoke swirling down through the air, headed straight for them.  They tried twisting their path, but that was no use; the missiles remained fixed on them.  Splitting up was no help either; the projectiles simply aligned and broadened, coming down in a deadly wave that would catch them all inside the blast radius.  These were heat-seeking missiles, especially tuned to track the relatively low temperatures of living things.


All hope seemed lost when a wild thought crossed Misty’s mind.  “Starmie!  Use your Blizzard!!  Aim for the missiles!”

Twirling its aft limbs like a propeller, the big starfish shot upwards with surprising speed.  Suddenly, from its central jewel erupted thousands of jagged shards of ice which billowed into the air above, engulfing the missiles in their swirling chill.  Like any snowstorm, the powerful Ice-type attack quickly lowered the air temperature to arctic levels, causing the missiles to veer wildly as the cold upset their thermal guidance systems.  As they crashed and exploded across the city plaza, Ash nodded at the others, and their plan of attack was underway once more; the close call had purged him of any doubt regarding his effectiveness to lead.

Emerging from the ruined walls of the park, the four friends beheld a lone Mantoid waiting for them; the leader, who had waited in ambush in the event the missile attack failed.  Surprisingly, Ash wasn’t fazed by this; he merely crouched and rolled, dodging behind a delivery truck as a shower of bullets from the gattling guns perforated the street.  Momentarily free of attention, Misty, Brock, and Kandra took the opportunity to spread apart and begin their roles in the defense.  


With a noise like pneumatic pumps, the four other Mantoids leapt from their perches, hitting the ground gently on their four legs and quickly falling in beside their leader in a shuffling blur.  As they began their concentrated assault, Misty, Starmie, and Golduck managed to find themselves some distance from the rest of the fray.  Watching the five mechas unite their firepower on a single target, she took a deep breath and gulped.  Her role in Ash’s plan was basically that of a decoy; she would be drawing the Mantoids' fire, perhaps the most dangerous job of all.  Frightened though she was, she dwelled on this only for a moment; then, gritting her teeth, she turned to her two Pokemon. "Okay Starmie, Golduck: go time! Both of you, use Psychic attack!! Now!!" 

The two Water-types stood very still, not moving. Golduck's eyes began to shine white, and Starmie's jewel glowed a brilliant red; both soon had their bodies enveloped in a light blue aura. Misty's hair began to blow slightly, though there was no wind. 

The Mantoid nearest her, about to attack Brock, suddenly and dramatically froze. In the same slow, terrifying manner as before, it turned its eyes in the direction of the psychic power; the others followed suit, one by one. Suddenly, they all charged at her, firing both their pulse lasers and their gattling cannons.  Misty and her Pokemon frantically jumped away, escaping the full attack mere inches; she thought she felt a bullet graze her forehead. From the even line, the leader powered forward; in a flash it was almost on top of her- 

There was suddenly a rumbling noise beneath the war machine’s feet.  Half a yard from a fallen Misty, it stopped, revolving around the spot on its four robotic legs. Without warning, the concrete broke apart, and the Mantoid tumbled downwards, falling into a large, deep hole from whence a CRASH!! issued moments later.  Peering over the edge, Misty saw it lying belly up in the dirt some fifty feet below her, long legs twitching like a smashed spider.  Kandra's Dugtrio popped up next to the Mantoid, chanting its name over and over in a way that sounded strangely like laughter. 

Only momentarily daunted by their fallen leader, the other four Mantoids bypassed the hole and accelerated onwards towards Misty, whose Pokemon were still emitting psychic power. One of them had opened its chest, its grenade launcher ready, and like the one before it vaulted ahead of the others.  Before it took another step at that pace it came to an abrupt halt, and this time the other three took notice, skidding to a stop and circling curiously around. There was a low, hollow sound, and the robot rose into the air where it hung suspended.


Astonished, Misty looked past it to the rest of her friends- and her eyes settled on Kandra’s Magneton.  “Magneton, stop that one with a Thund-” she started to say, until she too saw the floating Mantoid.  Glancing up at her Magneton, Kandra was amazed to see the Magnet Pokemon’s three eyes half-lidded, almost indignantly.  Its six magnets were spinning evenly around; their yellow and violet poles glowed faintly.  The Mark of Legends had augmented the magnetic fields normally generated by Magnetons to float; thanks to the power of the golden light, it could now create much stronger fields of electromagnetic energy, and moreover, it could cast those fields over other objects, particularly metallic ones.

Kandra had little difficulty making this connection, and she soon saw a far better way to deal with the Mantoids than any Pokemon attack.  “Magneton!” she commanded, “use your magnetic fields- pulverize it!!”  The Electric-type Pokemon suddenly split apart, its six magnets shimmering as its three bodies twirled around each other in interloping orbits. With the same deep, warping noise as before the suspended Mantoid was flung straight up.  Four stories later it stopped only for an instant; then, with a shimmer of air, it was slung into the side of a nearby skyscraper.  Durable as it was, the mecha could not withstand the combined crushing power of magnetic acceleration and steel-sided deceleration.  There was a CRUNCH!!, and then a BOOM!!! as the robot exploded in a monstrous fireball that shook the ground; flaming shards of debree flew down, forcing Mantoid, human, and Pokemon alike to duck and dodge.

Misty cross-stepped to avoid a large piece of glass, which instead shattered a few feet away.  Losing her balance, she tumbled sideways and might have fallen over- but two hands caught her under the armpits and hoisted her to her feet.  Whirling around, she was surprised to see Ash.  “Are you all right?” he asked eagerly.


She nodded.  She smiled.  She was glad Ash had caught her.  Granted, she would have been grateful for anyone who would break one of her falls; but somehow, the fact that it had been Ash made it just a little bit better.  She always liked it when he was actually nice to her.... “Oh- I’m fine,” she finally said, somewhat belatedly.


He cracked a grin.  “That’s good.”  He glanced up at the smouldering hole in the side of the building.  “Two down...”


“Three to go.”  She looked him over.  “Are you all right?” she asked, staring at a smudge on his right cheek.


He rolled his eyes.  “I’m fine, Misty.  I don’t need a Band-Aid.”


“I’m serious,” she defended, hurt that he had taken her concern for derision.  “What about your cheek?”


“Mm?”  He rubbed it with the back of his hand, and winced gently as a tiny trickle of blood trailed down.  “Oh.... that,” he remarked through closed teeth.


“Here,” Misty said, pulling her backpack around and reaching inside.  She dug out a light pink handkerchief, trimmed with red.  She handed it to Ash.


He took it, and pressed it against his face.  “Thanks, Misty,” he said softly, gently dabbing it against the wound.  He looked her right in the eyes and smiled again, smaller and warmer this time.  “Thanks a whole lot.”


Thanked twice!  She blushed slightly, her blue eyes even bluer against her scarlet cheeks.  What was it about a favor, compliment, or approval from Ash that seemed to make it matter more than one from anyone else?  “You’re... you’re welcome...” she replied, almost in a whisper.  In the chaos of the battle, she suddenly felt very shy...


The intimate mood between Ash and Misty was suddenly broken as Golduck came sprinting between them.  Staryu, rolling on its side like a wheel, followed soon after, and then came Kandra, covered in gray dust.  “Excuse me,” she said irately, skidding to a stop, “I hate to interrupt this tender moment, but if the two of you are done staring at each other, do you think maybe you could come back and help?”


“Oh!” Misty gasped, the cobwebs clearing as she snapped her head to the left.  Brock was nowhere in sight.  The three remaining Mantoids were all shooting at Kandra’s Magneton, who was using his magnetic fields to bend the paths of the bullets around him.  One of the robots unfolded a forearm, however, and Misty cried out as the flickering red of a charging laser blast appeared.


“Pikachu!  Noctowl!  Go now!!” Ash yelled into the air.

From a ledge on one of the skyscrapers, the Owl Pokemon plummeted down, the Mouse Pokemon gripped firmly but gently in his talons.  Down they dove, wings folded, coming between Magneton and the Mantoids just as the pulse laser blasted through the air, fortunately missing all three Pokemon.  Noctowl opened his wings and flew into the trio of mechas, ducking through their legs and weaving around their slashing arms.  Pikachu's cheeks lit up, and waves of electricity came from his body like ripples in a pond, sparking and flashing between yellow and blue.  As they washed over the Mantoids, the robots shuddered and shook; the attack vanished in seconds, but the Mantoids’ movement had changed.  Their maneuvers were not as smoothly linked as before, possessing a jerkiness more in line with the classical image of robots.  The rings of Thunder Wave flickered between positive and negative charges.  This rapid fluctuation produced a temporary loss of syncronization at the atomic level, making it difficult or even impossible for movement to occur- essentially ‘paralyzing’ any moving thing.  Again and again, Noctowl weaved in and out of the mass of robots trying frantically to shoot at him; again and again, Pikachu emitted Thunder Wave, the rings of energy flickering as they passed over the Mantoids.  In all organic things, Thunder Wave could paralyze. In machines, the paralysis effect was less dramatic- but the mobility of the three Mantoids was still greatly reduced, and for them the effect could be compounded, for they grew less and less maneuverable with each Thunder Wave.  Even as Noctowl flew away another time, however, one of them fired a laser beam that singed his tail feathers; the war machines were still a danger regardless of their mobility.


As Noctowl and Pikachu flew back towards Ash, Kandra, and Misty, the Mantoids followed, albeit more slowly than before.  They had just extended their gattling guns when Brock appeared between them and their quarry. With a look back at Ash, he shouted aloud: "NOW, Forretress!!" 

Without warning, Forretress burst from the branches of a nearby tree, spinning through the air like a top gone mad. This attack, naturally, was called Rapid Spin, and the Bagworm Pokemon plowed into the Mantoids with his steel shell, scattering them like bowling pins. "Now, SPIKES!!" Brock commanded. Forretress spun around again, and many tiny spikes, like needles, issued forth from the tubes in his shell. They were embedded into the Mantoids, piercing their alloy hulls all the way through to their delicate inner circuitry. Sparking and smoking from the damage, the robots yet pressed on.   One of them, bravely taking the lead, managed to arthritically dodge under another of Forretress’s Rapid Spins.  Swinging around towards Ash and the girls, it unfolded its gattling cannons- 

SWIPE SWIPE! 

-Which promptly flew off, leaving only sparking supports. As the Mantoid looked down at its now bare sides, there was another SWIPE!  A line of red crossed the three trainers' visions, and one of the Mantoid's arms fell off, soon- SWIPE!- followed by the other. Then, there was a third SWIPE! followed by a loud CLANG!, and the Mantoid's head flew away, revealing Kabutops standing on its body as it fell. Leaping from the crashing body, the Rock-type landed on its feet noiselessly, scythe blades quivering and smoking, red hot.

Charging back to help Forretress, the Shellfish Pokemon moved like a dancer, bowing, jumping, twirling, flipping, all the while making the air sing with its blades. The other Pokemon united in support, assaulting the final two robots in an endless succession of beams, blasts, bumps, and bashes.  Finally, with a mighty electrical surge, the two Mantoids fell, like broken statues of a toppled king.  A shower of sparks went up from the one on top of the heap, and then it was all over.  They had won!

"Yes!!" Brock said, unable to contain his enthusiasm. 

"We did it!" Kandra yelled, hugging Misty tightly. 

"Score one for the organics!" Misty replied.  All of the Pokemon were equally happy, filling the air with their triumphant, joyous cries.

“We won! We won!” Ash exclaimed happily- however, he suddenly felt very tired.  “We.... we wonnn.....”

"Chu?" Pikachu remarked, wiping sweat from his brow. He looked up at his master; He appeared to be swaying as he stood.... 


Thud! 

"PIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIKKKKAAAAAAAAA!!!!!" 

The Mouse Pokemon’s shriek of alarm sent everyone running to Ash, who had fallen to the ground completely unconscious.



Mewtwo saw his face in the shiny metal milliseconds before it smashed into his head with a CLANG!  He saw brilliant colors in his eyes as he fell backwards and downwards through the air to the city below.  Above, Mewtrix followed through on the mighty swing of his violet tail, completing his use of the Steel-type attack Iron Tail. 

Mewtwo crashed through the glass skylight of a deserted brick building.  Coming to his senses moments from colliding with the ground, he landed with a graceful roll on the concrete floor and Recovered from his injuries, then rose to his feet and looked around. He was inside what had once been a bizarre tenement complex, with squalid rooms surrounding an open central shaft, stretching from the dirty plaza around him to the skylight he had entered through.  Broken doors and greasy windows opened out into the empty space, spanned by a few fraying clotheslines which even now held a few moldy garments above the cracked pavement floor.  The air was choked with dust from the city and ash from Cinnnabar’s main volcano; directly across from him was a rusted door to the outside above which an old ‘exit’ sign still flickered. Linking the confusing jumble of living spaces was a huge, multi-leveled ladder, an ancient fire escape stretched far beyond its original span and level to cover all floors, a bent and twisted mass of rusting iron. 

Suddenly, the Genetic Pokemon’s senses were alerted- Mewtrix was coming. Stepping back into a shadowy corner, Mewtwo swirled a Shadow Ball into each hand.  With a crash, Mewtrix flew in through the skylight, not bothering to use Mewtwo’s entrance; Mewtwo instantly flung both Shadow Balls like discuses at his opponent. 

The Ghost-type attacks took Mewtrix completely by surprise, landing hits on his shoulder and chest, knocking him against the wall.  Crashing into and then sliding down the exposed brick, he Recovered feet from the floor and landed on all four limbs. “Very good, Mewtwo!” he called into the shadows. “Very good.  Hiding in the shadows?  An understandable tactic- stealth may succeed where strength fails.  Of course, I could level this place in an instant, but that would hardly be sporting, nor would it be effective.  To beat you, I’ll have to come looking for you-” Mewtrix abruptly ceased his taunting and pondered for a moment.  His eyes shut, then opened again.  “Or perhaps not.  Why fight you at all, when I can enlist a substitute?”

Scanning his surrounding, the Cyborg saw what he was looking for, and his eyes lit up as he focused on the grand escape ladder. Suddenly there was the horrible sound of tearing metal, like something caught in a car compactor, and the ladder was ripped from its fixtures on the wall. As it came tumbling down with a deafening crash, a pulse of purple ran the length of the metal, and suddenly, the highest end of the ladder turned. 

Turned- twisting its topmost rungs like a head, the ladder untangled itself and rose up, turning around until it faced towards Mewtwo.  It stopped in his direction and exploded with action!  Like a giant iron snake the front third of its mass lunged forward, so quickly he flew up and away with inches to spare.  When he landed the snake was waiting for him, rearing back like a cobra before a mouse.  Its massive ‘head’ fell down on top of him, missing him as barely as before.  Again and again it struck with blinding speed that belied its mass, which asserted itself in the holes the snake punched through solid brick.  Coursing psychic power through his hands, he managed to deflect some of the strikes with counter-punches, while saving his Barrier for the strikes that came too close. Using its tail, however, the snake knocked him into the wall the latest time and pinned him there with the same end; it almost rammed its one ton mass into him before he blasted it back with a Psybeam. 

Had he been in better condition, Mewtwo could have defeated Mewtrix's puppet with little difficulty- but now he was tired, very tired. It had taken him a full week to fly from his island to Cinnabar, nonstop, and not wanting to lose his course over the open ocean he had not slept at all in those seven days. He had eaten, of course, and filtered the salt out of sea water for drink, but that too had been somewhat inadequate for his needs. Super Pokemon that he was, Mewtwo could go without sleep for long periods of time; but not while fighting, certainly not at this fast of a pace, and definitely not after two successive fights with Mewtrix.  His access to his powers was stunted, too: it was harder to focus Psychic attacks, and even his Barrier was weaker.  He was, quite simply, exhausted, and this was a battle he knew he couldn't win in his current condition.  He needed to get away, to somehow incapacitate Mewtrix long enough to escape- but how? 

As the ladder serpent slithered forward once more, he looked past it at the crumbling brick wall and had a thought. He then looked up at Mewtrix, who was floating stock still in the air, save the subtle movements of his glowing hands and arms as he controlled the snake, and the thought became an idea.  As Mewtwo resumed dodged and avoided the ladder's blows, he focused his power on the bricks in the wall directly behind Mewtrix; their assembly had already been disturbed by the iron snake’s foundation-shaking blows. Crumbling the mortar between them, he managed to concentrate enough while dodging and blocking to slide a single brick out of its place. This he turned lengthwise, and with a mighty gush of psychic strength hurled it at Mewtrix with the force of a javelin. 

The brick hit Mewtrix squarely in the back of the neck, where the brain meets the spine. For a human, a blow so powerful in such a sensitive area would almost certainly have been fatal. But Pokemon are made of stronger stuff than men, Mewtrix not the least of all. Nevertheless, the impact caught him completely by surprise. He had almost no time to react before the numbness washed through his brain, and he became totally unconscious. 

The ladder snake, devoid of control, halted its movements and tumbled onto itself in a tangled heap of metal. Looking up, Mewtwo saw Mewtrix plummet to the ground; it would be some time before he awakened. He flew out of the skylight and slowly rose higher, using his powers to search for Ash, Kandra, Misty, and Brock. He found that they were headed for a hotel, presumably their own, and turning around, went that way also.......


The four trainers and Pikachu rambled into the lobby of the hotel. Their dirty, sweat-streaked clothes and faces did not fail to attract the attention of the reception desk; however, they were paying guests, and it was Hyatt company policy not to offend them. Taking the elevator to their floor, Ash, Misty, Kandra, Pikachu, and Brock practically fell into their first room: they had had a hard, stressful day. They had managed to rouse Ash within fifteen minutes of him fallen unconscious, but he still felt extremely weary; he remained where he had fallen on the champagne-colored carpeting, his open eyes dead and unblinking.  Kandra slumped into an armchair, while Misty and Brock collapsed onto the bed, the latter letting his legs dangle over the side while the former crossed her arms over her eyes and stretched in exhaustion.  Pikachu leapt onto the desk in the corner, turned around three times, and curled up, falling asleep almost immediately. 

There was a tap on the window. Looking up, Brock saw Mewtwo standing on their balcony. He appeared very worn out: he seemed to be trembling all over, and there were dark circles under his violet eyes. Getting up with a groan, Brock let the Pokemon in, abdicating his spot on the bed for a spot on the floor against Kandra’s chair. Stepping inside, Mewtwo sat down on the far end of the bed from Misty, his eyes half lidded and fluttering; his breathing seemed labored. Sorely rising up, she turned to him. "You're back?  What happened with Mewtrix?" 

“He... he almost beat me,” the Psychic-type answered tiredly.  “He used his powers to sic a giant iron ladder at me.”


“A ladder?” Misty repeated incredulously.


“With his power over it, it could bend and slither and strike like a snake, very fast.  After my battle against him I was not in a condition to fight such a foe...” he sighed, his large pupils expanding and contracting slightly as he looked down.  “If I had not been able to knock him unconscious, it is likely that he would have emerged victorious.”

"What does that mean?" Kandra asked worriedly. "Is he more powerful than you?" 

"No," Mewtwo said sharply, without hesitating. He sighed again, a tired sigh.  "I was merely..... unfit for battle." 

Brock noticed the worn look in his eyes, and the truth dawned on him for the first time. "Mewtwo, are you tired?" 

"I.... have not slept in some time. The flight over the ocean took me seven days, and I did not want to lose my course by stopping to rest beneath the waves." 

Kandra gasped.  "Seven days without sleep?! It's amazing you're not delirious!" 

"I can go long periods without needing to rest- I was.... engineered to handle such stress. It’s never good to go without sleep, however... and I was not prepared to fight at such a pace." His head swayed slightly. "So if you don't mind, I could very much use some rest." 

Taking the hint, Misty rolled over, giving the Genetic Pokemon the lion’s share of the bed space. Mewtwo lay down, rolling over on his side. Within minutes, he was asleep, eyes closed, tail twitching on the bed, still faintly aware of his surroundings on the subconscious level.  The four humans were silent for a few minutes, and his quiet breathing was the only sound in the room. Ash got up and walked over, looking at Mewtwo. He smiled slightly, contemplating the many sacrifices his new friend had made for them. Suddenly, he gripped his forehead as a small spasm of pain passed through it. It disappeared quickly- not quickly enough to not attract the others' attention, however. "Are you okay, Ash?" Misty asked. 

"Yeah.... I've been feeling kinda rotten ever since I woke up." 

"You mean your little coma?" Kandra inquired. "What happened back there, anyway?" 

Ash’s head bobbed slightly.  “It’s kinda vague...” he mumbled.  “I felt this... this surge of weariness overwhelm me after we destroyed the last of those Mantoids. It was like I had been on a massive adrenaline rush since the first battle on the beach, and it just ended all of a sudden." 

"But I thought Mewtwo gave you some of his restoration energy?" Misty interjected. 

"He did. That's what's so weird about it." 

They sat in silence for a moment, until Kandra voiced her thoughts aloud. "I wonder... how many Pokemon did we use to battle those Mantoids?" 

"Well, there was two from each of us, so it would be eight, I think," Brock answered her. 

"And Ash used the Mark of Legends on almost all of them, if my memory serves me correctly." 

"He did."


“No- not all of them.  Not Pikachu,” Ash corrected.  “I didn’t want him to evolve... I know he doesn’t like it.”


“That still leaves seven, though,” Brock commented.

"Hmmmm......" 

Ash turned to her. "You're thinking more than you're saying, Kandra; what's on your mind?" 

She hesitated slightly before responding. "Well, you've had your Mark your whole life, but you've only started using it in the last two days or so. In a sense, it's like you inherited a sword when you were born, but you're just now starting to fight with it- only you don’t know how to fight with it."


“Huh?” Ash said, the metaphor eluding him.


Kandra rolled her eyes.  “You don’t know what you’re doing with the Mark of Legends, Ash.” 

"What do you mean, don't know what I'm doing?! We've gotten the upper hand in every battle I've used my Mark in! We've even won a battle against Mewtrix, which is a minor miracle considering Mewtwo wasn't with us at the time!!" 

"Be serious, Ash: you have no clue what happens when you focus your mind and call forth the Mark’s power.  You say you didn’t want to evolve Pikachu?  He was standing right next to Pineco; he was in the golden light just as much.  But he didn’t become a Raichu even when Pineco evolved into Forretress." 

That was a point he did have to concede; he stammered a bit. "Well.... uh... maybe the Mark of Legends read my mind or something!  Maybe it sensed that I didn’t want to evolve Pikachu!  Or maybe it realized that Pikachu didn’t want to evolve and respected his wishes!" 

“Maybe? Maybe? ‘Maybe’ isn't very reassuring.”

"Stop making small talk, Kandra! Get to your point!" 

Kandra was becoming increasingly annoyed with Ash’s desire to trivialize what she felt was a matter of great concern. "While the behavior of the Mark is hardly ‘small talk’, I did have another point I was getting to. Ash, like I said you haven't used that thing once in your whole life before now, and now it seems like you're firing it off every couple of hours!" 

"So?" 

"Soooo, maybe your body's not ready to take that kind of stress?! Until your body gets used to the usage of the Mark, Ash, I think powering up large amounts of Pokemon simultaneously could be.... dangerous!" 

"Dangerous?!" 

"Sure!  Think about it....you power up one Pokemon, you’re great. You power up three Pokemon, you’re still all right, just a little tired. You power up seven, and BAM! You're out like a light!! What’s going to happen if you used your Mark on TEN Pokemon?!  Or more?!" 

This last remark sank like a brick in Ash’s stomach.  It seemed to weigh very heavily on the others as well, and once more it was silent save for Mewtwo’s gentle breathing. Getting up off the bed, Misty walked around to the desk and looked into the mirror behind it. Sitting down, she sighed ruefully. “My hair is a mess.”

"Your HAIR?!” Ash yelled incredulously.  “Is that all you can think about?”

Misty shrugged and blushed.  "I can't help it.  Well, actually I can, but it keeps me from thinking about.... other things." 

"Good point," Ash admitted.  Sitting down on the bed across from Mewtwo, he took a rag and some polish out of his backpack, and began to clean his Pokeballs thoroughly.

Kandra walked over and sat beside Misty.  “You worry too much about your appearance, Misty.”


“Really?” Misty shot her a glance.  “Maybe you just don’t worry enough.”


“No more than is necessary,” Kandra shook her head.  “I mean, I like looking nice and all that- don’t get me wrong.  But I’ve always felt that as long as you feel good about yourself on the inside, you don’t need to worry so much about what’s on the outside- that will be taken care of by itself.”


“Nice words for someone with such great hair,” the older girl retorted.  Her eyebrows perked up.  “That reminds me!”


“What?” Kandra inquired, as Misty dashed to where her backpack lay on the floor.


She opened it up and began rummaging through it.  “You were feeling so miserable after.... after our first meeting with Mewtrix,” Misty stammered before continuing, “so the morning we were scheduled to leave I thought I’d try and cheer you up.  While we were waiting for the bus, I happened to glance around at the shop windows... and I saw this.”


With that, Misty produced a white box of moderate size from within her backpack.  Kandra walked over, and Misty handed it to her.  The younger girl was amazed.  “For.... me?!” she gasped.


“Mm-hmm,” Misty said with a nod.  She was almost as excited as Kandra.  “Go on!  Open it!”


Kandra complied, setting the box on the floor and herself there shortly afterwards.  Lifting the lid, she rummaged slightly through the tissue paper- “Oooooooo!!!  Omigosh!!”  With a giddy yelp she lifted the gift from its packaging.  It was a white jacket, made of a light but durable material and a gentle inner lining.  It had a full collar and full sleeves, but was cut off at the back to a very pronounced degree.  Midway along the upper arms, a ring of red trimmed each arm.


Misty smiled.  “You mentioned you liked the white jacket look.... and I didn’t want you to have to walk around in some ratty old scientist’s coat.  Look, the red rings even match your shirt!”


“Ohhh, thank you Misty!!” Kandra squealed, taking her friend in a tight embrace.


“That was nice of you, Misty,” Brock commented.


The older girl smiled sheepishly.  “It’s no big deal.  I just figured... you needed your spirits raised.  Go on, try it on!”


Shivering with giddy anticipation, Kandra stood up, clutching the jacket in her arms.  She slipped it over her shoulders, threaded her arms through the sleeves, and immediately skipped across to the full-length mirror on the bathroom door.  It was short, barely reaching halfway down her back; yet it was more than sufficient to enliven her already brilliant ensemble.  Misty had been right: Kandra looked her best in bold hues, and the white mixed nicely with the red, yellow, and black of her shirt and shorts.


“Thanks so much, Misty!” Kandra squealed again, turning around and examining herself from every angle.  “I promise to pay you back-”


“Don’t even think about it,” Misty admonished her.  “It’s a gift.”


Kandra sighed contentedly.  “If you say so.  I wish there was something I could give you, though....”


The younger girl trailed off and continued to admire herself, but now there was a pensive look on her face.  She stopped turning and thought for a moment, her eyes gazing at nothing.  Then, with a sharp intake of breath, she lifted her head.  “I know,” she declared, turning to where Misty was now lying on her stomach beside the desk.  “Hey, Misty, I know what would help your hair!”


Misty raised her head, perplexed.  “You do?”


“Sure!” Kandra confirmed, crossing the room to where the four trainers’ backpacks were piled in a corner.  Reaching her own, she opened it and rummaged through it briefly until she found what she sought.  She turned back to Misty, who was now sitting up.  “This.”


The item she was referring to was a hairbrush, about a foot long.  Silver with black bristles, it was fairly mundane save for a switch set into the handle, and above that a small LED.  Kandra flicked the switch and the diode glowed green.  Misty was nonplussed.  “It’s... a hairbrush.”


“An ionized hairbrush,” Kandra qualified.  “I got it after I started to grow my hair out.  The bristles send out a tiny current that ionizes the air between them, and the same current then causes the ions to flow around the bristles.  And it alternates the charges, positive and negative, so there isn’t a buildup of either.”


“But.... why?” Misty asked, still confused.


Kandra chuckled.  “Almost every hair problem I’ve encountered had to do with it either going every which way and staying there, or it sticking together.  Usually, a lot of that is due to static cling.  The ionized air gets rid of the static and makes hairs separate a lot easier.  Even when there’s no static involved, the repulsive nature of the opposing charges goes a long way towards straightening out tangles.”

“Really?”


“Yes.  I think it will be good for your hair- now let it down so I can brush it.”


Misty balked.  “Are you kidding?!  I haven’t washed it today, I haven’t conditioned it in who knows how long, it’s sticky and sweaty and-”


“Don’t sell yourself short, Misty!” Kandra playfully admonished her.  “You don’t need all that stuff, no matter how fragile your hair structure is.  It looks fine all by itself.”


Misty tugged apprehensively at the rubber band that held her ponytail in place.  “Do you... think so?”

The younger girl nodded.  “I do.  Let’s put it this way: your hair can’t be any harder to tame than mine.  Yours may be finer, but there’s a lot less of it.  But I’m certainly not afraid to work with it.”  As good as her word, Kandra removed her cap and slowly undid her floating pigtails, which wilted as she handled them.

"Well, okay...."  Misty capitulated, pulling off the rubber band and shaking her head to get her hair down faster. 

Ash rolled his eyes.  Girls!  Always obsessed with their looks!  Always worrying about hair and makeup and clothes and shoes and-


He happened to look up at them then, and he almost did a double take.

Ash had only seen Misty twice with her hair down- once at a Pokemon festival near Maiden's Peak, and again when she had performed in a show at the Cerulean City Gym.  During the first instance, her hair had been quite short, barely reaching past her chin; the second time it had been very long, falling fully to her elbows.  Now, as she sat at the desk, he realized it must have been cut sometime after the Gym performance and allowed to regrow, for while it fell past her shoulders once more, it did not approach her elbows.  Misty’s earlier complaints had not been unwarranted: her hair did have a delicate structure, and with lack of proper maintenance often proved difficult to style.  Misty lacked the buoyant, tossable locks of her three older sisters, the ends of her hair coming together to make it look ‘spiky’ as it had in her ponytail.  Yet it moved every time she did, its untamed vigor captivating all on its own.  It was like a horse’s mane, wild and free, as red as virgin flame.  Misty seemed gentler with her hair down, the tension in her face and form suddenly soft and lovely.

As Ash marveled at the change his friend had undergone, Kandra stepped behind Misty and began to brush her hair.


For a moment, Ash forgot Misty was even present in the room.  Kandra’s hair was very long, falling a good inch and a half past her elbows.  There was a gentle wave that washed through her tresses, cresting at the ends in gentle curls.  Full-bodied and luxurious, it draped across her back so gracefully even Daisy Waterflower would have been jealous, with a few long tresses cascading down her chest in the front.  Her deep blue hair seemed to have grown deeper, gleaming now with a sapphire hue.  Making it look all the more gem-like was a gloss absent from her pigtails, reflecting the light; Kandra’s hair was practically iridescent.  She was lovely... lovely like Misty.


Surprisingly, Ash found himself thinking how beautiful both girls were, and with equal surprise he wondered why he had never noticed it before- especially in Misty, who had been journeying with him all these long years.  How had he failed to see the sparkle in her azure eyes, the gentle blush of her smooth skin, the shimmering flow of her fiery hair?  Had she grown into it while he wasn’t looking?  Or had he merely been too self-absorbed to see it from the beginning?


These were new thoughts, and he reflected deeply on them.  All the while, his eyes barely left Misty or Kandra....



"You made the papers." 

 Giovanni greeted Mewtrix with this declaration as the Cyborg flew into his office, back through the balcony doors. It had been two days since he had left, and since the middle of the first day the local media had been abuzz with the ‘Terror At The Fairgrounds’. Fortunately, if anyone at the exhibition had had a camera they had been too scared to take pictures, so there was still no photographic evidence of Mewtrix. Some of the traffic cameras in the downtown area, however, had captured footage of the Psycho blasts. From that distance, they really did look like black lightning bolts, heavenly wrath thrown down from on high, prompting some of the talking heads to dub their unknown generator ‘the angel of death’.



Giovanni smiled. He kind of liked that- his own personal angel of death....



But there were other matters to attend to. "Mewtrix, the conditions of your free time existed for safety reasons: they protect me, they protect Team Rocket, and most importantly, they protect you. Why would you breach your security like that?" 

He did not seem to hesitate at all in his answer. "With all due respect Giovanni, the conditions of my leave were to do nothing to endanger you or your organization. That I have done- even if they did have knowledge about me, it would not be enough to link me to you or to Team Rocket. I only put myself in danger, which was not a part of our agreement." 

The Rocket boss began to say something, then stopped; Mewtrix was right. There had never been any mention of the Cyborg Pokemon himself being so guarded of his own existence. The Pokemon had learned well the rules of the game. "You are correct, Mewtrix; I didn't say anything about you. It was a verbal loophole- one which you quite deftly pounced on." 

"Yes, sir." 

"Very well, then. You did not break my rules, at least my spoken ones. You may retire to your chambers." 

But he remained standing there, and Giovanni kept his interest up; the cyborg apparently had more to say. "Giovanni, I also have some news I have gathered in my time out and about, which may or may not be of interest to you." 

Now his attention was truly aroused. Intelligence was quite valuable in his line of work, and he needed all the information he could get. 

Mewtrix cleared his throat before continuing. "To begin, I encountered a rather unusual group of trainers- perhaps you know them. There seemed to be something special about them. In particular, one of them had a.... power, on him, which I had never encountered before." 

"And what was this trainer like?" 

"He was about 5 feet and 4 inches tall, looking to be about 12 or 13 years of age, with dark black hair. He was wearing a cap, a most significant one; it was red and white, with-" 

"-the symbol of the Pokemon League on the front?!" 

"Well, yes. How did you know?" 

"Never mind! He had a Pikachu, one that was out of its Pokeball?!" 

"Yes-" 

"And two companions! A red-haired girl a few years older than him, and a dark-skinned young man in his late teens?!" 

"Yes, again." How did his master know so much about these humans- people whom, Mewtrix assumed, he had never seen before in his life? "Also, there was a girl about the same age as the boy, with long blue hair." 

Giovanni didn't answer; his mind was racing. Extra girl or no, the other similarities were unmistakable. This was him, the boy.... Delia's son.  And weren't these the trainers Jessie, James, and Meowth were always stalking, trying to capture the Pikachu with perfect DVs? 

Confused, Mewtrix probed his master's mind gently, searching for clues. He didn't look too hard- Giovanni would have noticed that- but he could tell there was at least a superficial link between his master and the boy. 

After what seemed like a long while, he raised his hand and bade Mewtrix to continue. Giovanni could not have been sleeping, yet there was a tired look in his eyes that hadn’t there before. Still a bit concerned for his master, Mewtrix went on. "Also, I encountered three of what seemed to be members of Team Rocket: a boy, a girl, and a Meowth- which could talk, a fact I found slightly odd." 

Giovanni rolled his eyes slightly. "Yes, I know of them." 

"Unsure of what you would say, I did not kill them. I teleported them back to your Cinnabar base." 

Well, if he hadn't heard about that already, he would soon. Jessie and James could never do anything right- they were the most worthless idiots on the Team, and Meowth was not much better. 

Mewtrix was building up to something, he could tell; the Psychic Pokemon cleared his throat slightly, for emphasis. "This last piece of news merits more attention than anything else I have told you, save the power of the boy. The day after the other two incidents, I encountered...... Mewtwo." 

Giovanni jumped out of his chair, practically leaping onto his desk; papers flew everywhere. The tired look was gone now, and the fire in his eyes blazed brighter than ever. "MEWTWO?!"

"Yes! He arrived on the island when I was trying to get at the boy again," he said. "From what you had told me about him, I was surprised by his sentimentality." 

"Sentimentality?!" 

"Yes. I couldn't believe it myself- he actually seems to care about the pathetic humans of the world!! In particular, he showed special interest in the boy I have described." 

That threw Giovanni off: what on earth would Mewtwo want with Ash? There was no relation between them, save their encounter on New Island.  He knew all about that, albeit not nearly as much as Ash and his friends now did; he had searched everywhere for information, and had found the fingerprints even Mewtwo could not wipe away. "So, you...... talked?" 

"Yes. He gave me a lecture about compassion- pathetic! Of course, we could not resolve our differences." 

"You battled then? Did you win?" 

"I drove him off. However, it is more accurate to say," he said angrily, "that we fought to a draw.  A subsequent battle hours later went a bit better: I can tell I had him on the run, until he resorted to devious methods to incapacitate me.  Sentimental or not, he is very powerful- of course, not more powerful than me." 

If only you knew, Giovanni thought to himself. Nodding slightly, Mewtrix left, leaving the Rocket Don alone. 

Turning down the lights, Giovanni leaned against the doorframe of the balcony, and looked up at the sky. The moon, full three nights ago, was waning now, its circular shape just slightly disrupted by the earth's massive shadow.  As it rose over the horizon, it proved to still have enough light to turn the strip of beach outside his window a pale, lunar silver.  He watched the waves lap against the shoreline, thinking. 

So, Mewtwo has returned. Undoubtedly drawn because of Mewtrix; he aims to negate what he perceives as a threat to the Pokemon world. And now that he knows I am linked to Mewtrix, he will trouble me as well, because he hates me for more than one reason. 

Giovanni narrowed his eyes as he thought. We shall see who causes trouble for who, old friend.....


They rested, refreshed, talked, and rested some more, and all the time, Mewtwo slept. Afternoon became evening, evening became night; and on still, night became morning, until it was almost afternoon. It was a magnificent day by any standards: there was not a cloud to be seen in the magnificent blue sky, and the sun shone brightly overhead like a fireball. 

A dark shadow suddenly passed in front of the sun, though unnoticeable to most on the ground. A few might have noticed the sunlight dancing off the metal of the armor- for it was, once again, Mewtrix, recovered from his previous setbacks and on the hunt once more. Floating high above downtown Cinnabar, he stopped for a moment to contemplate his course of action. He was still furious, of course, that Mewtwo had slipped twice now through his fingers; but, if all went well, this time would make up for all previous setbacks. 

This time, the Cyborg Pokemon's orders had been given to him explicitly by Giovanni. They were simple ones: draw Mewtwo and his human friends into the open- by any means necessary. This last part was especially intriguing, since it meant he was given free reign in his methods. To that end, he decided to use mass commotion to attract Mewtwo's attention, and he was very good at mass commotion...... 

His eyes and body lighting up purple, he focused on one of the wide streets that wove through the downtown area. He snapped his fingers shut, and a long stretch of the road was engulfed in a blast of purple light, a sound like the charging of some energy weapon echoing throughout the city. As the flash dissipated, there could be seen a smoking crater, some 150 feet in diameter. Most everyone in the blast radius had been vaporized instantly, but there were a few poor, near-dead souls in the hole, as well as.......... pieces........ of fully dead ones. 

The loud sound- not to mention Mewtrix's psychic disturbance, and the mental burst of so many lives being lost at once- caused Mewtwo to sit up with a start. He had been asleep for ten hours now, and was fully rested and revitalized. Ash and the others were also startled by the noise, and they ran to the balcony, throwing open the doors. From their vantage point, they could see huge columns of smoke billowing out from a mere block away, but the real destruction was hidden by the buildings. Suddenly, Mewtrix shot over the skyscrapers, coming to rest at about eye level with them 200 feet above the pavement. As people looked up and saw him, a panic ensued. 

Ash, Brock, and Misty were all about to say something; none got the chance, for 
Mewtwo stormed onto the balcony just then, throwing the sliding doors away so fast their 
glass cracked. The humans too were pushed aside by psychic force. "MEWTRIX!!!!!!!", Mewtwo screamed, his voice seething with rage. 

He turned to face them. "Ah, Mewtwo! So nice of you to show up- and with your 
little friends too!! How charming!" 

"Silence!!!  You are responsible for the death and destruction, are you not?!", 
Mewtwo said, indicating the gray mass of soot and ash. 

"And what if I am?! It is part of my commands, the orders my master gave me. He told me to draw the five of you out- he did not say how! And draw you out I have done......" 

With that, he now turned to the street below them, and made a beckoning motion with his hand. There was a crunching, whining sound, and a pipe burst up from below the concrete, bending upwards a little at the force. The people still crouched around the vicinity cringed at the noise, but oddly, nothing seemed to happen at first. The pipe just rested there, prompting some to peek out and examine it. The air around the ripped opening was oddly "ripply", and there was a faint hissing noise. Now opening his right hand wide, Mewtrix began to make yellow electricity crackle and surge down it. 

Suddenly, the horrible realization dawned on Kandra. "Wait a minute!!", she cried suddenly. "That broken pipe- it's a GAS MAIN!! He's going to-" 

Thrusting his arm out, Mewtrix blasted a Thunderbolt through the air, straight at the pipe- 

TseeeeAAABOOOOOOOOOOOMMMMM!!!!!!!!!!!! 

The entire street was engulfed in a monstrous fireball as the electricity ignited the fuel. The heat was felt even on the balcony, and the humans shielded their eyes, so intense was the light. The explosion buckled concrete and shattered glass, but all other sounds were lost in the horrible din of the rushing fire. The explosion carried through the entire pipe, and the whole length of the street erupted. 

As the initial force of the explosion began to die, Ash and the others looked out past Mewtwo. The whole road, sidewalk, and the buildings lining it were burning, and a long deep trench in the street marked where the gas main had exploded. If they had expected the cries and screams of the dying, it was not present; however, the complete silence of human presence in the burnt waste was almost as terrible. Kandra began crying silently, in spite of herself, and Misty did as well. Even Ash and Brock found it hard to restrain their tears, so horrible was the display of cruelty they had just witnessed. 

Mewtwo stood there, eyes wide open, not blinking; he breathed heavily and laborously, almost in a state of shock. And as he stood there, silently, he made a decision. 

In all of his previous battles with Mewtrix, he had attempted to keep his power in check, avoid full use of his psychic abilities. This was partly because he believed challenging Mewtrix would not be so difficult, and to that end he had underestimated his opponent somewhat. 

However, the main reason was simply that he was afraid of what he could do. The incident on New Island with Ash and Mew still haunted him- the knowledge that, if Ash had not enlightened him, he would have wiped out all life on earth. So, he had resolved to never harm another innocent creature again, if he could help it. But now, that would have to change. 

For Mewtrix would never be limited, never be reserved in his actions or the use of his power. Each time Mewtwo did not exert his full effort in stopping him, Mewtrix would just escape, escape to kill more and more. No, to stop him, there could be no reservations, no holding back.  Mewtrix was priority number one- above even innocent lives. 

He still labored heavily, as he said quietly to himself, "......Sometimes, for the greater good....... sacrifices........ must be made." 

Sneering, Mewtrix flew to the building across from their hotel to rest on its roof for a bit. He had been standing a few seconds when there was suddenly a mighty rumble. Sensing danger, he leapt off the building just as it was vaporized by a column of blue light stretching up to the heavens. 

Whipping his head around, Ash turned to Mewtwo just as Mewtrix did the same. His entire body was tensed, each muscle like a coiled spring. His eyes burned a fiery blue, and his body glowed similarly; the air around him felt charged with electricity. The four trainers eyed Mewtwo nervously- in this state, he looked quite terrifying. Mewtrix grinned inside his helmet- it appeared Mewtwo was finally ready to play hardball. 

This analogy became particularly apt seconds later, when, leaping into the air, Mewtwo began his assault with a hail of Shadow Balls. They swirled together unusually fast, and he flung them as fast as they formed. The sheer volume of them surprised Mewtrix. He was able to dodge many of them by using Teleport, but suddenly- 

BUMP! One grazed his shoulder, causing him to lose concentration- 

WHAM! Another smashed into his hip, and- 

WHAM!! a third punched him square in the gut, sending him flying back onto the rooftop of another skyscraper. He labored to get up, slowly, when he next heard a curious sound, like gravel rolling down a metal roof. His hands were rested on the roof, which suddenly had the feel and consistency of sand. Looking down, he saw that the entire exterior of the building was turning into tiny particles and falling away! First the glass, then the outer metal, then the insulation, everything!! 

He had to float off the roof as it drained away. All that remained was the metal framework of the building, a massive structure of steel girders. He could see Mewtwo a ways off, hands glowing a particularly bright blue. Suddenly, his voice was in Mewtrix's head, loud and hard. You once attacked me with a fire escape ladder.  Child’s Play!! 

The air was filled with the loud groaning of metal. Turning back, Mewtrix saw the girders rip free from their rivets, bending about in the air. Suddenly, the steel beams lashed upwards at him; he zipped to the right, avoiding them by inches. But the steel pursued, and he flew down through the unraveling framework, ducking and weaving as more of the metal girders reached out to attack him. He exploded out at street level, and now the entire frame was undone, hundreds of steel beams whipping and lashing out like the tentacles of some giant octopus. 

As Mewtrix flew away from the chaos, Mewtwo suddenly pulsed several Psywaves into the ground. The disruptive energy caused the earth to shift and buckle, and the street began to ripple like a pond. He flew higher and shot more Psywaves, larger, and at odd angles, so that they would often crash into each other traveling through the earth and create even more disturbance, until the whole island quaked, rose and fell. Mewtrix flew faster, going up and down to avoid the massive waves of crashing concrete and rock. As he shot away from the city, columns of earth blasted into the sky with the force of a jetliner on takeoff. Turning towards Cinnabar’s main volcano, he flew- only to find his escape route cut off when the mountain sent up a gigantic burst of lava. 

Mewtrix was astounded- this was INSANE!! He had never imagined psychic power could be used like this! Sure, he had controlled that fire escape ladder, and flung objects around, but that was meager. Mewtwo was turning the entire island against him!!!! 

With Cinnabar’s wrath at him on five sides, there was no other way to go but up. And up he went, streaking like a comet, zipping through the clouds. But suddenly, the clouds parted! He saw Mewtwo, floating there, glowing so hot a blue it was almost white, hands clasped together- 

TSSSEEEEEEEEAAEAEAEAEAEAEAAEAEAEAEAEAEAEAEAEAEAEAEAEEAEAEAE!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 


From Mewtwo erupted what was, perhaps, the most powerful Psychic attack ever used by a Pokemon- ever. The wall of blue energy was a mile wide and tall; land, sea and air shook at its release; a blast so mighty, Lugia himself would have writhed in agony. 


Mewtrix was blindsided by this, and the impact shockwave was over ten miles in diameter. He shot back, slamming into the ocean with a tremendous splash. 


But as the waters closed over them, his mind dwelled on one thing, and one thing only. It was not the fact that he was sinking, not that his armor had been seriously damaged; not even that he was in excruciating pain. Over and over, he thought in his head: he had lost. Sure, he was still alive- but just barely, and only then because Mewtwo had not tried to specifically kill him. 


Even so, there was no victory here. He could not say that his opponent had retreated, nor could he claim to have fought to a draw. No, he had been most definitely beaten- beaten by power he never could have dreamed of...... 



With their city smoking and their ground quaking, the people of Cinnabar Island were not exactly in a position to determine friend from foe. When they had seen Mewtrix, they had run; and as they now saw Mewtwo, eyes blazing and psychic powers swirling, they ran even more, resulting in a mass chaos on the streets. Into this chaos rushed Brock, Kandra, Misty, and Ash, eager to see what was happening in the fight between the two Super Pokemon. They exited the hotel just as Mewtwo's Psywaves began hitting the earth. The sudden vibration surprised them, and they buckled to the ground. 
"What's going on?!", Misty yelled over the noise. "Is the volcano erupting?!" 

"I don't know!!", Brock answered her. "It could be!!" As if to confirm this, the sky was suddenly reddened by a huge plume of lava bursting from the mountain's peak. 

Despite this, Ash believed that the disturbances were not natural. He saw Mewtwo high in the sky, surrounded in a blue sphere of energy. He relayed this to the others. "Guys, this isn't an eruption!! It's Mewtwo, battling Mewtrix!! It HAS to be!!!" 
"I guess it COULD be!!", Misty answered. 

"He must be channeling his psychic powers into the island, so he can control it!!", Kandra theorized. 

"That's all well and good, but what do we do?!", Brock inquired. 

She thought for a moment. "We need to get away from this downtown area. It's a great place to duck in and avoid attacks; Mewtrix knows it, and if he comes down here, I don't wanna be nearby when Mewtwo tries to flush him out!!!" 

With this last thought weighing heavily on their minds, they began jogging through the city with all haste, wading and squeaking through the masses. Within an hour, they had reached past the skyscrapers and were now entering the large, upscale neighborhoods. As they hurried down the wide sidewalks, something whizzed over their heads with a loud hhhmmmmmmmmm!!!!!!! 

"What?!", Brock cried. 

"I think it's a stray Shadow Ball!!", Kandra said. 

The Ghost-type attack smashed into the branches of a large oak tree; they could see the impact plume of swirling purple and black. The oak tree was smashed around from the blow, and a body flew out of the tree and rammed into the ground. It was small and brown, with big ears and eyes; it resembled a teddy bear, and had a moon shape on its forehead. They stopped as they drew near to it. Ash's eyes suddenly widened. "Hey," he said, "isn't that a-" 

"Tedddiiiuurrrrrsssaaaaa.....", the small Normal-type moaned, clearly in pain. 
Suddenly, there was a tremendous creaking noise, and a loud SNAP! And the tree began to fall over- right onto Teddiursa! 

"Oh no!", Misty cried. 

"I'm on it!", Kandra said, taking something from her backpack. "Pokeball, go!!" 

She flung the white and red ball forward. It hit the Pokemon in its chest, and opened; Teddiursa dematerialized into red energy, which was sucked into the ball just as the tree fell on top of it. Kandra ran forward, searching through the overturned branches. Feeling the round shape of the ball, she pulled it out just as the red indicator light on the center sensor went off. Noticing this, she whirled to the others, holding it up in triumph. 
"Ha ha! I caught TEDDIURSA!!!" 

The others looked at her quizzically. "Uh....... of course, I rescued him too.", she said sheepishly. 

"Uh-huuuuhhhhh.", Misty rolled her eyes. 

"Well, the important thing is, Teddiursa's safe. Now let's go!!" With that, she stowed the ball in her pack and resumed running; they followed her. 

They kept on going for some time, until they got into the residential suburbs. People were running up and down the streets here as well, with no let up in sight. Suddenly, they came upon a man standing in the middle of the street, looking up at the sky, apparently searching for the battling Psychic-types. He was dressed in khaki pants, hiking boots, and a jet black turtleneck, the kind of stuff a (rather wealthy) hiker might wear- nice, classy, but unrestricting, perfect for action. His back was turned, and he seemed not to notice the four trainers. Knowing that this wasn't the place for spectators, Ash approached him. "Excuse me, sir, but it's kind of dangerous here! If you follow us, we'll lead you to safety." 

The man did not turn to face them. "Did I say I wanted safety?", he said in a quiet voice. 

Ash was perplexed. Misty stepped forward to try her luck. "Sir, please. These two Pokemon are extremely powerful- who knows what could happen while they're fighting! They could-" 

"Crush my ribs and drain my energy with a Shadow Ball? Yes. Or dissipate my life force with a Psybeam? Perhaps my atoms could be shaken apart with a Psywave? Or maybe just vaporize me with a good old-fashioned Psychic?!" 

Their mouths hung open. "How did you.....", Brock started. 

Suddenly, he whirled around to face them. His hair was a black-brown color. His face was taut and cruel, but there was a fierce energy in his eyes that gave a strange youthfulness to his otherwise mature mentality. Ash was dumbfounded. "Who....?" 

"Think." 

He searched his mind- he knew he had seen this man, somewhere..... suddenly, it hit him hard. "Giovanni!!" 

Giovanni smiled a cruel, terrible smile. "Your memory serves you better than it should, Ash Ketchum! Yes, I know you, and I know your friends! And I know of your alliance with Mewtwo!!" 

Brock stepped forward. "I presume you're here to watch Mewtrix, then! You gave him the orders to wreak havoc on the masses!" he challenged the Rocket Don. 

"Yes, I did. And what of it?" 

"How dare you order your Pokemon to attack innocent people!" Misty growled. "What kind of a twisted person are you?!" 

"I have my own reasons for my methods!" he yelled, his voice rising. "I created Mewtrix so no one would be able to oppose my goal- the complete control of all of the most powerful Pokemon!!" 

"No one but Mewtwo," Kandra noted smugly. 

Giovanni suddenly grinned. "Yes, Mewtwo- the lost sheep of my flock. He and you have been thorns in my side ever since your respective efforts to trouble me started!! But now, with Mewtrix's awesome power at my disposal, in addition to my own considerable skills, I shall have the chance to do away with all of you!" 

Ash spoke next. "Your own skills? A friend of mine battled you once," he said, thinking of his old rival Gary Oak’s fateful battle at the Pokemon Gym in Viridian City. "He said he almost beat you until you sent out Mewtwo, since he was under your control at the time." 

The Rocket Don raised an eyebrow. "Yes, I admit I once relied more than I should have on my Super Pokemon. In a sense, then, his escape from me was a good thing- it forced me to get better, to train more diligently with the normal Pokemon I had."  He grinned. "So whatever flaws I once possessed are now nonexistent. However, powerful Pokemon are always handy." 

Giovanni then eyed Pikachu, glaring at him from his perch on Ash's shoulder. "Like your Pikachu, for example: perfect statistics, a spectacularly ultimate Differential Value rating of 15, and a cunning mind in and out of battle. A rare thing in the Pokemon world. The first time I identified him in Viridian City, that fateful day, I knew he would be useful to me if I could harness his power. So, I sent-" 

"- Jessie, James, and Meowth. That was brilliant," Ash said sarcastically. 

"Yes, relying on them was a mistake; that was obvious from their first failure, only proven truer as time went on. I should have known all along," he suddenly grabbed two Pokeballs from his belt, "if you want something done right, do it YOURSELF!!" 

Ash picked up on the meaning of this quickly and grabbed Pikachu, holding him tightly with both arms. "You're not going to get Pikachu! Never!" 

"We'll see about that. Go, Gyarados!! Ariados!!" 

The Pokeballs flew forward, opening with a flash. "Grooooooaaaaaaaaarrrr!!!" Gyarados roared. "Shhshshshchschshsh!!" Ariados hissed, clicking its mandibles. 

Ash held his ground. "If you want Pikachu, you're going to have to-" 

"Ariados, Spider Web." 

From its mouth, the six-legged Spider Pokemon shot a broad spray of webbing that widened out into a net; this caught the Electric-type around his head. Giovanni's Ariados was very strong; it jerked its head back, and Pikachu was ripped from Ash's grasp. The horned, coral-colored Bug-type swung its Spider Web around and around, wrapping Pikachu up tightly in the sticky netting. Eventually, he was wrapped up like a mummy, struggling around as Ariados held him in its jaws. 

Ash ran forward, his rage peaked. "YOU'RE NOT STEALING PIKACHU!! NOT IF I CAN-" 

"Gyarados, Ice Beam!!" 

The huge Water-type reared back, and the sparkling white/blue microbeams shot forward. The beam hit Ash in the chest, knocking him to the ground and freezing him almost instantly where he fell.  Brock, Misty, and Kandra looked at their friend for a moment, shocked into silence.  Then, taking up Ash’s righteous zeal, they turned with fury to the Rocket Boss. "You're not out of the woods yet, Giovanni!!" Kandra cried. 

"You may have Ash stopped cold, but you'll have to beat us too, before you just run off with Pikachu!!" Brock added as they all reached for their Pokemon. 

Giovanni smiled wryly. "Well, I'd love to stay and chit-chat, but I'm a busy man, and have a schedule to keep; I have to do lunch in an hour! So, with that in mind.... Gyarados, Dragonbreath!!" 

Now the Atrocious Pokemon blasted a jet of bluish-green fire at the three trainers, and they were burned and seared by the magical flames. However, the power seemed to pass through them, producing bizarre results. "Brock- I can't move my legs!!" Misty yelled.  “I’m stuck!”

"So am I- and now I can’t bend! What's happening?!" Kandra asked, frightened.

"I don't know, I don't know!", Brock answered them- then he remembered. "Wait! I remember now!! Dragonbreath can paraly-" 

'Paralyze' was to be his last word, but he was cut short as the said paralysis went into full effect. The teal flames dissipated, and the three of them stood there as still as statues; their hair and clothes fluttered in the breeze. 

Smiling, Giovanni returned his Pokemon to their Pokeballs. Then, carrying the wrapped-up Pikachu like a parcel, he calmly walked away..... 

Chapter IX- Unexpected Parties


Across the ocean from Cinnabar, Pallet Town was enjoying another beautiful summer day. A few whisps of white were all that clouded the brilliant blue sky, and the sunlight streamed down overhead. A slight breeze was blowing, moderating the temperature; thus, the weather was more or less perfect, and it was a wonderful time to be outside. However, some in the small town were kept inside by pressing business. 

In the main room of his laboratory, which was also his house, Professor Oak sat at his computer terminal, tapping the desk with his fingers worriedly. His left hand moved lazily to a numeric keypad, where he once again typed in the number sequence. The large screen in front of him popped up with the phone symbol and the familiar "Connecting..." message. The red error screen appeared once more as well, with the announcement, "The number you have dialed is currently offline. Our technicians are working on it, and we hope to reestablish communication with your destination soon!!" 

Closing the video-telephone interface, the professor sighed, then looked forlornly out the window. This was the 12th time he'd tried to call Ash's hotel that day, and like all previous times, the effort had failed. Actually, he had been trying to reach Ash all weekend, beginning Friday afternoon when he had called about the outcome of the conference.  Indeed, it seemed that the entire island was out of communication: he was unable to reach the hotel's management, or the city offices, or the police station, or any of the Pokemon Centers. Likewise, the Conference heads were unavailable; he knew Professor Ivy was on the island, but he could not contact her either, even on her cell phone. He at first believed that a storm had knocked out all power, but a quick check of the satellite weather images revealed no such disturbance around Cinnabar. Besides, even in a hurricane, he should have been able to reach someone by this point. What was going on? 

The worst part of the whole affair was the one thing that hadn't occurred yet: having to break the news to Delia. Oak had purposefully dodged her questions about Ash since that Friday, with the generalized comment of "Oh, he's having lots of fun, I'm sure!" or "You know Ash!".  But he couldn't keep the charade up forever. 

Suddenly, there was a beeping on the main screen, and the phone symbol flashed. The professor was excited at first, praying it was Ash, Misty, or one of the others; but his brief start ended when he saw that the call was from Cerulean City. That did strike him, though; who did he know that lived in Cerulean? 

Shrugging his shoulders, Oak punched the 'Receive' button. The screen flashed to reveal the spacious study of a large, well-furnished home. That was the background, however; in the foreground, brushing back his sandy brown hair, was- 

"-Bill?! Well, I must say this is a surprise!!" 

Raising an eyebrow slightly, Bill grinned his boyish grin. "Is it really, Professor?  I can hardly think of any other acquaintance of yours here in The City of Rainbow Dreams.  Or did you think Daisy, Violet, and Lilly were calling?”


“Hmmm!  Now why would the Three Cerulean Sisters be calling me?”


 “They call me,” Bill said with a wink and a laugh.  “Anyway, I thought I'd call in and check up on you- and Pallet. How is that sleepy little town of yours?" he said, his voice accented with a very subtle English clip. 

In spite of all his worries, Professor Oak couldn't help but smile. Whether taking notes in the field or shouting commands in a Pokemon battle, Bill remained unshakeably the very picture of urbane sophistication. An incredible mind with Pokemon, Bill had, at the age of 22, devised the matter/energy capture mechanism that made possible the mass production of the modern Pokeball. Though Silph Co. built and sold them, Bill still had a ten-cent royalty on every Pokeball built. Handsome and wealthy, he was Cerulean City’s most eligible bachelor. 

"Well, I was just finishing... um, I meant to say, these records.... oh, what's the use!!" Oak said, pounding the keyboard in frustration. 

Bill's face began to show concern. "Something wrong, Sam?", he said, using Oak's first name in an attempt to ease the tension. 

"I guess I'd better be frank with someone, Bill, so pull up a chair. You remember Ash Ketchum, don't you?" 

"Remember?! Of course I remember! Who could forget.... Delia's son. He was a promising young man even when he visited me, some two years ago. And from tracking him over the years, it's obvious he's grown into quite the Pokemon trainer." 

Oak smiled roughly. "That he has.  I presume you also remember Misty and Brock?" 

"Ash's friends? Again, Professor, how could I forget?" 

"Yes. Anyway, last week I was scheduled to go to the 10th Annual Pokemon Bioengineering Conference on Cinnabar Island." 

"Bioengineering... Bioengineering... ah, yes, I remember that. I wanted to go myself, but I was busy working on my study of fossilized Pokemon DNA for the science journals- deadlines and all that." 

The Professor nodded. "Yes, and I had lots of work to do here. So, knowing how competent Ash was, I decided to e-mail him my lecture, fly him and his friends to Cinnabar, and let them give it in my place." 

Bill seemed a bit surprised. "You must place a lot of confidence in those kids, Oak, to let them give a lecture that would be judged by Pokemon researchers from all over the world." 

"Well, I do! Plus, Pamela Ivy was there, and I knew she'd take care of them. But anyway, the Conference lasted all week, and they were supposed to fly back on Saturday, only now-" 

"-it's Monday. That is something to worry about. You've tried contacting the island, I presume?" 

"Yes, and not just Ash's hotel; everything! City offices, the airport, the police station, the Pokemon Center- I even got out the Cinnabar phone book and started randomly dialing people's numbers!! Nothing. There's no storm or anything in the area either, nothing that would be cutting off communications. It's like the whole island's just...... dead." 

The younger man now had a look of grave worry on his face, though he tried to mask it as best he could. "It might just be your phone linkup. Tell you what; I'll try calling on my vidphone, then get back to you in a few minutes." With that, the screen went blank. 

But only for ten minutes, before Bill's face popped back up on the screen again, more worried than ever. "You're right, Professor- nothing. I couldn't reach anyone!" 

Oak put his head in his hands. "So what do you think it could be?", he wondered aloud. "Waves?  A blackout? Some huge fire?" 

Bill shook his head. "I don't know, Professor.  I've got a bad feeling.... I think it may be much worse." 

Suddenly, their musings were interrupted by a ring at the doorbell. Activating the door viewer on one of his secondary monitors, Professor Oak was surprised to see a woman of about 34, dressed in gardening clothes, her rust-red hair tied back in a ponytail- 
"Oh no!", Oak cried. 

"What?!", Bill wondered. 

"It's Delia! Oh, she's been asking about news from Ash all weekend! I'm running out of things to tell her!!" 

"Just tell her the truth!!", Bill cried after Oak, as he hurried to the door. 

Going through his house, the professor made it down to the door. As he opened it, Delia greeted him in her usual cordial fashion. "Oh, good morning professor!! How are you?!" 

"Oh, I'm just fine, Delia; I was just finishing some work up in the lab." 

"I really hate to interrupt your studies-" 

"Not at all!" 

"-but I was just wondering: did you hear any word from Ash and his friends today?" 

Professor Oak stood there a moment, pondering what to do. Bill's advice ("just tell her the truth") came to his mind, and he decided that he would take it. There wasn't much else he could do. He cleared his throat. "Ahem, um, well, yes and no." 

"'Yes and no'? What does that mean?" 

"Well, yes, I do know that Ash is probably on Cinnabar, but.... no, I haven't heard from him. I've been out of contact with him since Friday." 

Mrs. Ketchum's face was one of shock and terror. "Out of contact?! Why?!" 

He shrugged his shoulders. "I don't know. I can't reach anyone on the island, not even-" 

"Oh my goodness!!", she cried, as she pushed past him. She really didn't know what she was doing, running through Oak's house like that; it was just a way to occupy her body while her mind, in typical mother fashion, began thinking of all the horrible things that could have happened to her son. Eventually, she ran blindly into the main lab, her eyes welling up with tears. She could see the communications monitor out of the corner of her eye, and as she tried to blink the tears away, she made out a face, a very familiar face..... 

"Bill?" she turned, wiping her eyes. She hurried over to the monitor, just as Oak was making his way back in. 

Bill, too, was surprised to see her. "Delia!! My, you're a sight for sore eyes!!" 

"The same could be said here.", she said, forgetting her sorrows for a moment. "What are you doing on Professor Oak's vidphone?" 

At that point, Oak reemerged back into the room. They then proceeded to tell Delia everything they had found, and everything they had guessed. At the end of it, she was only more worried. "So, what's going to happen to Ash? Oh, I wish I knew!!!", she whimpered. 

The incessant worries of Mrs. Ketchum had softened Bill's heart even more than it already was. He leaned forward on the screen, in an attempt to console her. "Don't worry, Delia. We'll find Ash." 

"sniff -You will?" 

"We will?", Oak asked quizzically. 

"Of course; I'll see to it personally. Why, I'll send someone down to Cinnabar Island myself!" 

Delia's eyes lit up. "Oh, would you?! Thank you, Bill, thank you!!" 

He winked at her slyly. "No problem, Delia. Professor, I'll see you later.", and with that, his image vanished from the screen. 

Sitting back in his chair, Bill made the commitment. I will send someone to Cinnabar, he thought, the best I can. After all, it was the least he could do.... for his sister-in-law.


After flying around for an hour to make certain that Mewtrix was, at least, temporarily incapacitated, Mewtwo headed back to the island, where he found his friends in their respective sorry states. He removed the paralysis from Misty, Kandra, and Brock, while heating the air to defrost Ash. 

At length, it was decided that they not return to the hotel. It would probably be without heat or electricity due to the violent effects of the battle. In addition, it wouldn't be hard for Giovanni to find out where they were staying- and a hotel room was the perfect place for an ambush. So, soaring over the rest of the island, they looked for a spot to pass the night. 

They eventually found themselves over Cinnabar’s north coast. Like its compass opposite, it was dominated by beautiful, picturesque beaches; however, the terrain leading to it was rough and hilly, so it was less frequented than the resort-heavy south. Still, there should at least have been a few straggling sunbathers, absorbing the last of the evening rays. But the incidents of the day had frightened the entire populous, frightened them into hiding and reclusion. Thus, as the odd little squadron turned their heads, they could see no one for miles in either direction. 

It was Brock who first suggested that they camp out on the sand. The nights had been pleasant lately, perfect for sleeping outside, and it was the last place Team Rocket would look for them. "Plus," he added, "I've got this great new recipe for open flame-grilled Remoraid that I've been dying to try out!" 

With the agreement of the others, Mewtwo set them down gently about 20 feet from the water. All of their luggage was in their backpacks, including their sleeping bags, which they began to take out. "We should let our Pokemon out too. They need the fresh air.", Misty said. 

"Great idea, Misty!", Ash agreed. He took the Pokeballs off of his belt, scooped them all up in his arms, and threw them into the air. "GO! Cyndaquil! Totodile! Meganium! Noctowl! Heracross!" 

As Ash's Pokemon materialized in flashes of white light, Misty let out all of her team members. "GO! Staryu! Psyduck! Poliwhirl! Goldeen!" 

So came all of Misty's Water-types. Brock was next. "COME OUT! Geodude! Pineco! Kabuto! Crobat!" 

Last, but not least, Kandra took her belt off and whipped it around, flinging all of the Pokeballs off. "I CHOOSE YOU! Pinsir! Miltank! Magnemite! Dugtrio! Aaaand...... TEDDIURSA!!" 

With that, all of the Pokemon were free. As soon as it was free from its Pokeball, however, Teddiursa ran crying to Kandra, and hid behind her legs. "Tediuuuurrr.......", he whimpered, peeking out. 

She couldn't help but smile as she looked down at her new Pokemon. "Teddiursa, what are you afraid of? Are you scared of all the strange Pokemon?" 

"Teddi.", it (actually, he) nodded its head. 

"Well, you don't need to be frightened. All of these Pokemon are very nice, and they just want to be your friends!" 

"She's right, Teddiura.", Ash chimed in. "Just get to know some of 'em, and you'll feel right at home!" 

Slowly, the Cub Pokemon inched out from behind his trainer. Walking forward ever so slightly, he continually glanced from Kandra to the grouped Pokemon, who were all watching him expectantly. The first one he reached happened to be Totodile. Looking down at the ground slightly, Teddiursa offered a greeting. "Ursa. Didi, ted sasa di teddi. Teddi?" 

Putting one hand behind his back, Totodile bowed low. "DILE!! Toto, todile, totodo!!" With that, he did a spectacular midair backflip. Landing on his feet, he broke into a jig. This odd hello lasted a minute or two, and then, smiling, Totodile put his arm around Teddiursa's shoulder and introduced him to the others, who all said 'hi' in their own fashion. 

"Cyndaquil!" 

"Megaaaanium!" 

"Whool, Noctowhoooooolll!!!" 

"He-cross!" 

Misty smiled. "It's so sweet, seeing them getting along like that." 

Mewtwo nodded, and for the first time that they had seen, smiled! "Every time I become too frustrated with this world, and all its uncertainties, I look to other Pokemon, whose lives are less complicated than my own. I could.... we ALL could learn a lesson from their simple kindness." 

Ash grinned, looking over at him- 

"CREEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!!!!!" 

They were startled by a loud, sharp screech. "TEDDIURSSSAAAAAAAAA!!!", came a cry, and the Normal-type bolted past them into a patch of sand dunes, where he began burying himself. 

Kandra was shocked. "What on earth-" But then, she remembered the screech; they all did........ 

"CROBAT!!!!", the four humans collectively accused. For sure enough, the Bat Pokemon clutched his sides with his two forearm wings in laughter, remaining aloft with his rear wings. 

"Crobat, that was terrible! You knew Teddiursa was uneasy!", Brock scolded his Pokemon. 

Ceasing his giggles, Crobat shrugged his nonexistent shoulders. "Creee ree, ryee!!", he screeched. 

"Don't give me that! I want an explanation for your behavior!!" 

"Actually," Mewtwo intervened, "he did explain. You misinterpreted him." 

Brock suddenly felt slightly foolish. "Err.... okay, so what did he say?" 

"Crobat said that he was merely greeting Teddiursa in his own fashion. Unfortunately, that fashion was to pop in front of Teddiursa and yell 'HI THERE!!!' quite loudly." 

"Wait- then why did he laugh?!" 

Mewtwo looked to Crobat, who communicated his thoughts to the Psychic-type. "He says he couldn't resist- it was funny. Which, by the way, it was, if you think about it out of context." 

Kandra looked at both Brock and Crobat stormily. "Be that as it may, your stupid Pokemon terrified my sweet little thing! Crobat should go apologize to Teddiursa RIGHT NOW!!!", she finished, crossing her arms and tapping her foot. 

Brock knew the face of an angry girl when he saw it, having caused such a face many times before. Not wanting to upset her further, he turned back to his Pokemon. "She's right, Crobat; go apologize." 

Nodding, the Poison-type slid through the air over to the tiny Pokemon, who by now was just a lump in the sand. Crobat landed next to it, standing clumsily on his rear wings. He tapped the sand. "Screee?" 

The lump began to shudder violently. Sighing, Crobat sat back next to it, letting his rear wings sprawl as he supported himself with his fore wings. "Scree, scree.... creeeaaee. Crea, Scree, sreeeea.", he said gently. 

The shivering stopped, and a muffled ".....Teddi?" came from the midget sand dune. 

"Craae, sreeec. Aeeeecr, Creea reeare 'CREEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!', Creaaea rerera creee scraaae." 

"Urs-ssa? Ted- teddi?" 

"Cree. Screa reee cra Screeee." 

Teddiursa came up at last, shaking the sand out of his fur. He was smiling, slightly. "Teddi, didid!!" 

Crobat smiled too, his yellow eyes now friendly. Suddenly, they seemed to flash, as if he had just gotten an idea. He shuffled in the sand so that his back faced Teddiursa. "Cree aeer Scree?", he seemed to be asking a question, and indicated his back once more. 
The Normal-type thought for a moment, then broke into an excited grin. "TEDDI!!", he squealed, and jumped onto the other Pokemon's back. 

Crobat nodded, making sure Teddiursa was gripping tightly. Then, rearing up on its rear wings like a horse, he gave his fore wings a powerful flap. In that motion he rose about three feet off the air; snapping his rear wings back, he caught the subtle wind currents off the ocean, and steadied himself for a moment. Then- 

WHOOOOSH!!! Crobat flapped all of his wings at once, blasting him down the beach in a purple blur. Teddiursa screamed gleefully, throwing his arms up. The Poison-type then turned sharply, and flapped his quad wings again, this time going so fast that a trail of whipped up sand followed in his wake. The other Pokemon ran after the barnstormers, laughing and whooping. It became a game- who was fast enough (or agile enough) to catch Crobat and Teddiursa? 

As they watched the Pokemon play, the humans and Mewtwo smiled yet again. "Gee, isn't that incredible?", Ash remarked. "Teddiursa was scared to death of Crobat, and now, less than an hour later, they're fast friends." 

Misty sighed quietly. "It's beautiful. Why can't people be like that?" 

"I guess we make things too complicated, and we blow things out of proportion.", he said quietly, almost to himself.  "Maybe........ maybe...... if we looked at things more plainly, like the Pokemon, the world would be a better place." 

She was struck by his very profound statement. Ash was never usually so thoughtful- but he'd gone through a lot on the island, they all had. Now he was even being philosophical. Suddenly, to her own surprise, she found herself putting her arm around him. Ash started slightly, but then, relaxing, put his arm around Misty, as well. The pair stood, still silent, Kandra to Ash's left, Brock to Kandra's left, and Mewtwo standing behind Misty. 

Also in a somewhat reflective mood, Brock spoke up. "You’re right, Ash; we can all learn from Pokemon." 

"Yes.....", Kandra said, turning her head slightly. A tiny sea breeze rustled her pigtails. 

"Still, it was pretty funny the way Teddiursa squealed-" 

SMACK!!! Whipping her arm around, Kandra slapped Brock across the cheek. "Uuughh!!!!", she groaned, stalking off. 

He staggered backwards, and Ash and Mewtwo had to catch him. Shaking his head, he fingered his stinging face. "Oh yeah. She's wild for me. Oh yeah." 


The sun sank lower, setting the heavens and waters afire in brilliant streaks of gold, orange, pink, and red. Kandra’s Dugtrio dug a pit in the sand, and into this they piled driftwood and dry grass they had found on the beach and dunes. The two Flying-types went out over the ocean for fish. Brock, riding Crobat, directed both him and Noctowl; they threw numerous specimens back into the sea before he found the perfect Remoraids. Fortunately, there was a large school of them just offshore, and no real effort was needed to catch them. 

By the time they were done, Ash, Misty, and Kandra had set up a rack over the fire, made out of wood. Setting out a mat, Brock laid down the twelve Remoraids that Crobat and Noctowl had caught. Next, taking a knife, he began to carefully clean and gut each one. Kandra, still a bit angry with Brock for his comment about Teddiursa, nonetheless admired his skill. "Wow, Brock's amazing!" 

Misty nodded. "Yes, he's a wonderful cook. Like I told you before, we usually don't have enough money for food from a store or a restaraunt, so we eat what Brock makes us. In fact, I don't think our journey would have been nearly as enjoyable- nor would we have eaten as often- had it not been for him." 

Kandra smiled, and Misty smiled back; in the short time they had known each other, the two girls had formed a strong bond. Ash suddenly burst in, carrying more driftwood.  "This should be enough!" he announced, dumping the wood into the pit. 

Brock looked up. "Good work, Ash! I just finished cleaning these Remoraid, so you can start the fire now." 

Ash nodded. The tender was suprisingly dry, and flared up the moment it was touched by Cyndaquil's fire. Brock carefully laid the filets on the rack, positioning them with a short stick. Similar to fish, fish-like Pokemon cook very quickly, and Brock was turning the Remoraid within 10 minutes. The wonderful smell filled the air, and both human and Pokemon soon found his or her mouth watering. The fish were done in no time, and they all crowded around the fire as Brock served the filets on mats of dune grass. 

The Pokemon all sat farther back, all who wanted the fish sharing it. Noctowl went 
hunting for Rattata. The four humans and Mewtwo all sat around the fire, each with a 
filet to themselves. The fish was a little bony, but tasted wonderful; Brock had cooked 
them to perfection. "Mmm, this is fabulous, Brock!", Misty cried, saying what they all 
thought. 

"Yeah, you've really outdone yourself!", Ash admitted. 

"I must say, this is quite good.", Mewtwo consented, ever conservative of his 
emotions. 

Kandra nodded her head. "If there's any problem, it's that my throat is getting dry- I'm parched!" 

"Yes, fish from the ocean usually do that to you.", Brock explained. "It's all the salt." 

"Too bad we don't have any fresh water." 

"That can be arranged.", Mewtwo said, raising his hand above his head. His fingers 
were shifted in a small circle, the blue light flickering from them. A twisting spout of water wriggled in the air towards them; as it passed through the ring of Mewtwo's fingers, they could see white, grainy material building up on the outward side of his hand, along with dirt and other products. The water that came out of his hand was crystal clear. Halting the flow, he formed the floating liquid into four orbs, which he floated to himself and the humans. 

Kandra fingered her water globe slightly; it was water, to be sure, but there was an invisible force- psychic power- keeping it in its place. Suddenly, there was a small slurping noise, causing her and the others to look up. With the orb in his hand, Mewtwo was sipping water from it, causing it to shrink slightly. Brock was slightly perturbed. 

"So....we can drink from these things?" 

"Of course.", Mewtwo said, somewhat surprised by the question. 

"But....... what about the salt?", Kandra asked. 

"I filtered it out. It shouldn't be a problem." 

Deciding to be brave, Misty put her mouth to the orb and sipped. She was not 
disappointed; it was clean and fresh, better than purified water- it was like sipping from a mountain stream! Seeing her appreciation, Brock and Kandra drunk from their globes, finding equal satisfaction. So, they ate, they drank, and they talked. 

They were busy, indeed, with their food, their drink, and their own thoughts and 
wonders. So, it was not until some time had passed, and the conversation had died down, 
that they realized that their quintet was merely a quartet; someone was missing. They 
scanned the beach, and Brock saw the familiar flash of a blue vest. 

Sure enough, there was Ash, sitting a ways down the beach, closer to the surf. His mat of leaves was clean, save the fish bones, and there was no water orb around him- he had been absent from the main meal since the beginning. All four of them began to get up, but Misty stopped them. "I'll talk to him.", she said, and walked out into the darkness. 

He just sat there, looking up at the stars. Blinking his eyes, Ash tried to keep from crying. He had almost forgotten, watching the Pokemon playing. They were all there, all so happy..... all but one. He looked back at the sound of footsteps on the sand. Seeing it was Misty, he normally would have put on his happy face and walked away- he didn't need her sarcasm. However, this time he just sat there. He wanted someone to be with him now, and he was glad it was her. 

"Ash, what are you doing out here?", she asked gently, sitting down beside him. 

He straightened up a bit. "Oh, just sitting, and thinking." 

"About what?" 

"Pikachu......", he said, looking away. Now he really had to fight to keep from crying. 

"Oh. Sorry.”, she said, looking away herself. It was eating Ash up inside, she could tell; Pikachu was his closest friend in the world......... 

"What do you think will happen to him?", he wondered aloud. 

"I wouldn't worry a whole lot. After all, Giovanni's been after Pikachu so long, he must want him for something important. I wouldn’t think he'd harm Pikachu, if that were the case." 

"But Misty, I'm worried. Pikachu's bold, and strong-willed- you know he won't cooperate with Giovanni! And if Giovanni loses his patience-" 

"Shhhh.", she whispered, calming him down. He placed his head in her lap, thinking nothing of it; she stroked his hair, soothing him. 

Kandra was putting more wood on the fire, totally oblivious to the scene unfolding behind her back. Some distance away from her stood Brock and Mewtwo, the flamelight playing off their features as they watched Ash and Misty. "I always suspected those two were in love. It just.... grew on them.", Brock said quietly. Mewtwo did not respond. 

"I guess it can be expected.", he continued. "After all, they did always seem to have feelings for each other." 

This time, Mewtwo concurred. "Yes, they have feelings- strong feelings." 

Brock was about to ask for an elaboration, but he was confused. How could the Super Pokemon know in seconds what it had taken him years to see? Then he remembered; Mewtwo was psychic! "How do you know that?! Did you-" 

"Read their minds?", he said, anticipating the question. "Not quite. You see, to actually read minds- that is, pry open the mental defenses, and observe the full extent of the conscious and subconscious mind- would require me to actively stretch out my powers. That I have not done. 

"However, there is a passive kind of mind reading I have- one that cannot be turned off. It is not as strong as my active mind reading, but it lets me pick up the feelings and emotions that radiate from the minds of all things." 

Brock nodded. "So what feelings and emotions are you picking up off of those two?" 

He shrugged. "Fear, much uncertainty..... but also tenderness, and a great deal of warmth...." 

Brock smiled slightly. Suddenly, he became aware of a movement out on the water. Mewtwo had sensed it, and looked as well. Ash and Misty had already seen it, and were following it alertly. It was just a vibration at first, a moving ripple on the water. However, there was much rippling all of a sudden, and a body condensed from the seawater. As it came closer to shore, Misty finally recognized the shape, and jumped up in wonder. 

"Ooo, wow!!", she couldn't help but exclaim as a Vaporeon tread out of the surf, shaking salt from its azure blue body, and its long mermaid tail. Brock, Mewtwo, and Kandra soon joined them, and they all began examining the Water-type. 

"Wow, a Vaporeon!", Kandra cried. "They're usually rare in the wild, and I've never heard of them being common around Cinnabar!" 

"That's because this one isn't from around here!", Mewtwo cried, and they, along with the Vaporeon, turned back towards him. As soon as she saw him, the Bubble Jet Pokemon bounded forward, and began nuzzling against his leg. 

Ash was perplexed. "Wait a minute- you KNOW this Pokemon?" 

"Vaap! Vapor vap vap, poreor poreon!!", she called out. 

"Well, you do too. Think!", Mewtwo said, stroking the Pokemon by its head fins. 

It took them only a minute. "Wait..... is this..... one of the clones?!", Misty gasped. 

"Yes, one of the clones....", Mewtwo said somewhat hesitantly. To Ash, it seemed as if 'the clones' was a very sensitive issue for Mewtwo; he shot Misty a glance, which she understood. "I instructed," Mewtwo continued, "for the Pokemon on my island to send a messenger to Cinnabar once I had been gone approximately two weeks. So, I was expecting one of you.", he said to Vaporeon. "However, how did you persuade the others to pick you? I would have thought they'd send Charizard or Pidgeot- one of the fast Flying-types." 

"Vapor vaaap eonp!!" 

Mewtwo laughed, in spite of himself. "You wanted to get out, eh? Wanted to see the world? You've always been the restless one!!", he said, rubbing her under her chin. 
With that, the Water-type proceeded to tell Mewtwo all the things that had gone on at the island in his absence in her native Pokemon tongue. Mewtwo nodded, smiled, frowned occasionally, and laughed a little more occasionally. The humans felt like strangers in this warm-looking conversation. Finally, her report done, Vaporeon turned to go. As she walked to the ocean, her tail and head-fins drooped, and there was a great sadness in her eyes.  Mewtwo watched her leave, his own eyes revealing an emotional battle. Finally, he held up his hand for Vaporeon to come back. As she ran, he turned to the trainers. "My friends, I have a favor to ask of you. More specifically, I have a favor to ask of Misty." 

They were all surprised by this, Misty more than anyone. It was clear that Mewtwo shared a bond with Ash, and the two were very close. Why, suddenly, would he want her help? "What is it, Mewtwo?", she asked nonetheless. 

"All of my clones are perfectly content to stay on our island, out of the way of the world- all except Vaporeon. I can't understand what makes her different, but this little one becomes so restless on the island! She cannot stay put; she want's to travel, to see the world. That, unfortunately, is an opportunity I cannot give her." He paused for a moment, then continued more quietly. "But you can." 

Her eyebrows shot up. "What?!" 

"Misty..... will you take Vaporeon with you, as your own? I know you will be a caring and compassionate trainer, showing her the world and making her a better Pokemon than she could ever be otherwise. I would have asked the others, but you specialize in the Water-type; I couldn't think of a more perfect trainer for her." He finished, and looked straight at her, his purple eyes seemingly bottomless in their reflection. 

Tearing away from the intense gaze, Misty looked down at the ground, thinking hard for a moment; Kandra, Brock, and Ash hovered at her side in anticipation. Finally, she jerked her head up. "Mewtwo, I would be honored to train your Vaporeon!! I'll treat her as if she were my own flesh and blood!!" 

"Thank you. Thank you, very much.", he said, smiling. 

Grinning herself, Misty pulled a Pokeball from her waist. As Vaporeon nuzzled her, she tapped its head with the receiver button; the Pokemon smiled as she transfigured into red energy, which seeped into the ball. It shook for a few seconds, then was still as the red indicator light went off. Turning to the others, Misty struck a pose, holding the Pokeball high in the air. "All RIGHT!! I got VAPOREON!!", she exclaimed. 

"Awesome!", Kandra exclaimed. 

"That's really cool, Misty!!", Ash added. 

Mewtwo nodded at her. "Yes, and she will more than pull her weight on the journey." 

"What do you mean?", Brock asked. 

"I have given up the notion that clones are superior to their originals.", he said. "However, power is an entirely different subject matter; and if you so desire to use Vaporeon in battle, you will find her to be quite a bit stronger than average...." 


The night grew deeper, the darkness more complete, and soon, even the lights of the city dimmed a bit. As the moon peeked out from its mask of dense clouds, it revealed, just for an instant, a lightly colored shape moving swiftly across the grass hills and scattered trees that led to the north coast. Looking closer would have revealed it to be a creature about five feet long, with thin, fluttering wings, a light purple coloring, and big, clear eyes. Venomoth, the Poison Dust Pokemon, fluttered its wings silently and unceasingly; it was at home in the darkness, moth that it was. It flew onward straight as an arrow, making course adjustments every now and then. In fact, it was headed right for Mewtwo and the humans, asleep on the sand- how? 

The answer lay in Venomoth's vision. It was common knowledge that Venonat, the Bug/Poison-type's prevolution, could detect radio waves with its large compound eyes, and when the waves moved over their curved surfaces, they were sensitive to disturbances in the radiation; it really was a kind of biological radar. However, what had not been known, until just recently, was that Venomoth too had advanced powers of detection. One could almost tell by looking at its eyes: the pupils looked like two round black balls, suspended in clear orbs of glass. This translucency affected the Pokemon's sight in a number of ways. 

For one thing, the orbs absorbed and amplified even the smallest amount of light, giving Venomoth superb night vision. Most amazing of all, however, was its incredible ability to see phosphorescent traces, the faint markings and signs left by the imprint of chemicals in the body; these included blood, sweat, and tears, among other things. To a Venomoth, they appeared as glowing white impressions, while the rest of the world shone a hazy red in comparison. It was these phosphorescences that the Moth Pokemon followed now, occasionally on the ground, more often carried along the wind. There were many, to be sure, but it had no trouble searching through them. For it had been commanded to look for a very particular biological signature. 

The Bug-type fluttered over the first dunes. The little group slept there by the smoldering remains of their fire, Ash and Misty somewhat close to each other, curled up in their individual sleeping bags, Kandra closer to the fire, Brock a ways off on the opposite side. Mewtwo slept sitting up, his back resting on a sand dune as his tail curled around him. Yet even in sleep his powers were at work, creating a mental haze for all who passed close to them that night. So even as Venomoth found them here, it began to have a hard time remembering exactly where ‘here’ was, and how it had gotten there. But its job wasn't to lead the way anywhere; it was simply delivering a message. 

Ash was fast asleep, dreaming of grief, sorrow, and Pikachu- always Pikachu. Suddenly, he felt a slight touch, as if a leaf had just fallen from a tree onto his stomach. Opening one eye, he saw- or thought he saw- a fluttering shape hurrying away into the darkness. Then, peering back down, he noticed a white piece of paper, folded and sealed, was resting on his sleeping bag. Yawning, he groped around in his backpack for a flashlight; for it was very, very dark that night. Careful not to wake the others, he clicked it on and opened the paper. He at first thought it was blank, for much of it was. However, he saw in the middle a single line of writing, written with flourish by a heavy hand: 



“The top of Cinnabar's Robotrix Tower. Come alone.” 




He lay there for the longest time, thinking, deliberating hard. Then, he sat bolt upright, determination burning in his eyes. Slipping quietly out of his sleeping bag, Ash put the note into his backpack and slung it over his shoulder. He laced up his shoes, and made certain his cap was snug on his head. Then, with one final glance over at Mewtwo, he left the confines of their camp. He cleared the sand dunes and began walking at a brisk pace. Looking out, he could see in the darkness the dim outlines of the skyscrapers, their towers blinking to warn landing airliners. Slightly left of the city’s center was Robotrix Tower, almost 1/3 of a mile in height, rising from the city like some black knife blade. The tower was actually shaped like a pitcher plant, complete with a round tapering opening. But he had learned that this ‘lip’ only wrapped around the building, and hid a flat top.  And it was to this rooftop that he now trekked.

As Ash walked on, however, it became clear to him that this wasn't a smart idea. The outskirts of the city were a good five miles away, and there was still another mile from the edge to the tower itself. How on earth would he get there before the night was over-?  But even as he thought this, he felt his whole body shudder, then seemed to feel it dissipating. Looking at his hand, Ash saw it begin to glow purple, and fade away quickly in streaks of energy. For an instant, he could see a wild, rushing field of shifting light and no sound; then, it faded away, his body rematerialized, and he was standing in the city, right in front of the glass doors that opened into the tower. At first he was in disbelief, but then he realized that he had teleported- that is, something had teleported him. Ash thought he knew who it was, but he didn't dwell on the subject. 

Walking to the doors, he unsurprisingly found them unlocked. The huge lobby was a mass of sculpted steel and aluminum, with three elevator shafts on the left wall. One was open, and Ash walked into its golden light. The doors shut, and the elevator automatically began shooting up, so fast he felt the momentum. Still, it was ten minutes before he heard a ding! and the door opened onto a small room with a low ceiling, the walls polished steel like the lobby. Directly ahead of him was a small stair that led up to a trapdoor-like opening in the ceiling. He ran up, and the opening slid apart in two pieces, and he was on the roof. Oddly, it wasn't concrete at all, but a black metal, rough enough that he got adequate traction to stand and walk. The building's ‘lip’ loomed around him, making the whole area very shadowy. "All right!", he cried out, into the darkness. "I'm here!!" 

There was no answer. He tried again. "I'm here, Giovanni!! Come and get me!!" Though he was expecting it, he was still startled when the Rocket Boss slipped out of the shadows on his right. He was dressed in his usual attire of orange pinstripe, that same icy smile always on his face.  "You don't look surprised.", he said. 

"Why should I be surprised? This has 'trap' written all over it!! But I'm here now. Pikachu isn't here, he was never here. Now, send out your goons on me!" 

Giovanni chuckled slightly. "Well Ash, while I can't say it's terribly perceptive of you, I can applaud your intuition, however lightly. But you are mistaken: there are no Team Rocket soldiers here tonight." 

That shot his eyebrows up. "None?! But, but.... if you weren't planning to attack me, or capture me, or steal my Pokemon, then what am I doing here?" 

"I brought you here..... to challenge you." 

"Challenge me?" 

"Yes- to a battle!!" 

"Why?" 

"I have my reasons." Ash couldn't be sure, but he thought he saw a flash of remembrance- or pain- cross Giovanni's face; it was only for an instant, however. 

"What makes you think I'll accept?" he asked next. Giovanni smiled broadly. 

"Because, Ash, I have watched you, studied you, and tracked you since I sent Jessie and James after you in Viridian City; and I know about the minds of Pokemon trainers, being one myself. You are bold, courageous, defiant- and proud. You will not turn down my challenge- you cannot." 

The words hung there, as Ash stood with clenched teeth. A fierce debate raged in his mind; on the one hand, he knew it was foolish to fight Giovanni. There was no telling what the man might do; he had much stronger Pokemon, and he probably didn't always play by the rules. On the other hand..... 

He tensed his body in readiness. "Okay, Giovanni: I accept your challenge! Bring it on!!" 

The Rocket Boss smiled. He unbuttoned his jacket, and flung it back, to reveal a belt with six Pokeballs. "Excellent! We will use three Pokemon each, no time limit." Ash nodded, and plucked from his belt the Pokemon he selected to lead off. "BEGIN!!" Giovanni cried, and they both hurled their Pokeballs forward. 

Ash's ball bounced off the roof, and opened to reveal Cyndaquil, who flared his flame in challenge. Giovanni's split open, and Gyarados appeared with a monstrous roar. Looking up at it, Ash was immediately disheartened; none of his Pokemon could really defeat one of the powerful Water/Flying-types, least of all the Fire-type Cyndaquil- but he wouldn't give up.  "Cyndaquil, try evading it with your Agility!!" 

The Fire Mouse flashed purple, then began zipping around the roof at lightning speed. Gyarados recoiled back and moved its head rapidly in an attempt to follow its smaller opponent. Giovanni spoke loud and clear with authority. "Don't be overwhelmed, Gyarados!! Your size can overcome its speed! Use THRASH ATTACK!!" 

The huge Pokemon reared up high, then slammed back down to earth. The whole building shook as Gyarados whipped, wriggled, and writhed, like a fighter lashing out in all directions. There was a sickening whump! and Cyndaquil flew into the air. Giovanni was right: Gyarados was just too big for Cyndaquil to evade, and its Thrashing had halted the Fire-type’s high-speed maneuvers. "Now, Hydro Pump!!" the Boss yelled, and Gyarados shot a massive column of water into the air. The attack was well aimed, and sent Cyndaquil spinning like a fly hit with a squirt gun. Ash looked up and ran frantically, lining up to catch the falling Pokemon. Gyarados blocked his path, however, so there was nothing to do but watch Cyndaquil land with a WHAM!!!  He didn't get up; he was bruised and bleeding, and his breathing was labored.  Ash got out his Pokeball to return him, when Giovanni held up his hand for him to stop. "When you agreed to accept my challenge, you agreed to play by my rules," he said, then turned to his Pokemon. "Gyarados, FINISH!!!" 

Ash's mouth hung open in pure terror. The Finish command was banned in all realms of the Pokemon League, and only implemented by the most unforgiving trainers.  The Finish command ordered a Pokemon to kill! And as it opened its mouth and revealed its awesome fangs, he guessed that Giovanni's Gyarados was very familiar with the term.  "YOU CAN'T JUST KILL MY POKEMON!!" he shouted, full of fear and rage. 

The Boss turned to him. "Why? Are you yet a disciple of justice and chivalry, Ash?! I admire you- but the rest of the world does not! Do you not understand?!", he spun away, a bitterness that sounded years old in his voice. "Justice is dead, Ash; power is the only thing this ignorant world still understands." 

Despite the peril at hand, Ash could sense deep feelings- contempt, loneliness, disgust- behind Giovanni's words. But he was brought back to harsh reality as Gyarados reared back, high into the sky. It didn't appear that the Atrocious Pokemon would eat Cyndaquil- from the looks of things, it was going to land hard on the Fire Mouse and crush him. In a last, desperate rush, Ash leapt forward, standing over Cyndaquil.  "NOOOOOOOO!!!", he shouted. 

Gyarados fell down, as fast as a freight train- 

WHAM!!! There was a smash, but not against Cyndaquil and Ash, who had braced himself for the impact. Opening their squeezed shut eyes, they saw Gyarados slithering back, shaking its head as if it was recovering from a blow. Standing in front of them, shaking its own head, was a most distinctive Pokemon. It stood on all fours like a fox, colored a screaming electric yellow with a white collar. It's entire body was studded with spikes, and it's deep eyes seemed to crackle and spark. "JOLT! Jolteon Jolt!!", it cried.  Giovanni's eyes widened. A Jolteon?! Who could be here with a Jolt- 

The moon appeared again for a brief instant, just behind him. In that instant, he saw, in the silver light, a long, tall shadow cast on the ground behind him- long and tall, certainly, but he recognized it instantly.... 

"BILL!!", he swung around. Bill stood perfectly balanced on the lip of the tower; he was dressed in khaki pants and a red shirt, and had a black jacket on which was zipped up for warmth. 

Bill looked down. "Using the 'Finish' command on such a small Pokemon, injured already? It seems your sportsmanship has degraded, Giovanni." 

He narrowed his eyes. "What sportsmanship I had has adapted to the times, Bill! What are you doing here?! How did you get here?!" 

Bill leapt down, landing next to Ash with the grace of an acrobat. "I have my reasons, too- my concern here is the boy.", at this, he helped Ash to his feet. "Are you all right, Ash?" 

"I'm fine, but my Cyndaquil's pretty beat up." 

Bill bent over it. "Hmm. Gyarados gave it a pretty good thrashing. Hold him close, Ash; we can't get him to a Pokemon Center just yet! And if both of you don't mind," he said, grinning, "I'd like to step in on your battle. Return, Jolteon!!" 

Giovanni met the smile with his own wicked smirk. "I was just about to suggest the same thing. You return as well, Gyarados!!" 

"Fine then!", Bill cried, unzipping his jacket to reveal a belt with five more Pokeballs. "We will use three Pokemon each, no time limit. The ‘Poison’ status ailment is not allowed; all other status changes are legal.  No moves that cause poisoning, either primarily or as a side effect, may be used.  All other attacks and status changers are allowed; however, the Pokemon cannot stand still- they must keep moving at all times." 

Giovanni arched an eyebrow. "Our old rules." 

"Of course," Bill said, taking a Pokeball from his belt.... 


"GO, RHYDON!!" 

"GO, VAPOREON!!" 

So Giovanni and Bill cried as they flung their Pokeballs forward. Ash, cradling 
Cyndaquil, sat back against the lip of Robotrix Tower. In spite of his great misfortune, he 
couldn't help but be excited as the two Pokemon Masters squared off against each other. From Giovanni's Pokeball burst a Rhydon, tall and powerful. It flexed its muscles, whipped its tail, and true to its nickname, revved its iron horn, making a noise like a drill. 

From Bill's ball there came a decidedly more graceful Pokemon. Even though he had seen one already that night, Ash could see subtle differences between Misty's new 'clone' Vaporeon and the one that landed on her feet now. This one was curvier, with much softer lines than the clone, who seemed to have been engineered a bit harshly on purpose. There was also a discrepancy in color, as Bill's Vaporeon was a deeper, more azure blue. Giovanni grinned devilishly. "Of course, you realize that type matchups don't always determine the outcome of a battle." 

Bill returned the smile. "Of course." 

"Rhydon, TAKE DOWN!!" the Boss yelled, and the Rock-type lumbered forward, picking up speed and power as he went. 

"Dodge it, Vaporeon!", her master shouted, and she leapt up and over Rhydon, who passed under her by mere inches. "Good work, Vaporeon!! Now use.... SURF!!" 

Ash gaped in amazement as the Water-type began to shimmer blue-green, like 
seawater, and the moisture from the ocean air and the clouds began to collect around her. Suddenly, a massive wave erupted around Vaporeon, and she rode it straight at Rhydon. The Drill Pokemon was blown back by the onslaught of water, and he tumbled across the roof. As the foam died down, Rhydon could be seen, still awake, struggling to its feet. Vaporeon turned around. 

"Finish it, Vaporeon!!", Bill cried. "Ice Beam!!" Vaporeon opened its mouth, and the three white microbeams shot forward, freezing Rhydon into a block of ice at their touch. 

Giovanni returned his Pokemon. "Well done, Bill. I see your research hasn't 
dampened your skill in battle. But you may not be expecting my next Pokemon.... Go, 
PERSIAN!!", he cried, tossing the Pokeball forward. Persian, the Classy Cat Pokemon, 
sprang out and landed on its haunches, muscles tensed and tail raised high. Normally it spent its days being petted and pampered by Giovanni; however, when need be, this Pokemon could certainly earn its keep. 

Bill was a bit surprised. "Your Persian? I didn't think you still battled with it." 

"I own Persian. Simultaneously, I never own anything useless. So, all of my Pokemon can fight- Persian, THUNDERBOLT!!" Persian raised its tail higher, and from the charm on its forehead a bolt of yellow electricity surged out. It hit Vaporeon head on, and she screamed in shock and pain. However, like Rhydon, she hung in there, albeit more so- Thunderbolt was only doubly painful to her, as compared to Surf being four times more damaging than normal for Rhydon. Giovanni laughed.  "Your Vaporeon has very thick skin, but I'm afraid that won't save it. Persian, SLASH ATTACK!" 

Persian bounded forward, its claws extending. It Slashed the still-dizzy Vaporeon- hard, for it was a Critical Hit. She cried out once again, and fell, but this time did not get up. "Vaporeon, return! You fought bravely.", Bill whispered as she energized, and shot back into the Pokeball. He looked up again. "If it's raw power you want, Giovanni, then it's raw power you'll get!! GO, FLAREON!!" And with that, he threw another Pokeball forward. 

Again Ash noticed a uniqueness in Bill's Flareon, as she landed neatly on her feet; her skin was a little more crimson than normal red, and her tufts of fur were slightly whiter than the normal yellow. There was a difference between her and her predecessor, as well- where Vaporeon had been quiet and still at her entrance, Flareon pawed the ground anxiously, crying out, "FLARE!! Fla flare!" in a clear challenge to Persian. She was an aggressive battler. 

Bill smiled at the little gladiator. "Flareon, use Body Slam now!" 

Giovanni cried out in turn. "Persian, counter with YOUR Body Slam!!" 

The two Pokemon ran forward, Persian a little more swiftly, Flareon a little bit more powerful from the get-go. They rammed together with a terrible SMASH!, but they 
absorbed the shock of impact, and both Pokemon began pushing against each other, their heads locked. The initial force of the attack was lost, and it was now a question of brute strength. At first, neither of them seemed to be winning. However, Flareon suddenly gave a mighty surge and knocked Persian away like a bowling pin. The Normal-type skidded across the roof, and then staggered to its feet. "We've toyed with them long enough, Persian!", Giovanni called to his Pokemon. "Use Swords Dance!!" 

Energy in the shape of scimitars erupted from Persian and spun around him, increasing his Attack power. Bill ordered Flareon to use the same move, and the two Pokemon soon had their twin stats enhanced. It was silent for a moment, and as always very dark. The only light was the tiny smoldering from Cyndaquil, the glint off of Persian's charm, the lights of the city that let shapes be viewed, and Flareon, who seemed to glow faintly from within. Suddenly, Giovanni thrust his arm out. "Persian..... HYPER BEAM!!!!!!" 

Persian sucked in pure, unfiltered energy from space, spinning, clashing, and swirling together in his mouth. He closed it, then opened it again as an enormous glowing orange/gold beam shot out like a sunray, wreathed in crackling energy bolts. Flareon closed her eyes and gritted her teeth, bracing for impact; it came, and she was blown back against the wall. But she somehow landed on her feet and slid the rest of the way, absorbing the blast. Indeed, the Hyper Beam was so bright it had momentarily blinded everyone, especially with their eyes used to the night. As Ash blinked, trying to regain his vision, he saw a red shape. His jaw dropped, and Giovanni's had too: Flareon stood there, shaking its head, hurt for certain, a bit dazed, but standing, and very much in fighting condition. Only Bill kept smiling. "My Flareon isn't as hard to kill as my Vaporeon, but she can take her fair share of knocks. And you made the poor mistake of using Hyper Beam, which should by common sense only be used as a finisher!!" 

"Do not lecture me on the conventions of battle!!", Giovanni yelled, furious. 

"Smash it, Flareon!!", Bill now cried, using a command he had created. Knowing it at once, Flareon leapt forward. Persian had just gotten up when it was knocked back again. After that the Classy Cat had no time to recover, Flareon was attacking it so relentlessly. The "Smash it" command ordered a Pokemon to repeatedly strike its opponent with body contact moves, such as Body Slam, Return, or Take Down. And since it was selecting its own attacks, Flareon didn't have to wait for commands like Persian did, so she always got the first attack. One final Take Down sent Persian reeling back into the wall. 

"Good, Flareon. Now, FIRE BLAST!!" Flareon opened its mouth as a cloud of fire burst outwards. From the cloud came a shape, made of fire, resembling some strange Japanese character.  It struck Persian, engulfing him in the thundering flames. He yelped, then flew backwards, blackened and charred. He lay still. 

Giovanni returned Persian. He was trying to remain calm, but Ash could see 
frustration building on the Boss's face. "Well, Bill, I suppose your Flareon was very well trained, to have such incredible Attack power." 

"Yes, I got Flareon after we parted ways. She's been a very valuable member of my team." 

Giovanni grinned evilly. "You want to see a valuable member of my team?!", he cried. "I choose you- TYRANITAR!!" 

Ash's mouth opened again. From the ball, sickly green with a look of ferocity in its eyes, flew a massive Tyranitar. The Dark/Rock-type copied Giovanni's sly grin and added a confident air to it- as if it were quite sure of its own power. Bill was grim. "Just like you, Giovanni, to use one of the brutes of the Pokemon world." He turned to his Fire-type. "All right, Flareon, we have to do this! Use your Shadow Ball!" Black and violet energy swirling, Flareon formed one of the Ghost-type projectiles and sent it flying, but it just impacted on Tyranitar's iron hide with little reaction from him. 

Giovanni grinned fiercely. "Forget it, Bill! A creature so strong as Tyranitar cannot be beaten in a straight fight! Tyranitar, MEGA PUNCH!!", he cried. What followed wasn't really a punch at all but more like a swat, as Tyranitar hit Flareon hard with its powerful arms. 

"Now, Crunch!!", and Tyranitar bit Flareon, Dark-type energy seeping from its jaws like venom. "Finish it with an ANCIENTPOWER!!", Giovanni cried again.  The powerful creature stamped its fist into the roof, causing the whole building to rock violently. In a straight line chunks of the roof, like boulders, flew up bathed in red light. The last one erupted right under Flareon, sending her flying into the sky. Her master did a mid-air return; he knew she was already gone. 

Now, Bill was beginning to get a bit worried; by the rules of the match he only had one Pokemon left. Should I? He thought. It could work....... but her whole strategy revolves around...... and it's been banned by the rules...... but none of the others will have a chance..... Yes!  I have to risk it!  He turned now to his opponent. "You're right, Giovanni." 

"Right?" 

"About Tyranitar. You said I couldn't defeat him in open combat, so I can't. Times like this call for other strategies..... go, UMBREON!!" He flung this last Pokeball forward. 

Once more, Ash's mouth opened wide, and with good reason; unlike the last two Eeveelutions, there was nothing subtle about this Umbreon's differences from the normal Umbreon. It was not obsidian black, but a deep midnight black, and the rings on its body glowed a brilliant blue in color, and sparkles emanated from the air around it. With its red eyes and black pupils, it stared at Tyranitar, with the cold stare of a Dark-type Pokemon; the Armor Pokemon, a Dark-type himself, met the deadly glare with one of his own. Giovanni was amazed, too, and Bill laughed. "So, you like my Shiny Umbreon?" 

"Shiny?!" 

".... Shiny.", Ash repeated, gazing on. He thought now of his own Shiny Noctowl, and realized that he and Bill were lucky indeed. 

"Even if your Umbreon is shiny, it doesn't have the power to beat Tyranitar!", Giovanni asserted. "Go! Use SKULL BASH!!" The Armor Pokemon tucked its head in, increasing its Defense in the same motion. Then, spined skull first, he charged forward, straight at Umbreon. She stood there, calmly, her blue rings flickering every so often, either on their own or reflecting the moonlight. 

"Wait for it.... wait....", Bill urged her, holding her back. Finally, Tyranitar was close enough. "BARRIER- now!", he called, and the shimmer of a Barrier formed around her. It shuddered and crackled as the full force of the Skull Bash hit it, but held firm. Tyranitar was bounced back, shaking its head and scrambled to his feet. 

"GRRR!!", Giovanni practically growled; he was getting impatient! "Tyranitar, hit Umbreon HARD with your SLUDGE BOMB!!" The Dark-type popped its mouth open, like it was going to throw up, and out came a large ball of dark purple sludge, hurtling towards Umbreon. The Sludge Bomb slammed through the Barrier and hit Umbreon, knocking her back. She got to her feet quickly, however, and thankfully was not poisoned. 

Bill, however, noticed none of this, for he was lost in thought with his head towards the ground. Then, slowly, he raised it, and a broad smile formed on his face. "Your Tyranitar just used Sludge Bomb.", he said simply. 

"Yes. So what else is new?!" 

"Sludge Bomb..... can poison. You broke the rules of the match." 

"And what if I did? You said that my sportsmanship has degraded, and it has! Winning, with power and might, is all that matters." 

Bill shook his head. "If that's your new philosophy, then I'm not surprised you've forgotten the 'catch 22' of our custom rules. It was," he stated, obviously building up, "that if one person breaks one of the rules of the battle, then the other person is free to break that same rule also!!" 

Giovanni thought for a moment, recalling. Yes, that had been a rule. Bill broke in on his thoughts. "Congratulations, Giovanni- you just opened up my key strategy! Umbreon, MEAN LOOK!!" Umbreon's eyes flashed red, then violet, and the same flashes echoed on Tyranitar; the flashes would prevent him from being recalled. 

"What?!", Giovanni cried; what was Bill doing? 

"Now Umbreon, use your Confuse Ray!", and a bright orange radius of light came from her eyes, and shone on Tyranitar. The light shifted and flashed, dazing and confusing the big Rock-type. It spun around in efforts to shake off the confusion- to no avail. 
"Okay girl, now for the cou de graz! TOXIC!!", Bill shouted. Umbreon nodded, and opened her mouth. A squirt of screaming purple slime shot out like the tongue of a chameleon, and coated Tyranitar. The highly poisonous liquid defeated his armor- in fact, it was absorbed by the rock hard skin. Tyranitar staggered, not because of the confusion this time; the toxin was making its way through his systems, causing him to lose health all the while, more health each turn. 

Giovanni was amazed; he hadn't expected this. Bill had fought Tyranitar not with brute force, but with cunning, and status changes; and he couldn’t do a thing about it, because of that infernal trapping move!! "TYRANITAR, CRUNCH!! CRUNCH UNTIL YOUR JAW FALLS OFF!!", he screamed, and the big Pokemon snapped and clacked, but the confusion and poison worked in tandem to destroy his aim and timing. Plus, by order of Bill, Umbreon slipped in a few Headbutts- not strong against him, but they did their part in chipping at his health. 

Suddenly, Tyranitar stopped entirely, in the middle of the battlefield. He convulsed horribly, as the poison shot through his system. Then, he gave a loud groan, and toppled over, landing with a tremendous thud; he had fainted. 

Umbreon jumped for joy; Bill smiled and returned her, then helped Ash get to his feet. "Bill, that was amazing! You took out that Tyranitar with almost no attacks!" 

He smiled. "Where there is the greater strength, there often lies the lesser skill." Then he turned back to Giovanni, who had put Tyranitar away. "The match is mine, Giovanni; will you lose graciously?" 

He smiled devilishly. "No." He whipped out a black remote, and pushed a red button on its top. There was a blast from far below, and Ash ran to one of the observation gaps in the lip of Robotrix Tower. looking down, he could just make out, in the gloom, large metallic shapes crawling out of a hole in the street- Mantoids! 

He turned back to Bill. "There are.... there are robots coming for us! We have to get out of here!" 

There was a faint tinkling of glass as the doors below were shattered. Could the Mantoids fit in an elevator?  Ash had no interest in finding out.  Nodding, Bill took out his sixth Pokeball. "Come on- let's fly!" He cried, throwing the ball up; it burst open in the air. 

From it came a Pokemon resembling a large robotic heron, its skin a living steel; it was Skarmory, the Armor Bird Pokemon. "Avatar," Bill said to the Steel-type, "we need a ride. Hold tightly to Cyndaquil, Ash!" 

Avatar nodded, his yellow eyes focused and resolute. Bill and Ash leapt on his back, and he spread his multi-faceted wings wide. With a mocking half-salute to Giovanni, Bill motioned upward, and they leapt into the sky...... 


As Ash and Bill flew away on the Skarmory, Avatar, they both got a very strange sensation. Ash had felt it before, and each time stuck out in his memory- but what he didn't know was that, back down on the roof, Giovanni was having the same sensation, at the exact same time. So were Misty, Brock, Kandra, and Mewtwo, but they felt it in their dreams. It was a feeling like.... they were being watched. This feeling, surprisingly, was not merely paranoia- they were being watched. 

The source of the sensation was within an ancient Mayan temple, deep in the Amazon River Basin. The structure was cracked and worn, battered by the years and the elements, but there could still be seen writing on its stone face; oddly, this was not the famed Mayan pictograph writing, but Unown writing, sacred throughout the ancient world, used only for the most important and sacred communications. Atop the pyramid of steps there stood the altar room where the high priest had once dwelled, performing sacrifices so the sun could rise each day. Now, in front of a still-intact stone chair, images of all the aforementioned persons and Pokemon floated in the air, surrounded by a shifting haze. The generator of these images sat in the chair now, thinking deeply. 

What now? She thought to herself. The events on Cinnabar have entered a lull, a brief rest period which will be needed by all parties. But that rest will not last long, and soon the clashes will be fiercer than ever, especially between Ash and Giovanni, Giovanni and Bill- and Mewtwo and Mewtrix. So, the question is: what do I do? 

She closed her eyes, and let her thoughts roam free across space and time in an effort to decide. To stay or to go? Or do neither? Was there a third choice? 

She came now to Ash, directing Bill and his Skarmory towards the beach- why, what was this? A lone creature was following them, dark gray with even darker wings, razor teeth, powerful talons, and strong flight muscles. It was an Aerodactyl, a Pokemon from the prehistoric world of immense power. She could see from its open thoughts that it belonged to Giovanni, and by Cinnabar Labs had been resurrected under his direction; further more, the Boss had ordered the swift Rock-type to intercept Avatar and kill him, Ash and Bill too if it had to. Giovanni was devious and clever, that was certain; indeed, though he was quite evil, she held him in high regard- he truly was one of the most cunning humans she had ever seen or known. But no human could consider all the variables in a situation. Giovanni, it seemed, had forgotten her.  He could hardly be expected to remember her, but he had forgotten about her nevertheless- and that was always a mistake.

She stretched out her mind, reaching her thoughts to the clouds that covered Cinnabar Island. The Aerodactyl was firing Flamethrowers, and several had hit the Skarmory, who under Bill's guidance was desperately trying to evade the saw-toothed Flying-type. The clouds, after some resistance, came under her command, and she began building ionic charges within them; thunder rumbled overhead, causing the chaser and the chasees to pause, and look up in wonder. Suddenly, a lightning bolt- oddly pink in hue- blasted from the heavens, hitting Aerodactyl with over 1 million volts of electricity. It should have killed the Fossil Pokemon, but somehow it survived, falling into the sea completely unconscious. Avatar, badly burnt but still airworthy, circled above for a few moments to make sure his pursuer was gone, then flew away, Ash and Bill quite perplexed. One lightning bolt, which could have stuck anywhere on the earth's surface in a second, had come down right in front of them. More than that, it had very conveniently struck the Aerodactyl attacking them. How? Why? 

Back in the Amazon, the watcher retreated the power back into her mind's eye. 
Well, she thought, I have done it; it my own small way, I have played a role in this rapidly-expanding drama. But the question looms now greater than ever: do I expand that role? 

Mewtwo has grown so much, she thought now, from the hard, bigoted, unsure time bomb he was at our first parting. He still guards his feelings- he always will- but he has become more compassionate, more understanding, and knows better the value of life. Ash, Misty, Brock, and Kandra have been responsible for his most recent changes in heart. Soon, he will no longer have to work in the shadows; he is almost ready to be included as a true Legendary Pokemon, and fight alongside the likes of Ho-Oh, Lugia, Raikou, and all of us...... but he still faces much opposition. 

Giovanni of course. And Mewtrix; he is so much like Mewtwo once was, but even worse because Giovanni has implanted his own thoughts and teachings into his mind. He is like a blend, a terrible mixture of Mewtwo and Giovanni, with his own twisted personality reiging above all else. That personality is consumed by power, power and intolerance: for Mewtrix strives to be powerful, the most powerful Pokemon- the most powerful anything on the entire planet, and he shall bend his wrath on all who 'get in his way'. The only one who might be safe is Giovanni, who Mewtrix respects for his conniving mind and cunning thought. But the Cyborg has become quite skilled himself at plotting and scheming. Mewtrix's power, Giovanni's resources, both of their minds, working for a common goal- she shuddered at the thought of what could be accomplished. 

Yet, fighting against all of this, standing with Mewtwo in the face of all, was Ash, along with Misty, Kandra, and Brock. Ash has finally found his role in life's great stageplay. He is one of the Sentinels, the great guardians, who with their power over Pokemon kept the world safe in the ancient days. After the subduction of the Dark Legendaries, they were no longer needed, and thus vanished from mind and memory. But now one has appeared again, the most visible sign of all that evil is gathering strength, and will soon grip the earth by the throat as it once did. Mewtrix is the first trickle of what will be a terrible, dark flood. Then the Sentinels shall rise again, and show the world that they and their power are much more than the stuff of fairy tales. 

Brock, Misty, Kandra, and now Bill; I am not sure what their roles will be. They have all helped Ash and Mewtwo, in their own ways- Brock with his strong heart, Misty with her tenderness, Kandra with her great spirit, and Bill with his cunning, which rivals that of Giovanni. Yet it would be foolish to think of them as minor characters, to cast them aside simply as helpers to the great. Yes, she smiled, I feel that they have some part in this much more than baggage handlers. They may become warriors, fighting alongside the Sentinels with their Pokemon, among other weapons; I do not know. 

Suddenly, she snapped her eyes open, and they blazed in the darkness; the images of Ash, Giovanni and the others vanished. I do not know that, and I do not know other things; there is too much I do not know, she felt resolutely. I should have paid greater attention in the first place, should have thought more of Giovanni's dark thoughts or the warnings laced in Mewtwo's musings. I was busy with other things, but that does not excuse a lack of vigilance- a lack that will not happen again! 

Yes, I may not need to act against Mewtrix, but I must certainly be there, especially since this whole terrible business was begun with my DNA. I will take up residence in the waters around Cinnabar, listening, watching, waiting, lending a slight hand where I may, and always alert for when I might be needed in my fullest capacity

There was a deep rumble in the temple. A hole burst open in the roof. Suddenly, she shot out in a flash of pink, leaving a pink energy trail behind her, so fast was her flight. 
Yes, I must hurry, for there is much the others also do not know. Ash only barely grasps his power; Mewtwo knows more, and has guessed well, but even he does not know the story- few do. I must find Ash, she thought, find him and show him his destiny. The darkness is gathering. Mewtrix is only the first..... 

Chapter 10- Back in Black


Giovanni walked briskly into Cinnabar Labs, his teeth clenched in disgust over losing to Bill. Curse that cocky playboy! I almost had Ash, too!! He stalked down the bright hallways until he got to the Administrator's Office, where he went in and locked the door. He went over to the computer, and even though there was just a blank desktop on the screen, he keyed in the word ‘BOSS’ in all capital letters. There was a clicking sound, and the bookcase on the left wall slid aside, revealing a long corridor of stone walls, dimly lit. 

He walked down it until he came to a spiraling staircase, which he descended to an intersection of two hallways, paneled with gleaming steel and again lit faintly by mounted lights. He took the right one, striding briskly down the corridor and throwing apart the large double doors of the stadium. It was modeled after the Viridian City Gym (which he still owned and operated), and the only sources of illumination were currently the torches on the walls and pillars; the overhead lights were not on. He stood there for a few minutes, calming, cooling down, and collecting his thoughts, for he still had work to do before he could retire for the night. 

Specifically, he had two paramount priorities. He wanted to see Pikachu, who at present was being held in the chambers below the stadium along with the rest of his Pokemon. Giovanni wished to get a better feel for the manner and spirit of the Electric-type. As he thought about it more, however, the Boss realized he had another appointment, which at the moment was slightly more urgent. With this in mind, he strode across the battlefield until he got to the doors below the overlooking balcony. These he opened, and walked down a winding staircase to yet another hallway intersection, with corridors of paneled steel going off to his right and left. This time, however, he approached the double doors of wrought iron directly in front of him. 

He was about to press the intercom when Mewtrix's voice rang in his head. I saw you coming. You may enter.

Shrugging, Giovanni went in, and the doors closed automatically behind him. The softly carpeted room held a couch and several chairs, all of which were framed with the same metal as the doors. In addition, there were at the border of the two doorways large, tall statues, also of wrought iron, sharp and dark, rising from the floor like a rack of scimitars. A large plasma monitor dominated the wall opposite the doors. There were lights on the walls, but they were at medium brightness, completing the dark toned look that was currently uniform throughout the whole complex of secret chambers, beneath Cinnabar Labs' main building. Giovanni looked around, glad that he had guessed correctly with all the iron; Mewtrix hadn't complained, at any rate. "Mewtrix?" he called. 

"Coming," he responded, and emerged from the left doorway. Giovanni was extremely startled. 

"Y-your armor! Where is it?!", he cried. For Mewtrix was indeed devoid of his power focusing armor, and stood there ‘naked’, his purple eyes reflecting the light of the surroundings. 

He arched an eyebrow, his emotions startlingly visible on his open face. "Ah, so you noticed. Well, sir, you must first not worry; I will be fine temporarily." He raised his arm, and the Boss saw a metal insertion band leading by wire back to the old blocky regulator, the one Mewtrix had been hooked up to when he had first awakened from his cybernetic implantation surgery. "As for my armor, it is here in my chambers; but by the end of the information I am about to share with you, you may want it back." 

Want it back?! The Psychic-type was making no sense whatsoever. However, Giovanni, knowing Mewtrix, went along, figuring there was some point to all of this. "Are you recovering well from your battle with Mewtwo?" 

A dark light came into his eyes at the mention of Mewtwo. "Yes.... it has been 12 hours since you recovered me from the ocean. I am back to my standard state of health." 

"Good. Now, you said you had something to tell me- what is it?" 

Mewtrix cleared his throat slightly, and began. "First let me say, Giovanni, your technicians at Robotrix Systems are ahead of their time. Their design and construction of the armor I have worn is quite good, especially considering they have little experience dealing with creatures as powerful as myself. It has served me wonderfully so far, fulfilling all that I have required of it. However," he cleared his throat, "however, your contracted people are, after all, only humans, and you did not, I assume, tell them everything; further, they could not see the future. They could not know what I would have to go through while wearing their creation. 

"In short," he said, "they built their armor to focus the power of a supreme, an ultimate, one who would always be the dominator in every battle in terms of strength. To that end, it performed excellently during my training, and even in my first few battles with Mewtwo and Ash.  But my most recent battle was of an entirely different caliber; Mewtwo used his psychic powers more aggressively than he had previously, though why he changed his style all of a sudden I am not sure.  Simply put, my armor could not handle the stress." 

Giovanni nodded. "Of course- because you were fighting something that was closer to you in power level." 

"Yes. So, as I lay in bed, resting, healing my wounds, I began to think of why my armor had failed me, and more than that..... how I could improve upon it." 

That caused the Boss to raise his eyebrows. "Improve?" 

Mewtrix smiled. "Come with me," and he turned back into the doorway. Giovanni noticed that he had taken the wheels off of the bulky regulator, and now floated it behind him with his power. Following the Pokemon in, the Boss saw that they were in a room that Mewtrix had redesigned; it was paneled with silver, and bright LED lights shone down. Attached to the wall were numerous LCD computer screens, sticking out on bending metal 'arms'. On the far wall there was a chair, silver and black, which sat at a large, traditional wooden drawing board; a big LCD writing screen was mounted next to it on a pedestal. 

Mewtrix motioned to the board. "Now you see how I have been occupying my free time." 

Giovanni looked down at the paper, then at the LCD screen. On both were.... sketches...... drawings...... notes in a quick, slight hand........ and deliberate plans, complex equations, and a few merely random sketches. Yet out of all of it, he thought he could discern something..... "I know what I think it is," he said, "but I am not sure." 

Mewtrix walked over to him, and dimmed the lights until the room was dark. He then flicked his hand at a strange projector buried in the middle of the floor, which hummed to life. It was a holoprojector, and before them now flashed 3-D images of what looked like- 

"Armor?" Giovanni wondered, and that is what it was; armor, to be sure, but certainly not Mewtrix's armor. There was something different about it. 

Mewtrix smiled. "Yes, Giovanni. I have designed my own armor, specifically tailored by me to meet all of my needs." 

"But.... how does it work? Do you ask me to build this?" 

"No- it is already done." 

"What?!" 

Leading the way once more, Mewtrix went to the master bedroom; his old armor was spread out on the king size bed. Slightly off and away was a rack, made of- surprise- wrought iron, its upward slicing points serving as 'hooks', for what hung on it.... Giovanni turned to his Pokemon. "You have already.... constructed this armor?! How?!" 

Mewtrix went on unfazed. "If it bothers you, sir, then you were far too lenient when you said I could use your couriers for my own needs; they got the superfluous parts, and the more important materials I procured from Robotrix itself, under another name." 

Giovanni should have been furious, and indeed he was a bit angry, but not terribly so; he was more curious than anything else, and his thoughts lingered on the device which hung on the rack in front of him. "So, this is the armor you created...... how does it 'work'?" 

"Well, the original armor was an alloy of titanium and aluminum, both strong and light. However, I found that for my needs, two metals were not satisfactory; I needed the combined features of many different elements, so I constructed the armor of a quad alloy." 

“‘Quad alloy’? Why...... that's four elements! How is that possible?” 

Mewtrix grinned even broader. "It is impossible in physics labs and particle accelerators; however, it is not for me, because my psychic power is an incredible bonder. If I wanted, I could make oil and water come together as one liquid; 'nothing is impossible', as you once said. So, I combined four elements: titanium, aluminum, beryllium, and gold. Each one had qualities I needed in my armor." 

"Such as?" 

"Titanium provided its awesome strength, and aluminum its great lightness, as they did in the old armor. The addition of beryllium was a kind of gap-bridger: not as strong as titanium, not as light as aluminum, but strong AND light nonetheless- plus, it is more durable than either." 

Giovanni nodded. "And the gold?" 

"Gold I chose for its peculiar conductive properties. Gold can conduct electricity, and block out harmful radiation; however, it is extremely conductive of psychic power, kind of like a lightning rod for mental energy. In addition, if the atoms of gold are arranged in such a way, then any psychic energy run through it will be concentrated, channeled, and-" 

"Focused," Giovanni finished the sentence; this was truly remarkable. Robotrix had handled the power focusing with circuitry run through metal, alternating the charges; now, Mewtrix had done the same thing- maybe even better- with no electronic assistance at all! "But what about your cybernetic implants?" 

"That proved more of a challenge; however, after reading up a bit on nanotechnology, I found I could apply that to my situation. Thus, there are thousands of tiny transistors and antennas embedded within the metal, sending and relaying information to my implants. And if you are worried about the conductivity of an opponent’s psychic power, do not, for I treated this gold with my own power, and from now on, that is all it will conduct. 

"So, there you have it! I have improved upon the armor of Robotrix. The armor I have designed is lighter, stronger, and performs better than anything their human technicians could have coceived. Now, I know you may be angry with me for going behind your back; however, keep in mind that what helps me.... helps you." The Pokemon was silent then. 

Giovanni stood there for the longest time, rolling all of this information over in his head. In particular, Mewtrix's last words kept coming back to him. Finally, he smiled. "I should indeed be angry, Mewtrix, but for some reason, I am not. Perhaps you are right: what helps you helps me.  But at any rate, I believe all that you say about this armor, and as such think it will improve your performance in the field quite a bit.  I give you leave to wear it." 

"Thank you, sir.", Mewtrix said, bowing slightly. 

"Well then, let us see you put this new armor on." The Boss crossed his arms, waiting. 

The cyborg nodded. "Of course. You will also notice it has no clamps; when I was combining the metals, I arranged the atoms so that they would change shape and 'remember' it when a psychic charge was run through them, so that they will conform to my body." 

He floated the new armor off the rack, and put it on piece by piece: first the shin guards, then the guantlets, then the breastplate. He detached from his arm the insertion ring that led to the bulky regulator. He then flashed purple slightly, and the areas of the armor that had been loose curved and tightened without a sound, until they fit snugly. Lastly, Mewtrix slipped the helmet on, and tightened that as well. He stepped back slightly. "Well? What do you think?" 

Giovanni was impressed by the armor. It did look lighter, and was less restrictive than before; it covered less of his body, exposing more of his upper torso, legs, and arms. The pieces were 'swoopier', the ends swept back more, and the design as a whole was thinner and more flowing. The helmet visor was reshaped slightly, giving Mewtrix a wider field of vision. He took all this in- however, he was then preoccupied with another quality of the suit. "Why, it's.... black." 

Mewtrix looked down at his wrists. "Yes, it is black. I shaded the metal myself; for some reason, black seems to suit me, do you not think?" 

Giovanni had to admit he liked it: Mewtrix standing there, tall and powerful, hidden by gracefully designed armor, pure black in color.  It was extremely menacing....


Avatar, Bill's Skarmory, struggled to remain airborne. Giovanni's Aerodactyl had fired many devastating Flamethrowers at him, and with each hit the Steel-type had grown weaker. Now, as he flew over the grassy dunes, his strength began leaving him by the second. His eyes fluttered, and each wingbeat was an effort.  Bill noticed this. "Come on, Avatar! You can do it! Just a few more yards!" 

Ash was worried as well, looking up at the sky. There was a grayness now, piercing the black sky; dawn was fast approaching.  Mewtwo might already be awake, and when he noticed Ash was gone (which he definitely would), he would most certainly wake the others. They'd be worried sick! "Bill, when we get there," he said, for he had told Bill the way to the north beach, "what's gonna happen when we get to the campsite?" 

"I expect we'll have to heal Avatar- those Flamethrowers burned him badly, especially since he's a Steel-type. Then, I guess I'll have to reintroduce myself to your little group. Have you picked up any new friends since we last met?" 

"Uh.... yes.", he said. If only Bill knew! But then there came another worry: how to explain about Mewtwo? 

Back on the beach, Ash's predictions had been very accurate: when he left, he had taken with him the brain waves he constantly generated. This absence of mental activity had been noted by Mewtwo in his sleep, and about an hour before the present time he had been awakened by the absence, only to find Ash gone. Alarmed, he had first scanned the general area, then began searching with his psychic powers, covering wider and wider radii. Strangely, however, he did not pick up Ash as he watched the fight on Robotrix Tower. So, he had woken the others, and for the past hour Brock, Kandra, and Misty had combed the beach in search of their friend. Now, they were returning back to camp with forlorn looks on their faces. As Brock started up the fire again, Misty spoke. "Mewtwo, do you have any idea where Ash is?" 

The Genetic Pokemon turned to face her, from where he stood looking out at the city, scanning once more. "No- and that is what worries me. I should have picked him up by now! I don't understand how he could be eluding my scans-" he stopped. "Wait- I think I feel something." 

"Is it Ash?!", Kandra cried, jumping to her feet. 

"I do not know. It might be.... it is hazy, shadowy..... strangely..... masked. But there are two other signals along with it." 

"Look!", Brock said, pointing to where he had casually glanced a moment later. As they all looked that way, they saw a large gray bird in the dawn light. It fluttered its pink-purple wings fitfully, sometimes slow, sometimes in sporadic bursts, always labored, as if it was struggling to remain in control. 

Kandra craned her neck. "It looks kind of like a Skarmory.....", she said. 

At that moment, Avatar gave out; the pain was too much for him, and he lapsed into semiconsciousness. His wings limp, he plummeted from the air, Ash and Bill hanging on for dear life. Those on the ground saw it as well, and began running out across the sand.  Even on the brink of fainting, Avatar attempted to guide himself, and the Skarmory made one last adjustment with its wings, sending it a few feet over the heads of the rushing trainers.  Then, he blacked out, and seconds later, crashed into the soft sand, flinging Ash and Bill off. Ash, for his part, fell slightly forward and right; Bill was thrown straight forward, knicked his ankle on the Armor Bird's raised crest, and flew a few feet from the fire. 

As she ran towards the Skarmory, Misty discerned a figure near it, with a very familiar cap and vest..... "ASH!!" she yelled, forgetting the fallen Steel-type for a moment as she outpaced Brock and Kandra to her friend’s side. Misty thrust him up and threw her arms around him, hugging him tightly. "Ash, are you okay?!" 

"Ooof! Yeah, Misty, I'm just fine!" he laughed, throwing her off playfully. "A little sandy, but otherwise okay." 

"We were so worried!! Where have you been?!", Kandra said, coming up now to give her own embrace. 

"Yes, where have you been? We've been searching the beach for almost an hour. Mewtwo was scanning the island, but he couldn't pick you up.", Brock said, helping Ash to his feet.

"And what were you doing on a Skarmory?", Kandra said, walking back over to where Avatar lay in the sand. As she got closer, she could see that the Flying-type was badly hurt; there were numerous cuts and scratches in its steel-like skin, and burn marks covered its flank and wings. It's eyes were closed tightly, and its breathing was labored. 

Brock noticed as well, and ran to it, kneeling down. "Oh my gosh! This Pokemon needs serious medical attention! It's in critical condition!!" 

Misty was in awe. "Look at the beating it must've taken, to receive those wounds! I'm amazed it could still fly!! Is it wild?" 

"No, it's..... oh no, Bill!!", he cried, and began looking across the beach frantically. 

Misty heard the name, and searched her mind. Bill.... Bill... Bill! Yes, I remember him! The man with the mansion/lighthouse on Cerulean Cape!! We visited him right after Ash fought me in the gym battle! "Ash, is this Bill’s? I remember him!" 

"Hey...... so do I!" Brock said, looking through his own memory. 

"Yes. He came to me, and saved me and my Pokemon from Giovanni. He flew off when the Skarmory crash landed, and I can't see hi-", he stopped dead. He had noticed Bill was flung away dead over Avatar, over the dunes: right at their campsite!! "Where's Mewtwo?!" he wondered aloud. 

"I think he stayed by the fire," Brock said. Ash rushed across, followed by the others, his mind in a state of worry: what if Bill saw Mewtwo? What if Mewtwo saw Bill? What would they think of each other? What if Mewtwo overreacted? What if Bill had panicked- 

As they came over the last ridge, they heard Mewtwo's voice, but it was focused elsewhere, as if he were talking to someone else. "..... and thus, the DNA was probably damaged. So, as near as I can figure it, the clone was damaged too, and Giovanni replaced its unworking internal systems with mechanic implants. These would need a regulator. Furthermore, if he was anything like I was, he would also need a ‘lens’ for psychic energy, something that would help him channel and focus his power-" 

"-Which would explain the need for such armor. It does double duty: it regulates the cybernetic implants, and focuses Mewtrix's power.", said..... Bill?! Sure enough, the researcher was standing right in front of Mewtwo. Evidently, the two were engaged in conversation. "Fascinating. I've seen some of the things that Robotrix does: prosthetics, cancer treatment, nuclear medicine- most of it, obviously, in the medical field. But I've always suspected they were crooked, and their work for Giovanni on this 2nd generation Mew clone, Mewtrix, only proves it. Clearly, they save their best technology for the highest bidder- whatever that bidder's intentions." 

Mewtwo nodded. "Yes. The worst kind of people: not good, not evil, only looking for profit.  Much like Giovanni himself." 

The four trainers ran forward. "BILL?!" Ash cried. "What are you DOING?!" 

He turned. "Oh, hello there Ash. Misty, Brock! Long time no see. And this must be Kandra- I've heard a little about you already." 

"H-hello.", she said meekly, extending her hand. He took it, smiling handsomely. 

"Pleasure to meet you.  The name is Bill.  I'm a Pokemon researcher and inventor, though I do a little training in my spare time." 

Mewtwo spoke up next. "She is a trainer herself. They are all excellent trainers, and have served each other well, and served me." 

Misty was dumbfounded. "You two were just..... standing there..... talking..... huh?" 

Bill laughed. "Oh yes, your friend Mewtwo was just telling me about the problems you've been facing here on the island. I must say, Ash, you've performed brilliantly! All of you have!! Facing down a Super Pokemon, one so malicious as Mewtrix too- and until Mewtwo arrived, all by yourselves!! I commend you, my friends." 

"But.... but.... I don't understand!!", Ash cried. "As far as I can tell, neither of you have seen each other before in your life. Yet here you are, probably not much more than five minutes after meeting, and you seem like you've known each other all your life!!" 

Mewtwo held up a glowing palm. "This, by the way, makes six, Ash, who are in on our little secret." 

He understood that part now, but was still confused. "Even if Mewtwo did share the story of what went on New Island, shouldn't you be shocked and amazed?! Still dumbfounded, even?!" 

"When I first heard the tale," Kandra added, "I spent over half the day just reacting to all the new information." 

Bill tapped the side of his head. "You don't think I'm not reacting, even now?", he said. "But to those eager to learn, Kandra, there is no shock; only intrigue." 

"Come," Mewtwo said, rising to his feet. "The tide is going out. There are crabs on the beach, which will make a wonderful breakfast.  Let’s worry about feeding ourselves and healing Avatar for the moment.  When we’ve crossed those bridges, we can talk more." 

Their attention redirected, the newly enlarged group of friends set about completing their two tasks.  On the beach, Ash let out Cyndaquil and Bill let out Flareon.  As Mewtwo had forseen, there were a great multitude of crabs cross-stepping through the receding surf, and the two Fire-types charged them headlong, blasting the scuttling crustaceans with their Flamethrowers, careful not to burn them too much.  Soon there were more than enough smoking specimens on a towel beside the fire pit, and after Kabuto split their shells open, Brock began to grill the meat on spits over the fire, Kandra and Ash lending a hand when necessary. Meanwhile, Mewtwo, Bill, and Misty were tending to Avatar's wounds.  Following Bill’s instruction, Misty found- to her surprise- the ingredients to make an ointment that would cool the Steel-type’s scorched metal skin.  When she had gathered them all, she returned to Avatar’s side, and with another raise of her eyebrows saw Bill sitting cross-legged in the sand, weaving a bowl out of dune grass.  “You can even weave baskets?” she asked incredulously.


Bill looked up at her from the edge of his eyes.  “This is nothing.  It’s even harder underwater.”


“What?”


“Nothing,” and he chuckled mysteriously.  Shaking her head slowly, Misty dumped her finds before the enigmatic researcher, who took a few moments to finish the bowl before placing the ingredients inside.  He then sent her for seawater, and when she returned with a beaker full of it he had already mixed the components of the ointment quite thoroughly, mashing them together with his fist.  He took the seawater from Misty, and when it was added the pulpy mixture finally took on the smooth, slimy consistency of a proper lotion.


With the mixture done, Bill rolled up his sleeves and dunked his hands in the bowl; they came out coated with sea-green salve, and he began to rub this gently over a long patch of blackened steel on the leading edge of Avatar’s left wing.  Misty followed his lead, as did Mewtwo, who had previously been keeping the feverish Steel-type cool by generating a fine mist with his powers.  Together, the three of them made good time covering Avatar’s burns.  When they were done, Mewtwo channeled his Recover power into his hands and shone it across the Skarmory’s body.  The two medicines worked in concert: Bill’s salve reduced the pain of the burns and invigorated the steel skin’s natural healing process, while Mewtwo's Recover healed the damage Avatar had taken within him and gave him some badly needed energy. The double treatment was extremely successful: within twenty minutes the Armor Bird Pokemon had opened his eyes, and with a quaking weariness he rose to his feet. He clearly needed more rest, however, and Bill recalled Avatar to his Pokeball just as Brock shouted from the beach that the crabs were ready. 

The food was, of course, delicious, the woody taste of grilling perfectly balanced against the crab meat’s richness.  As they ate, Ash, Misty, Brock, and Kandra told Bill everything that had happened to them since the first three had encountered Kandra on their way to Ecruteak City; it seemed like centuries had passed between then and now. Ash found it difficult to recount the part where Giovanni had stolen Pikachu, leaving Brock to finish that episode.  When he was done, Ash picked up the narrative once more, detailing his conscious swallow of Giovanni’s bait.  Mewtwo looked reproachfully at him when he was finished.  “That was very foolish of you, Ash,” the Genetic Pokemon said.


Kandra agreed.  “You could have been captured.  Worse, you could have been killed- and you knew it!  What if it had been more than just Giovanni on top of that office building?  He could have had reenforcements-”


“He did,” Bill informed her.  “Robots of some kind.  I saw them coming out of a hole in the street as Ash and I departed on Avatar.”


“Mantoids!” Misty gasped.


This made Kandra even angrier.  “And there was nothing between them and you but your Pokemon!”


“And the Mark of Legends!” Ash appended fiercely.


Kandra snorted derisively.  “After powering up five Pokemon, you wouldn’t have been in any condition to give commands.  I don’t have much experience with Team Rocket, but it doesn’t take too long to figure out not to mess with Giovanni.  You’ve been dealing with them for years.  You knew the risks, but you rushed in headlong anyway!  Why, Ash? Why?”


With a heavy sigh, Ash shrugged his shoulders.  “I don’t really know.  I guess that.... I saw him steal Pikachu right before my eyes.  He watched Mewtwo and Mewtrix tearing up the city with their fighting, and when we accused him he admitted it!  He chuckled!”  Ash clenched his fists angrily.  “He’s so arrogant.... he’s a bully, that’s what he is!  So when he gave me the chance to challenge him, even in a fixed fight... I couldn’t resist.  I had to stand up to him!”


“I can understand how you must feel, Ash,” Bill acknowledged.  “But acting on impulse is never wise.  That Gyarados would have crushed you like a bug if Jolteon and I hadn’t intervened when we did.  You’re all caught up in a dangerous web of guile and deceit, if you tangle with Giovanni.  Watch your step.”


“I did think about it!” Ash responded.  “I considered not going, honestly I did!  But I figured that was what Giovanni would expect.  I thought by actually showing up I would surprise him.... be bold.”


Kandra huffed again.  “There’s a difference between being bold and being stupid,” she coldly observed.


“Take that back!!” Ash growled, leaning forward.  Kandra did as well.  They were sitting directly across from each other, and the temperature seemed to drop as they stared each other down.  Misty, Brock, Bill, and Mewtwo watched with noiseless unease, their eyes darting from one trainer to the next.  Ash and Kandra inched closer, their eyes smouldering.  Neither one had any desire to back down, and Kandra proved to be a match for Ash in terms of inflexible stubbornness.  Both would capitulate rather than concede.  The air crackled with tension.


Finally, after what seemed an eternity, Ash blinked.  Sighing, he looked down slightly.  “I guess... maybe you’re right,” he muttered, glancing at Kandra from the corners of his eyes.  “I should’ve been more careful.”


Kandra’s visage softened.  She sat back, biting her lip pensively.  “Yes- for your own sake, Ash,” she said, almost pleading.  “No one needs to get hurt....”

 
The standoff was over, and the storytelling resumed.  Mewtwo spoke up next,  adding his own story, which none of them had heard: how he had grown restless living idly at his island villa, how he had detected the psychic signature, and how he had immediately flown to Cinnabar Island in search of its originator.  Next, Bill told of the phone call to  Professor Oak that had first brought Ash’s situation to his attention, mentioning in addition how worried Delia was.  Chartering a small plane, he had flown on it the first three-quarters of the distance to Cinnabar, and for the last seventy miles had rode Avatar low and fast over the waters, thereby slipping onto the island undetected.  Bill concluded with a detailed account of his battle with Giovanni on the roof of Robotrix Tower, his and Ash’s pursuit by the Rocket Don’s Aerodactyl, and the happy chance of the well-placed lightning bolt.  This last matter raised a flag in Mewtwo’s head.  “Peculiar,” he commented.  “The night was overcast, but I sensed no storm threatening.”


“Opposing static charges collide all the time, in the upper reaches of the atmosphere,” Bill observed.  “Occasionally, lightning will result even on a clear day.  It’s rare, but it does happen.”


“And quite conveniantly, it would seem,” the Genetic Pokemon replied.  “Completely incapacitating Aerodactyl just as Avatar was weakening.  A blow from the heavens, exactly where and when it was needed most...”

“Insinuating anything, Mewtwo?” Brock asked. 

Mewtwo shook his head.  “No, just.... making observations.”  Privately, however, his suspicions had indeed been aroused.  The notion of a force of nature, especially one so random and powerful as a lightning bolt, occurring right as Bill and Ash needed it was a bizarre one indeed.  Particularly because it seemed to have occurred in the same general time period as a feeling he had gotten in his sleep.  It had just been a murmur, a gentle ripple across the vast waters of the psychic field, but its small wake had focused on the island in the night.  And it had felt.... vaguely familiar.  Perhaps the mysterious lightning bolt was no coincidence at all....


He suddenly noticed the five humans staring at him.  “What’s wrong, Mewtwo?” Misty asked.


He shook his head; no need to trouble them with half-formed conceptions.  “Nothing... nothing at all.”  They stared at him for a few moments more, uncertain.  Refusing to be perturbed, he resumed eating breakfast, and his friends soon did the same.

Soon the food was gone, and the six companions sat back around the fire, basking in the early morning sunlight, digesting and reflecting.  At length, Ash spoke up again. "There's one thing that I don’t understand, Bill." 

"What's that?" 

"After you finished laying out the battle rules to Giovanni, I heard him say, 'Our old rules'. And you replied, 'Of course'. What was that all about?"


Bill slowly leaned back, chuckling in a sad and tired sort of way.  “Custom battle rules,” he said, sighing gently.  “Whose origins date back before you were born.” 

“You mean.... do you know Giovanni?” Misty asked, amazed.  “Have you met him before?”

Bill sighed again, and it seemed to his young listeners that he looked older as sadness crossed his handsome features. "Yes, Misty.  Giovanni and I do know each other.  And there was a time when we did far more than just meet and greet.”

They all raised their eyebrows in surprise.  They hadn’t expected this- and what was more, Bill seemed to be building up to something, something big.  After pausing to let his first words sink in, the Pokemon researcher continued.  “There is a story behind our words last night.  A story that you need to hear, Ash.”


Ash gasped, blinking hard as Bill looked straight at him.  “Me?!” he exclaimed.


“Yes.”  Bill sighed again and looked up at the sky, still almost white with the brightness of the rising sun.  “It’s a story you should have heard already... and not from me.  But I may actually be the best person to tell it, because I know the whole story, which is more than some can say.  I was there, for all of it.”  They were hanging on his every word.  Once more he paused, looking out over the ocean.  An albatross was drifting slowly over the water, its wide wings barely moving as the warm salty air kept it aloft.  
He turned back to Ash, Misty, Brock, Kandra, and Mewtwo, who were all staring attentively at him.  Bill grunted; there was no avoiding it now.  He had drawn them in, and now he would have to tell them... he would have to tell Ash everything.  “The morning is young, and we have time, so I will tell you the tale, though when it’s finished you may wish I hadn’t.  It is a sad story, no question. It does involve me, and Giovanni.  But Ash, it also involves your mother.... and your father.”


The gasp was unanimous and sharp.  Ash’s eyes were wider than saucers.  Suddenly he was excited and afraid all at once.  “My.... father?” he whispered, barely able to breathe.  “You... you knew my father?”


“Knew him?!” Bill started, partly offended, partly amused.  The retort died on his lips as he beheld the boy’s innocent awe and wonder.  Bill was puzzled for an instant- then he remembered.  “That’s right..... you don’t know.”


“Know what?!” Ash exclaimed, barely able to contain his curiousity.


Bill chuckled.  “Ash, there’s a branch missing on your family tree, and it’s time it was filled in.  I'll be blunt: my last name is Ketchum.” 

"WHAAAT?!" Ash cried, in total shock.  The others exchanged glances of utter bewilderment.

"Ash, I am your uncle. Your father was my brother, and your mother is my sister-in-law by marriage." 

"I..... I don't believe it!" Misty gasped. 

"This is why I've always gone by my first name around you.  Professor Oak didn't think you should know at first.  ‘Not till he’s older,’ Samuel would always say. Well, I say you're old enough, and were old enough when we first met on Cerulean Cape.  But there are other reasons I always go by my first name, though these days it probably doesn't matter as much.  So I held back... until now."


Ash heard Bill’s last words in a numb haze.  He was staring, hard, at his newly-revealed relation.  At first glance, he and Bill bore little resemblance to each other, sharing neither eye color nor hair color.  Even the structure of their hair was different... but as he looked closer, he started to see familiar things.  Their eyebrows, for one- different pigments, same shape.  And the chin... the cheekbones... the nose...  The more Ash looked, the more he noticed the familial resemblance between him and his uncle, and he wondered now why he hadn’t noticed it before.


Bill knew Ash was examining him.  He smiled, another shape Ash recognized as his own.  “Your father looked a lot more like you than I do,” he informed him.


“My father...”

Bill spoke again.  “Your father.... my brother... where do I begin?  Robert Ketchum was the best.... companion.... that I could ever have wished for.  I loved him... so very much.  He was my younger brother by two years, and growing up we became each others’ best friends.  He was courageous, and unwaveringly devoted to the things he believed in and the people he loved.  He was determined to the point of being stubborn, and he could be extremely headstrong.  He felt before he thought, always guided by his heart.”


“Sounds a lot like Ash,” Misty observed with a giggle.


Bill smiled.  “Yes- yes it does.  He was also very adventurous, and so was I.  There was a woods near our house in Vermilion, and every day we would stomp our way through the undergrowth pretending we were on an adventure.  From our earliest days, we both wanted to be Pokemon trainers.  I wanted to know and learn all the secrets and mysteries about Pokemon; Rob, as I called him, wanted to earn the trust and love of Pokemon, and with their cooperation someday rise to greatness." 

Ash nodded. "He wanted to be a Pokemon master....." 

"I suppose you could say that. Anyway, we kept that dream all through elementary school, all through junior high, and all through high school.  In fact, through grade school we became trainers; Pokemon were allowed in school back then, and 'Pokemon Techniques' was a gym class, which was really just 50 minutes of battling!!  But by helping each other, Rob and I eventually stood above all our friends.  I helped Rob understand dual types; he helped me recognize my passion for Eeveelutions. We were both enamored by Pokemon, and now more than ever our dream was to become Pokemon trainers. 

"So, with that in mind, you can imagine our excitement when, in the summer of 1984, we were accepted to Saffron University, which has for good reason earned the nickname 'Battle U.'; it was then, and still today is one of the few, colleges that allow Pokemon battles on campus- even on the busy sidewalks between buildings! But despite its high trainer population, Saffron is and was a great school, and our parents were happy to let us go. It was there I learned all I know about the mechanics of battling, not to mention my double majors in physics and biology. And so, that fall, Rob and I packed up, and headed for Saffron. 

"It was at registration our first day there, when we met a young woman by the name of Delia Sintphol. She was from Celadon City, and had come to get a bachelor's degree in Business.  Business was Rob's major, too, and as a matter of fact, we were all in the same class (I wasn't majoring in it, but I was taking it as a side course). By the end of the day, we were fast friends. I could tell", he smiled slightly, "that she was somewhat taken with Rob." 

"So, my mom and dad met in college? And you were there too.... wow.", Ash said aloud, mostly to himself. All this time, he had met up with his uncle back in Cerulean, whom his mom had known since college- and Ash had never heard any of it! How had his mother been able to keep it a secret all these years?

Bill continued. "So, the three of us hit it off very well; and I had quite a bit of fun playing matchmaker that first year and a half, trying to set Rob and Delia up. Eventually, I realized that they would fall in love on their own, when they were good and ready.  Turns out we were also all in the same 'Biology of Pokemon' class, taught by none other than Professor Oak himself." 

"Professor Oak taught you?!" Kandra said, amazed. 

"Indeed he did. As burgeoning trainers, the four of you have only seen his helpful side, and heard merely tales of his exploits; but there's a fantastic mind behind those brown eyes of his. If you really did give his lecture at the Bioengineering Conference, I expect you got a glimpse of it. 

"That's basically how it went, until the beginning of our third year. Then, there was an announcement in Poke Bio that we would be getting a transfer student from Italy; he would come for two years, studying abroad, learning more about our culture. The reason he was selected over his peers was the fact that he could already speak English quite well. That next week, Professor Oak presented the student to us, who introduced himself as Giovanni Alliccio." 

"GIOVANNI?!" Ash and Misty shouted. 

"Giovanni went to SCHOOL with you three? I don't believe it!!" Kandra cried. 

Brock's eyebrows furrowed. "I do. It makes sense, when you think about it; Giovanni did say 'Our old rules', which would lead one to assume that they were in school together at some point. But you would have had to have been friends....." 

"We were friends!" Bill exclaimed. "Strange as it may seem to you, Giovanni was a wonderful person back in those days.  He was bold, fierce, and dedicated to being the best- he still is, but there was no malice in his heart back then.  We introduced ourselves to him that weekend and found that he, like us, was a Pokemon trainer.  So, being the quite congenial college students that we were, we let him into our little group, and our trio became a quartet.  Besides, we figured, if we banded together, our combined might would make us the kings (and queens, Delia would always add) of the campus. And so we were," Bill laughed. "We eventually became known as the Stat Four." 

"'Stat Four'?" Kandra said quizzically. 

"Yes, for you see, with the exception of Hit Points, we each specialized in one of the four measurable statistic qualities of a Pokemon; this was, of course, back in the old days, before Special was split up.  Rob was into Speed- he liked Pokemon that could get in, do damage, and get out very fast.  Giovanni liked the Attack stat- he preferred creatures that could give massive beatings, even if they couldn't always receive them. Myself, I enjoyed the Special stat- Pokemon that could both deal punishment with Special Attacks and receive that same Special punishment in turn were my forte. Delia, meanwhile, specialized in Defense- her Pokemon could survive many an assault unharmed." 

"Wait!" Ash said, interrupting once again. "My MOM was a Pokemon trainer?" 

"Are you kidding?", Bill said with a loud laugh. "Of course!! She may not talk about it much anymore, but Delia was one heck of a battler in her day. Like I said, she specialized in Defense; and we all used three Pokemon. I used Vaporeon, Jolteon, and Venusaur; Rob used Electrode, Pidgeot, and Starmie; Giovanni used Machoke (I think it's a Machamp now), Rhyhorn (now a Rhydon), and Persian; and Delia, she used Muk, Cloyster, and Exeggutor. Since all of her Pokemon had high Defense, her favorite strategy was to raise their Defense even more, and just wait the battle out, recovering and evading when necessary. Eventually, of course, the opponent would get tired, which was a bad thing; you did not want to be facing one of Delia's Pokemon when yours ran out of steam. I remember one battle where she was fighting one of the football jocks, who had a Dodrio- she used Muk. When the Dodrio was tired from attacking, she poisoned it with Toxic, smashed away with Body Slam, and when the time was right, BAM-", he snapped his fingers, "finished it with a Hyper Beam.  Those were the days.

"We grew close as the months went by, and Giovanni and your father became the best of friends.  Giovanni and I did too, as a matter of fact.  Indeed,  for a while, your mother dated Giovanni." 

"Dated?", Ash said. Whether Giovanni had been good once or not, it chilled his blood to think of that terrible man being close to his mom. 

Bill could tell it was upsetting for Ash. "Only for a month or two; they both decided they weren't meant for each other. Then, finally," he sighed in a happy way, "Rob asked her to the Homecoming Dance in the fall. I had a hand in that, the only successful time I ever played Cupid. I remember when he asked her; Giovanni and I were in a tree above them, and we exchanged quiet high fives, for he had helped too. 

"Of course, then the branch we were sitting on broke......" 


".....And?", Kandra asked. 

"We ran like heck," Bill said, laughing. "I don't know what they thought we were, because Rob didn't talk about it when he got back to our dorm room. Eventually, they found out we were there, but they weren't mad- indeed, they seemed happy Giovanni and I had gotten them together. But it did work like a charm, and Delia and Rob were the stars of the dance. Giovanni and I had dates too, of course, but our evening wasn't as enchanting (I would imagine) as theirs was. I remember they were quiet most of the night, and never stopped looking into each others eyes. 

"That last year went by like a blur, a monotonous drone before what we all knew was coming. Then, at graduation, it happened: Rob proposed." Bill smiled. "They were married five months later; it was a storybook wedding. Giovanni and I were the best men! Their honeymoon was a cruise through the Seafoam Islands, where Rob swore he saw Articuno." 

Ash sighed, so wonderful was the picture in his mind. He could see his father leaning over the rail of the balcony of their cabin, his mom visible through the door, asleep. His dad would have been looking up at the moon, the stars, the jagged coasts of the islands, when he saw it: a flash, maybe a slow blur, of a huge blue bird with mighty wings and long, beautiful tail feathers. He might even have heard a loud, distant rumble, if Articuno were traveling at supersonic speeds...... 

"Ash?", Misty said, breaking him out of his daydream. Having paused, Bill now continued, though on the tip of Ash's mind he could just barely feel that the story was about to take a more grave tone. 

"Fast forward now, six months later. I often visited Rob and Delia, wanting to be a good big brother.  One thing that began to trouble us was that we had heard nothing from Giovanni since he had gone back to Italy after the wedding; no phone calls, no letters, nothing.  Then one day, Rob got a telegram from him: he was coming to visit us at Professor Oak's laboratory in Pallet Town, where Delia and Rob had recently bought a house. 

"He showed up around 9 o'clock that night, but he was different from the Giovanni we had parted with eight months ago: he wore a black suit with his hair slicked back, and his eyes were much more intense. This might have been natural, given his age: he was six years older than me, and I was the oldest out of the three of us.  But somehow I knew it wasn’t.  He looked.... like he’d been hammered and chipped, like someone had been chiseling away at him in order to bring someone else to the surface.  Underneath the sharp facade, however, he was still our Giovanni, and we had a wonderful time talking and reminiscing. He even battled Rob- Rob won, and Giovanni congratulated him for it. 

"The next morning, he told us the chief reason for his visit: he was going back to Italy soon, but would be happy to take us with him! All that would go, anyway, and for a week at that.  Professor Oak had some work to do, grading pretests from his class back at Saffron.  Delia also said she would stay, but she didn't tell us why- it was only later that I learned she had just found out she was pregnant with Ash.  So it was the three of us, and we left two days later for the airport. 

"We got off at the airport in Rome. A beautiful place, Rome! Full of history, full of scenery, full of life and laughter- if Italy were a book, Rome would be its summary. We saw the Coliseum, the Roman Forum, and even Vatican City! But through the whole day, I could tell that Giovanni was brooding over some deep thoughts. That night, I found out I was correct. 

"Giovanni took us to a little family-owned place, whose operators seemed to know him, and sat us near the back. Then, in the quiet, he told us why he had really invited us here- he was having 'family problems'." 

Brock guessed it first. "You mean-" 

Bill nodded. "Yep. Giovanni was in a Mob family, and his father had recently been pressuring him to get in on the family 'business'. Quite simply, he didn't know what to do, and that was why he had asked us here tonight. I must admit, though, that Rob and I didn't have any ideas. Sure, it would be different if his was a family of car thieves, or even better, just of robbers and pickpockets; but his dad was a Mafia Don, and there was no way the three of us could take them on and win, even to just pull Giovanni out. So, we realized the best thing to do would be to leave the country; get out, and put the whole mess behind us for the moment. Maybe back in Kanto, where the threat of his family wasn't so near, we could think of something. 

"However, no sooner had we agreed to this than who should saunter through the door but Gratezi Laccialla, Giovanni's father. He wisely introduced us as 'college friends', and since Gratezi didn't know we knew, he treated us nicely enough. However, he mentioned that Giovanni had to 'go out tonight with the family' to 'meet' the new Labor candidate for mayor; obviously, he didn't square right with the local Mob, and I could guess what was going to happen. So, as Giovanni left with them, Rob and I, in our usual rushing manner, decided to stop what was looking to be an assassination. 

"We learned from some locals that the candidate, Vito Murcelago, was meeting several of his constituents in one of Rome's many plazas. Getting there early, we scanned the surrounding buildings until we found one with a wide open balcony, no coverings: perfect for an unobstructed shot. We crept up there, hiding in the shadows; Rob called the police before we left, telling them when the assassination would probably go down. Sure enough, the mayor showed up promptly, at 8:30. at 9:00, while the podium was setting up for his speech, the Mafia goons walked in, silently. 

"We were expecting one, maybe two guys. However, there were three- Plus Gratezi and Giovanni! Apparently, the father had decided to take his son along for the ride, to get him used to the type of 'work' he would be doing. Giovanni wouldn't fight us, but that still made four tough Mobsters with guns- nevertheless, we decided to carry out our plan. At around 9:15, Mr. Murcelago got up on the podium, a crowd of people gathering around them. Then, I saw one of the henchmen unsling a rifle from his back, and kneel down in the gloom of the balcony, silently, the barrel of the gun lined up dead with the back of the politician's head. Then, he steadied himself- his finger slowly moved to the trigger..... 

"Suddenly, there was an outbreak of sirens, startling those outside and those within. I saw Gratezi look up in rage- he must have realized he was betrayed, but by whom?  His eyes shot to Giovanni for a moment, who quailed under his father’s eyes.  Then, Rob and I came from the shadows. Before they could react, Rob let out Electrode, who zapped them with a Thunderbolt; my Vaporeon, meanwhile, slicked the floor with Ice Beam. Giovanni broke away from his father's side to join us; Mr. Almontillo Sr. , enraged, pulled out a pistol. Suddenly, there was shooting through the door, and one of the assassins fell with blood gushing from an artery in his neck. It was the police, and they weren't in a mood to read rights; they were going to gun down anything that moved in that room. Giovanni leapt from the balcony, I did the same. Then, there was a flurry of gunfire, sounds of struggle, and a massive blast that shook the street- Electrode, I suppose, using Explosion. Then, it was quiet, and we waited for Rob to come down." 

Bill sighed, deep rings of sorrow under his eyes. "He never did- we waited an hour. When we finally went back up to the room, there wasn't a soul to be seen; just Electrode, tipped over and blackened from its explosive move, and pools of blood everywhere. 

"I never did see Rob again. The way we figured it, he was killed, either by Grazi in one last act of vengeance, or by the police in their trigger-happiness." Bill lowered his eyes. Ash was on the verge of crying. He huddled next to Kandra, who attempted to comfort him. Brock and Misty sat stone still, their faces masks of composure beneath the sadness. Mewtwo wore the same stoic expression he had throughout it all, though his eyes wavered slightly. 

Finally, taking a deep breath, Bill continued; he had to now. "I broke the news to Delia when I got back; she was heartbroken. She had planned to tell Rob she was pregnant when he returned, and couldn't be consoled. It took her a month to stop crying on a daily basis. But, she's a very strong woman; she finally held her head high, and carried on. I've always admired her for that. 

"But that was when I got back; at the present, Giovanni and I ran through the streets, our eyes blinded by tears. I was merely sad, having lost the only brother I had ever known. Giovanni, however, was sad too- but more than that, he was beside himself with rage. The way he saw it, his family and the law had combined to kill his best friend. It wasn't fair, he said. It wasn't fair!! That very night, he wanted to destroy his family, and then slaughter the Rome Police. I tried to console him, but it was no use; he would not be quieted. When I said it wouldn't solve anything, he turned on me, accusing me of not caring about Rob. That made ME angry too, and I left, leaving him standing there. 

"That night, in my hotel room, I called the police, and told them to be watchful for Giovanni. He must have noticed their heightened state of alert, and thus not carried out his plan. But the next morning, he called me, as I was packing up. 

"He said I was a fool; a fool for thinking that law would ever solve anything. I remember those words now like it was yesterday. If the law was going to kill innocents, he said, then the law had ceased to be good. That was why the Mafia managed to survive and thrive. Law, order, ethics- it was all dead, and the only thing left was power. Power made the rules, power broke the rules, and power ruled above all else." As Bill spoke this, Ash was reminded of Giovanni's words to him, when Gyarados was about to finish Cyndaquil off: ‘Are you yet a disciple of justice and chivalry, Ash?!  I admire you- but the rest of the world does not!  Do you not understand?!  Justice is dead, Ash; power is the only thing this ignorant world still understands.’ 

"He then told me what his father had originally wanted him to do within the Mafia. There was an old branch of it, Team Rocket, that dealt with Pokemon, and since Giovanni was so good with Pokemon, Grazi had thought he would be a natural choice to lead it, resurrect it. That, Giovanni now told me, he would do, and his father's spirit would curse the day the words were on his lips. The power of Pokemon was exactly what he needed to overthrow the evils of 'justice'- it was the only thing. He would break Team Rocket away from the Mob, and establish it as his own organization. Then, he would use it to control all the rare and powerful Pokemon of the world, until there were none left that were not under his control. Then, with that power, he would be supreme- and all the corrupt law, the law that had killed his friend, would fall before his might." 

Bill sighed. "At least, that was how it started. He may just be a criminal now." 


When Bill had finished his tale, Ash rose to his feet shakily. He walked towards the surf, his head hung down. It was all too much, far too much for him to think about, everything that had happened in such a short amount of time. First Mewtrix had attacked them, then he'd found out about his Mark of Legends, then Mewtwo had shown up, now Bill, and now he had just learned how his father had died. Ash was tired of holding it in, and he went ahead and cried, tears rolling down his cheeks as he walked along down the beach. 

Eventually, they all got up and walked off to do some soul-searching. Misty left first going to the right where Ash had gone left, and Brock went with her; Bill, his hands behind his back, hiked back over the sand dunes, sitting down on the grassy hills. Mewtwo, practically the only one not crying, slowly floated off the ground, and lazily began swooping over the ocean. Finally, only Kandra was left, sitting alone where she had sat for the past hour and a half. Looking up through her own tears, she could still see Ash, a speck far off down the beach. Getting up, she began running after him barefoot, carrying her shoes. They both tread on the wet sand near the water's edge, so it was only when she was right behind him did Ash know she was there. 

Turning his head just enough to see who was there, he then hung it once more. "Oh. Hi Kandra." 

She blushed. "Oh, sorry. Did you want to be alone?" 

"None of us should be alone, if we can help it. Come on.", he murmured. With that, she fell into place beside him. They walked silently, for a few minutes. 

"So..... pretty day, huh?" Kandra said, in an effort to make small talk. 

"Yeah..... the sky's a nice blue." 

"Yeah." 

They kept walking. Finally, Ash spoke. "You know, I've hated Giovanni ever since we met him, even if it wasn't too long ago. But after that story, I almost..... feel sorry for him." 

"I know. I mean, if one of us lost our best friend, who's to say we wouldn't do the exact same thing?" 

There was a sharp intake of breath, and Ash began to peel away. Kandra gasped. "Oh my gosh! Ash, I am so sorry. I forgot about-" 

"It's okay.", he said. He wanted to cry again, but this time he held back. Kandra noticed this, however. She smiled sadly. 

"Ash, you don't need to hide your tears from me. Just........ don't laugh, the next time I don't hide them from you." 

He sniffed. "O-okay.", and with that, he sobbed, silently, freely, Kandra looking at the ground. 

Finally, she looked up, Ash's shoulders still wracked with cries. She smiled again, and tears began falling from her eyes as well. Suddenly, she wrapped her arms around Ash, and hugged him tightly, dropping her shoes. He was surprised, but comforted by her warmth, and began hugging her too. So, they stood there, on that beach, the water touching their feet every so often, embracing as they cried, Ash's cap tipped over his eyes, Kandra resting her head on his shoulder. 

After some time, they backed away. Kandra wiped her eyes. "Gee, look at us." 

Ash smiled. "Yeah- somebody call the waa-mbulance." 

They both laughed. Ash dried his eyes, and the two of them stood there, looking at each other. "So, d'you think we should head back?", he asked next. 

"Okay- but not too fast." 

"Whoever said we'd go fast?", Ash said to Kandra, smiling slyly as she picked up her shoes; he took off his own, and they started down the beach slowly. 

She was the first to break the quiet. "It must have really hurt Bill, to lose his brother like that." 

"Yeah. I never even knew him." 

"I lost my mother when I was just a baby; my dad took care of me on his own, not an easy thing to do when you're a language professor at a university." She smiled broadly. "He used to tell me all about my mother. He said she had long, dark hair, as smooth and shiny as mine, and a lovely face with the most beautiful blue eyes he had ever seen. Dad would joke with me that there must have been a mix up when I was born, because my hair was the exact shade of blue as her eyes." 

"Then she must have had beautiful eyes.", Ash agreed, looking at Kandra's hair again, for it really was a beautiful color. 

She turned her head, smiling slightly. "I'm not kidding!", Ash reiterated. "In fact, I don't think you should ever wear it in pigtails again." 

"Oh, please!", Kandra laughed. "Why all this talk about my hair? Let's talk about your hair, Mr. I-Fear-The-Comb! I've seen the way it looks, and all I can say is I'm glad you wear a hat!!" 

Ash laughed too, and she laughed even harder. The peals of laughter continued for a few minutes, then they began walking again, struggling to keep straight faces. As they spoke some more, they returned to the subject of Ash's father. "He died well, though, as they would have said in the old days: preventing someone from being killed. I can't think of a better reason to spend your life.... if you have to spend it." 

Ash nodded. "He sure was brave. I wish I was braver, especially right now, when I have to face so much of this." 

"You're not alone; I'm here, and Misty, and Brock, and Mewtwo, and now Bill. We're all in this together." 

"Yeah, I know.", he said, and he became grim. "But, you know, I've got this feeling. Call it paranoia, call it just fear, call it a premonition, but I have this worry, this dread, that at the end, the climax of this whole mess, it's just going to be me- alone." 

Kandra sighed, tried to think of something comforting to say, and could find none. "Actually, Ash, you're not the only one. I've always felt that way, too; I couldn't really figure it out, but it always seemed like you were the most prominent figure of our group, especially when we took on Mewtrix. If someone is to lead, it's you. If one of us had to stand alone, you were the one. And now, if one of us was alone, needed rescuing, then well, that was you, too. 

"I will say this, though. Ash, I know no more about your father than you do- probably even less- but I think he would be very proud of you, right now, and the great things you have already done. 

"But something tells me you are destined for more even than this, and that the Mark of Legends is only the first step on the ladder. There is something about you, Ash, that I can't put my finger on- something, well, noble; proud, strong, mighty even." She touched his hand, and he held hers. "I might just be imagining things." 

Suddenly, he felt a surge go through his body, emanating from his left upper back. He shuddered slightly, in response, and instinctively looked over his shoulder. He could just faintly see a glow, pale white, or pale gray. Kandra looked as well- however, having (obviously) a better view of it, she could see what he could not, and her eyebrows raised. Ash saw the reaction. "Is it-" 

She nodded. "Your Mark- it's glowing again!", for glowing the Mark of Legends was, so brightly that the details of it could be seen through both his shirt and vest. The glow was not golden this time, however; rather, the ancient symbol glowed a bright, shimmering silver- in fact, it was exactly like moonlight, or starlight. They both stared in wonder. 

Neither knew how long they stood there, gazing at the brilliant shine. Finally, they both individually thought it had been long enough. Ash raised his head, and turned around; Kandra raised her own head, and for a moment their gazes met. This time, however, it was Ash's eyebrows that raised, for he saw something he previously hadn't. "Kandra?", he asked. 

"Hmm?", she said. "What is it?" 

"I've never noticed it before....." 

She was confused. "Never noticed what?" 

"Your eyes..... they're..... gray....." 

"What?!", she exclaimed. "That's ridiculous! My eyes aren't-" But then she thought. 

Come to think of it, she never really had paid attention to the color of her eyes; when she looked in a mirror, she always seemed concerned with other things. No one had really discussed her eyes with her before, either- at least, not that she could remember. 
"You know, now that you mention it..... I've never noticed what color my eyes were. Do you have a mirror?" 

Ash took his backpack off, set it down, and began digging through it. After a few minutes, he finally produced a pocket mirror, which he handed to Kandra. "See for yourself." 

She took it, and held it up to her face. Sure enough, there were her eyes, not blue, not green, not brown, not black, but gray, as gray as mist. She stared at them for a moment, framed against her face; then, slowly, handed the mirror back to Ash. 

"My eyes.... are gray. That's..... very strange......" 

She stood there for a few moments, Ash in front of her. Then, slowly, they began walking again. Each was harboring thoughts about the other, though they did not speak them aloud. 


As Kandra and Ash made their way back to the campsite, the others began to do the same. Brock and Misty were already by the fire pit, and Mewtwo had just landed in. Bill, who ambled over a dune, was looking up at the sky. "Well, it looks as if the island's coming back to life.", he said. 

"What do you mean?", Brock asked. 

"Well, there's some sort of airplane flying around up there. Whether it's private or commercial, I can't tell. But it sure is a dark color....." 

At that instant, Ash thought he felt something, like a cold hand on his back. Mewtwo, however, felt a deep disturbance in the psychic field. He looked up, and his eyes glowed blue as he shifted into 'psychic eyes', observing the field on a visual plane. He could see the figure shining like a beacon, bright purple, with blackness gathering around what could have been arms..... "Get down!", he yelled, pushing them all to the ground with his power milliseconds before twin bolts of black lightning lanced from the air downwards, burning the ground and throwing up sand at their impact. Bugging out his glowing eyes, Mewtwo fired a Psybeam in response, but the shape evaded it, and dove for the ground. 

Ash was about to get up once again when Bill pressed him back down: the thing streaked over their heads, stinging their skin and eyes with the cloud of sand it kicked up. Mewtwo, hands and eyes glowing brightly, followed it as it turned sharply, far down the beach. Then, it streaked back, and with a flash of purple teleported rapidly past and behind the waiting Genetic Pokemon. Then, it abruptly halted, spun around to face the six onlookers, and gently landed on its toes. 

Turning himself, Brock looked up- and gasped; it was Mewtrix, but not as they had last seen him. His bulky metallic armor was gone; in its place, the Cyborg wore lithe, sleek armor, colored black, which contrasted sharply with his blue-white skin, making for a terrifying sight. Through the slightly gold-tinted visor, the purple eyes still burned, though, leaving no doubt in his mind that it was indeed Mewtrix. 

"Mewtrix...." Mewtwo said, narrowing his eyes. 

Much more detail could be seen through this new visor, though on purpose Mewtrix had left his face and the inner facets of his eyes masked. However, they could see more of the intricacies of his eye movement, and he now arched an eyebrow as he looked at them.  "Why, hello Mewtwo. And how are you and your little friends doing today?" 

"What have you done to yourself?", Ash said, rising now. As if on cue, the others began to do the same. 

The Psychic-type laughed. "Ah, so you noticed my new armor. Do you like it? I designed it myself, superior in every way to my old suit." 

"Except aesthetically.", Misty said. "You look even more evil with that black color on you." 

"And who’s to say I didn't plan it that way!", Mewtrix shot back, his body lighting up purple for a moment. Then, it died down, like the sun hidden behind wispy clouds. 

Bill stood up, and walked forward a few paces. "So, this is the infamous Mewtrix. I’ve learned most of what I need to know about you from my friends." 

"And I have learned much about you, human!! Specifically, the way you beat my master, and work against him even now! There are to be none who work against Team Rocket. Dispatching them is my job......" 

"I see there’s a lot of Giovanni in you, Mewtrix; he's influenced your thought, which is a bad thing. I wouldn't put controlling past him now, of course." 

"I wouldn't put anything past him, so black is his heart!", Mewtwo said. 

"I will not stand for this!!" Mewtrix cried, his whole body enveloped in a purple aura. "I was instructed to find you, and find you I have. There are Mantoids moving to this position as we speak. And even if they are late, I am still here. Why not give in now? It will make the end much less painful." 

"Never!", Kandra said. 

"We'll fight you till the end, Mewtrix!!", Ash cried, striding to the front. 

The Cyborg looked at the five humans who were now readying their Pokeballs. He then looked at Mewtwo, who had developed a blue aura of his own. He finally spoke. "You want to do things the hard way? Fine!!" 

His arms, which had been held out from his body, suddenly flew together, and the trainers were thrown on their backs. Mewtwo turned to them, was distracted only a millionth of a millisecond- but that was all Mewtrix needed, and flung him out over the ocean with a twist of his hand. Then, turning to the water, he began moving his arm in a circle, and the sea began responding. Suddenly, a massive whirlpool shot up around Mewtwo, and it turned purple as it was laced with psychic power. Mewtrix had caught his organic double off guard, and had taken advantage of it, for try as Mewtwo might, he could not blow the whirlpool apart in an instant. He could break it, true, but it would take time. Walls of shimmering purple covered the up the sea below and the sky above, terminating his chances of escaping that way. Above the roar of the swirling water, he heard Mewtrix's voice in his head: I'll deal with YOU later. 

That done, Mewtrix turned to the trainers, who were just getting up. Since Mewtwo would not be coming to their rescue this time, he decided to have a little fun. "Mewtwo is indisposed at the moment, Ash; you and your friends are at my mercy." 

"As if!", Misty exclaimed. She would have said more, but her breath was snatched away by Mewtrix, leaving her gasping. 

"So," he continued, "I wish to be sporting, for once. I challenge you all to take me on, with all of your Pokemon if necessary." 

"Fine by me!!", Brock said, flinging some of his Pokeballs out. "I choose YOU!! Pineco!! Kabuto!! Geodude!!" 

The Pokemon popped from their balls with their respective cries. They faced Mewtrix ready, but slightly unsure; Kabuto, at least, had fought the Cyborg before and had unpleasant memories of it. Ash now began to focus his mind, calling forth the power of the Mark of Legends. Mewtrix, however, had seen its effects on Pokemon twice now, and wasn't stupid. "Oh no you don’t!!", he cried, thrusting his arm forward. Ash was pushed back hard, and fell over in the process. He broke concentration, and the Mark became dormant. 

"Kabuto, use Slash!", Brock commanded, and the Shellfish Pokemon leapt forward, foremost legs extended, their tips glistening. He slashed hard, but Mewtrix put up his Barrier; it absorbed the cuts, and Kabuto bounced off it hard. Balling psychic power into his hand, the Cyborg then backhanded the Water-type, sending him reeling back, where he lay turned over like a dead beetle. 

Misty stepped forward. "I'll handle it this time, Brock- GO, VAPOREON!!", she yelled, and from her Pokeball burst the cloned Vaporeon, its muscles taught and its eyes intense. Bill's eyes widened. 

"You have a Vaporeon?", he said. 

"Yep! I got it from Mewtwo." 

Bill winked at her, and let out his own Vaporeon. "Let's double-team it!" 

Misty nodded. "Right! Vaporeon, use your Haze attack!" 

"Add to it, Vaporeon- use your Mist attack!!" 

From the mouth of Misty's Vaporeon came a black, hazy cloud, which quickly drifted around and enveloped everything. Soon, it mixed with a white cloud- the Mist attack from Bill's Vaporeon. Mewtrix laughed. "You think I can't detect you still? Fools! Haze and Mist are nothing to me." 

"Oh, I know that.", Bill said. "Vaporeon, SURF!!" The massive wave appeared, and Vaporeon leapt onto it, guiding it to Mewtrix with her tail. 

Misty decided to add to the dampness. "Vaporeon, use your HYDRO PUMP!!", Misty cried, and from her Bubble Jet's mouth came a torrent of seething whitewater. The two Water-type attacks headed straight for Mewtrix; Hydro Pump, being faster, punched him in the gut first, sending him reeling back as the wall of water that was Surf crashed onto him, sending him tumbling. The liquid died down, leaving the sand wet and him getting to his feet, shaking the water off. 

Bill turned to Misty. "What say we 'ice' this cake?" 

It took her a moment to get it. "Oh! Right!", she said, smiling and nodding. 

The twin Vaporeons maneuvered in tight patterns, until they were on either side of Mewtrix. Then, all was ready. "VAPOREON, ICE BEAM!!", Misty and Bill shouted in unison. The Water-types shot their Ice Beams out on opposite sides of Mewtrix. They met as they impacted him, freezing him within one giant block of ice. 

"Good job, Vaporeon!", Misty said, as hers ran to her; she hugged it. Bill's Vaporeon nodded at him, and Bill smiled; they had been together long enough that they did not need such gestures to show affection. 

There was a great cracking noise, however, and they all looked up just as Mewtrix blew the ice away, his eyes and body burning with purple light. "Enough fooling around!!", he shouted, and very quickly brought his fingers together, and clasped them tight. The Vaporeons screamed as their eyes shone white, then toppled over, having fainted instantly. Then, he spread his arms apart, and Bill and Misty were flung in opposite directions. He lifted his hand, and Kandra flew off the ground, and with a fling, he threw her at Brock, knocking them both back and out. 

Now, all that was left was to take care of Ash- but as he looked where the boy had laid, he was nowhere to be seen. Suddenly, there was a rushing noise behind him, and he turned to see Ash standing there, his body glowing gold- he had gotten up and slipped away, and finally gotten the Mark of Legends online. Flying above him was Noctowl, bearing more aggressive features, enhanced ferocity, and a golden glow; he had been powered up. The Owl Pokemon appeared to be sucking in air, which swirled around his beak in a fan motion, like- 

Suddenly, from a plume of light in and around Noctowl's beak came a beam of sorts, which started somewhat spread out and then narrowed and undulated, like a kind of flow. It was a bluish-white, and as it shot out it made a noise like the rushing of hurricane winds. Mewtrix knew it at once. "Aeroblast?!" 

He jumped to one side as the Aeroblast punctured the ground in a blast of light and noise, leaving a crater eight feet wide and five feet deep, bowl shaped. Ash smiled wryly. "Noctowl, keep using Aeroblast! Hit Mewtrix as hard as you can!!", and the Flying-type obliged, blasting away. Mewtrix was able to dodge the first two, but the third found its mark, and he was blown back 70 feet. Zipping forward, he was met by another Aeroblast- this one was a Critical Hit, damaging him even more and sending him back twice as far as before. He began heading at them again, and Noctowl had just let loose another of the mighty wind-based attacks- 

When Mewtrix disappeared.  The Aeroblast blew apart the ground where he had been only a second ago. Ash and his Pokemon looked around frantically, when suddenly, Noctowl was blown into the air by a Shadow Ball in his back; Mewtrix had Teleported behind them. He fired off a Psycho, and the black bolt sent Noctowl to the ground, his feathers steaming and sizzling. 

Ash reached for another Pokeball. However, Mewtrix rushed him quickly, ramming him back. He fell, and stood up quickly, but Mewtrix whipped his tail low and tripped Ash, causing him to fall back again. And again, he got up- but the Cyborg gave him a roundhouse kick, knocking the wind out of him and sending him back hard. Despite all of this, Ash still tried to struggle to his feet. Again, Mewtrix was ready; no sooner had Ash stood than he smashed his hand into the human's face, and he flew back once more. 
Ash landed on his back. He struggled into a sitting position, shaking with pain; his entire body ached, his face burned, and his lip was bleeding. He was dizzy, too, and he was startled by the white legs and black anklets that popped into his vision. Then, Mewtrix lifted him into the air, grabbing him around the throat. "I don't need my psychic powers to kill you!!" he said coldly.

Chapter XI- Escapades


As he dangled there, his air supply running out, his neck tightly grasped in Mewtrix's hand, Ash's life began to flash before his eyes. All things considered, it had been a pretty good life: he'd made it into the Top 16 in the Indigo League, won a trophy in the Orange Islands League, saved the world once or twice, and- wait a minute!, he thought. I never finished the Johto League!!

Mewtrix read his thoughts and laughed. "Now you die, human!" 

"NO!", Ash cried with his last breath, Mewtrix tightening his grip. He didn't want to die! Not now! There had to be something- 

Suddenly, he felt the now-familiar tingle of the Mark of Legends awakening. It was acting on its own again, the light coursing up through his left arm; this time, it was silver, the same silver Kandra had observed less than an hour ago. Then, despite his brain losing oxygen, he took control, and was able to send power to his right arm, too. Then, instinctively, he thrust his glowing palms against Mewtrix's helmet. 

The Cyborg suddenly felt as if he had been struck by a lightning bolt. He grunted in pain and flew back; Ash fell to the ground. The silver light was still running through him, exposing his skeleton in blinks of silver beneath the skin. He hovered inches from the ground, writhing, eyes closed tightly from the pain. Ash looked down at his silver hands with amazement. There was one final cry as Mewtrix shook off the power, then the white shimmer of Recover flashed over him; he was healed. "I know not what kind of power you possess, Ash, but I can sense you do not have mastery over it! As such, it will do you little good!", he cried, floating towards him. 

"What about me?!", a voice cried. A Psycho bolt lashed out from the water, striking Mewtrix and flinging him back. Mewtwo flew forward, landing next to Ash. "Are you all right?", he asked him. 

Ash nodded. "I'll be fine." 

"I will deal with Mewtrix. Go and tend to the others. Hurry!!", he said, rushing over the dunes. 

Nodding once again, Ash ran over to his unconscious friends. He went to Bill first, shaking him roughly. "Come on, Bill, wake up!", he cried, but it was no use; he, and the others, were out cold. Then, Ash got an idea. Powering up the Mark of Legends once again, he was relieved to see it shone with the healing, enhancing golden light instead of the painful silver light. Coursing it through his left arm, he pressed a palm to Bill's cheek. The golden glow appeared around him for a moment, then Ash pulled his hand away. The Pokemon researcher stirred, then opened his eyes, and rose. 

"What? What happened?" 

"You were thrown back, and everyone else is unconscious. I used my Mark of Legends to wake you; I'll explain later. Now, I have to wake the others; Mewtwo can't keep Mewtrix at bay for long!" As if on cue, there was an eruption of light from over the sand dunes. Mewtrix flew into the air, the yellow electricity of Thunderbolt crackling in his hands. Then, rings of vibration and disturbance followed him up- Psywave. Next, Mewtwo leapt from the earth, firing Psybeams from his coupled fists. They watched the combat for a few moments. 

Then, Bill turned back to Ash. "However you woke me, do it to Brock, Misty, and Kandra- hurry! Mewtrix is bound to notice us soon!" 

"What about you?" 

"I'll gather our things; and after that, I have a plan." With that, he ran off. 

Lingering only for a moment, Ash went to work quickly. He touched his golden palm to his friends, pulling it away quickly. First Brock, then Kandra, last Misty; one by one, they all opened their eyes to see Ash over them, with a golden aura surrounding him. Misty thought he was a ghost for a moment, but he reassured her. Just as she stood up, Bill came back with their bags. They were suited up in minutes. 

"So what's our escape plan?", Misty asked. 

"We'll fly. It's the only chance we have of evading Mewtrix.", Bill said. "Now, I have Avatar. Do any of the rest of you have strong fliers?" 

The four young trainers looked at each other uncomfortably. "Well," said Brock, "I have Crobat, but he can only carry a max of two people- like Avatar. One of us would be left out." 

Suddenly, there was a powerful CRASH!! in the sky above, like a clap of thunder. Mewtwo fell back and down, but caught and steadied himself, floating back across the beach. Mewtrix, still airborne, flickered purple like he was on fire. Mewtwo's eyes still shone blue. "Your shield barely withstood that, Mewtwo.", the Cyborg jeered. "Are you getting tired?" 

"Physically? No. But I am tired, yes.... tired of wasting my time on the likes of you!!", Mewtwo responded, taking advantage of Mewtrix's gloating- for which he had let his guard down. The Cyborg suddenly found himself jerked skyward in a haze of blue. Then, Mewtwo brought his hand down quickly, and Mewtrix fell in the blink of an eye, hitting the beach so hard he bounced on impact. In the shock, Mewtwo gathered sand from the beach and poured it onto Mewtrix, burying him four feet under. Finally, he rose a wave over the mound of sand, wetting it and packing it tightly. 

"Even that won't hold him for long. We must move now! Get Skarmory and Crobat airborne. I will take Ash.", Mewtwo ordered. And so they left, Ash being flown beside Mewtwo, Bill and Kandra on Avatar, Brock and Misty on Crobat. 

They flew away at first; however, in order to further escape detection, they began moving up. Soon, they were a mile over the water, and over one and a half miles high. It was then that they bunched back together, and debated what to do. "So, what do we do now?", Brock wondered. "The rest of the island is being combed by Giovanni's forces. The north beach was our last refuge- and now, Mewtrix has taken it away from us." 

"I admit, the situation looks bleak.", Bill agreed. "We can't fly around forever; we'll have to land somewhere eventually, and there are many problems with that. Giovanni hunts us with a passion- he will leave no stone unturned." 

"And what about Pikachu? We have to rescue him!!", Ash reminded them all. 

Kandra suddenly had a flash of something- a picture, an idea, an inspiration, appearing in an instant and gone just as quickly. "If only we could hide underwater.", she lamented. 

Mewtwo turned to her. "Hmmmm....... you know, that's not a bad idea!", he said, and Ash's stomach was lurched as Mewtwo dove straight downward. At the behest of their pilots, Avatar and Crobat followed. They were moving fast; the ocean rushed up to greet them. 

"Mewtwo, maybe you can breathe underwater, but we can’t!", Ash cried. 

"No need.", he assured them, and a translucent, blue-tinted bubble suddenly formed around the three diving Pokemon- and not a moment too soon. With a massive SPLOOSH!!, they found themselves under the ocean. "Crobat, keep flapping- you too, Avatar.", Mewtwo said. "Just fly as you normally would; there's still air in here." 

The Bat and the Armor Bird obeyed, despite their uneasiness at being below the waves. Mewtwo directed the sphere as it went ever downward. They passed through a school of Magikarp on the way down. A pod of Lantern encircled the blue ball, bumping against it with their snouts and turning to look at it with their deep eyes. Misty was enamored; she would have jumped out to catch one of the Water/Electric-types then and there if Mewtwo hadn't moved on. They eventually skimmed the bottom of the shallow area, passing several Octillery resting on the rocks. Finally, he stopped for a moment. "Now, the question is- where do we go?" 

"That way!", Kandra said, pointing slightly to the left. 

"What makes you so sure?", Misty said. 

She shrugged. "I don't know. I just really think there's a cave over there- it probably goes up, and opens into a dry area." 

Mewtwo, having no better ideas, headed in the direction that Kandra had pointed. Sure enough, there was what appeared to be a narrow cave opening, in the middle of some rock. It was only wide enough for one person, however. "Wait here," Mewtwo said. He formed his own energy field around him to keep the water out, and swam out of the shield. Then, propelled by his psychic power, he swam through the opening, and they saw his tail disappear into the darkness. 

'Wait here.' As if we could do anything else, Misty thought, rolling her eyes. Suddenly, they heard Mewtwo's voice in their heads. 

It is a long tunnel, but it opens up into a dry area, with air. My guess is the air isn't renewed very often, but I can take care of that. 

"How do we get in? In the shield we obviously won't fit, and if we get out, we won't be able to hold our breath long enough to swim through.", Bill said. 

I will Teleport you all inside; Avatar, Crobat, fold your wings and prepare to stand, and they did. Everyone suddenly disintegrated in a flash of blue, and for a moment the swirling vista of color and light that Ash had seen when being Teleported was visible to all; then, it went away. 

The two Flying-types landed, and as their passengers got off, they perceived that they were in a chamber about 12 feet in height, circular, with a diameter of around 13 feet. A bit cramped at first, it became roomier when Crobat and Avatar were returned. "This is amazing!", Brock said, feeling the smooth rock of the walls. 

"Kandra, how'd you know there'd be a cave here?", Ash asked her. 

She shrugged. "I just..... knew. I imagined us all in a cave, and that the cave was the way I pointed. I really...... can't explain it." 

Mewtwo eyed her curiously. "Perhaps....." 

"Perhaps what?", she said, returning his stare. 

"Nothing. Now, I have need of sleep.", he said, laying back and stretching out. 

"You had no trouble fighting Mewtrix. Now, you take us down and teleport us into a little cave, and you're tired?" Misty asked incredulously. 

"I said I had need of sleep; I didn't say I was tired," he said. "Sleep calls to me, though exhaustion does not; and for psychics, sleep can bring more important things than just rest." And with that, he closed his eyes. Within seconds, his breathing was faint and regular. They looked at him for a few minutes. Then, slowly, they set out making the small cave hospitable. 




Mewtwo, it turned out, was correct: the sleep he felt the need for was not brought on by the desire to rest and recover strength. This became evident when, the moment he fell asleep, he entered into a very strange dream. He found himself floating in a dark void, bluish-black in color. It seemed to be all around him, like a shadow cast 360 degrees. Suddenly, a light pierced the darkness- a yellow light, behind him. 

Turning, Mewtwo saw the light came from the outline of a large bird. Its body was covered in spikes, with spiky wings and a spiky crest; it also had a long, pointed beak. 
"You are.......", it said to him. 

"'You are.....'. I am what?", he asked, but the bird gave no response. 

"You are.......", the two words came again, but in a higher, more feminine pitch to his right. It belonged to another large bird, this one a blue color. It more resembled a normal bird, with normal feathers covering its mighty wings and body; a crest of three feathers sat on its head. It had a short beak, and an extremely long tail, which billowed down and behind it like a ribbon. 

"You are......", again the words came, this one from another female voice; the light from behind, where it came from, was slightly brighter than the glow cast by the two visible creatures. It was yet another bird, this one resembling a swan; it had a beak of a length between the blue bird's and the yellow bird's, and had a very smooth body. It was, however, covered in blazing flames, which seemed to be part of its body, taking the place of feathers; they formed its crest, its tail, and its wings, and they burned independently of the red light the bird itself gave off. 

"I am what?", Mewtwo said, beginning to get impatient. 

"You are one.....", another, deeper voice said, slightly off to the left. This time, however, it was not a bird, but a beast, which stood on four long, powerful legs. Like the first bird, it shone yellow, and its tail was a blue lightning bolt, giving off its own blue glow. What looked to be a cloud rolled and flowed on its back, flashing every so often. The thing as a whole resembled a prehistoric tiger, and to complete the image it sported two enormous teeth in the front of its mouth, which hung down like daggers. 

"One what? What am I?", Mewtwo repeated to the figures. 

"One.......", said a voice, deeper still and more majestic. It was another red creature, this one a beast as well; it appeared to be a cross between a lion and some great dog. It was covered with long, shaggy red fir, though a golden crest sat on its head. A trail of white fir rippled off its back, billowing, though there was no wind. 

"You are one......", and the phrase was repeated again, this time, he saw turning, by another blue glow. Like the previous two voices, this one belonged to a beast; but it was lighter, and of slighter build than the first two, and appeared to be a female. It was lithe and sleek, like a wolf; long, violet hair blew off its head and down its back. It had a tail of sorts, split into two white ribbons, which blew on opposite sides of its body; in addition, on its head was a tall crest, in the shape of a gem or crystal. 

"One WHAT!! Tell me!!", Mewtwo said, and his powers, still with him in the dream, flared up, adding his own blue glow to the light which was piercing the darkness to a steadily increasing extent. 

"One.....", said a new, deep, resonating voice. 

"...... of us.", finished a second new voice, higher in pitch. 

They both came from above him, and looking up, Mewtwo was awed by the sight of two great birds, each one bigger than the creatures that now circled around him. One of them, the one with the deep voice, was bigger than the other, and glowed a pure silver. It had no feathers at all, only smooth skin, and had a long tail and a long neck, with dark-colored extensions coming from both. On the neck, the dark extensions lay on the head, and in these the creature's eyes were set, burning the same silver as the body. Its long wings broadened as they went out, ending in fingerlike extensions. 

The second one, with the fierce voice, was much more a traditional bird shape, with broad, feathered wings and a splayed tail. It had a shorter, s-shaped neck, upon which rested a head with a long, powerful beak, and was topped by a curling crest. It had large, piercing eyes, which seemed to glow every color of the rainbow all at once. Its body shimmered a dazzling gold, so bright it made the eyes squint.  The gold bird flew with the silver bird, and they entered the circle in front of Mewtwo. 

"I am.... one of you?", he said quietly, confused. 

"Yes......", all of the creatures said together. 

"But, what are you, and then...... what am I?", he whispered, the last words almost to himself. He had asked that question once before, at his 'birth'. And he had never been satisfied with the answers he was given. 

Suddenly, there was a burst of light from above, chasing away the shadow entirely, replacing it with a haze of...... pink...... and framed against it all was one final outline, a small outline, with short arms, large feet, a large head with big ears and bigger eyes, and a long tail: an outline he knew very well indeed....... 

"You are a Legendary......", the circle of creatures said in unison, spinning around him. 

The small pink shape floated down into the circle, in front of Mewtwo. "And you are almost ready to join us.", she said to him......... 


As Mewtwo began his communicative sleep, Pikachu was just waking up, from his third long rest period since his capture by Giovanni. That could mean he had been in here three days, he thought- or it could simply mean he had required many hours of rest since he had arrived. Looking around, the Electric-type observed that nothing had changed: he was still encased in his glass jar prison, ironically the same kind that Jessie and James always put him in, which was apparently still mounted on a lone pedestal in the black room. A single light shone down directly on him, but the rest of the space was very dark- he couldn't see three feet away, much less any cracks of light that might indicate the presence of a door. 

Sighing, Pikachu slumped against the glass. He thought now of his friends, of Kandra, of Brock, of Misty, and Mewtwo. How were they all doing? Was Giovanni still hunting them? Mewtwo could protect them, he was sure, but if the Rocket Boss was anything now like he had acted in the past he would be going after Mewtwo most aggressively of all. And what about the other Pokemon- Totodile, Cyndaquil, Heracross, and all of his other dear friends? Would they suffer the same fate as he? What was his fate? 

And what, he thought most sadly of all, about Ash? He had to stifle a tear as the image of his trainer came into his mind. Pikachu had been away from him before, but never like this. Would he ever see Ash again? his ears drooped, and he shut his eyes tightly. 

Suddenly, there was a slight creaking, and a golden glow flooded the room. A door in the wall facing him had opened, and Giovanni stood there, his face a mixture of evil curiosity and amusement. "Ahh, awake are we? I hope you had a pleasant rest.", he said sarcastically. 

Pikachu glared at him. <No, I did not have a pleasant rest!! This is cruel and sadistic! Let me out!!> 

"I assume you're hungry- thirsty too. Well, I would have sent some food and water to you sometime in the last 35 hours, but it somehow slipped my mind......" 

<I didn't slip your mind! You just..... oh, what's the point?>, the Mouse Pokemon said, slumping back against the glass again. <He can't understand me anyway.> 

The Rocket Boss came closer to his captive, and began circling him like a hungry shark. "You don't know how long I've waited for you, my little friend; how long I've watched you from afar, seen your talents grow and develop, seen countless attempts to obtain you fail out of stupidity. I was beginning to think that we'd never meet face to face. But now...." he paused for emphasis. "..... now you are mine, and you will use your above-average powers to serve me- voluntarily or by force." 

<Yeah? Well... screw you!! And since you can’t understand me, I guess I can tell you that you're really stupid!! And you're evil!! And..... uhh...... you have a bad haircut!! And you’re a cheap dresser! Is that supposed to be Armani? You're not fooling anyone, pal!> 

Of course, Giovanni understood none of this; to him, it all sounded like "CHU! Piika, pik kika chu pi pikachu!!", and so on. 

"But first," he continued, grabbing the jar by its handle, "you're going to help me deliver a message." And as he said that, he grinned his devilish grin, which let Pikachu know that the Boss planned to enjoy whatever he was about to do. They walked out of the room, and as the Pokemon's eyes adjusted to the brightness, he saw that they were going down a long stone hallway, lit by electric lights mounted on the walls. Soon, they turned left and passed down another one, apparently an artery off the main corridor. However, this one did not have any openings lining its walls; just a single set of large, imposing double-doors at the end. 

These Giovanni walked through, and Pikachu realized it must be his office. There was soft carpeting on the floor, and a large fireplace on the wall. Facing away from it was another wall, which had a mirror on it, below a kind of desk or cabinet. A ways back from that was what couldn't be mistaken for anything besides a desk: a large one, of dark wood, quite imposing. Yes, there could be little doubt that this was the Boss's Office, and as Pikachu was set down under the desk, and Giovanni lowered into his high-backed chair, the Mouse Pokemon wondered what was about to take place. 

Sitting at the desk for a moment, Giovanni then got up and closed the doors. Sitting back down, he punched a button on his speakerphone. "Have Jessie, James, and Meowth sent to my office please." he said. 

With that, he waited. Not long, however; soon, there was a knock on the doors. "Come in.", he said, swiveling in his chair so that its tall back faced the entrance. 

Suddenly, the two doors were flung open. Pikachu, under the desk, suddenly heard the familiar voices of his longtime pursuers: 

"Prepare for trouble!!" 

"And make it double-" 

"And don’t say that stupid motto!!" Giovanni bellowed, still facing away from them in his chair. Jessie and James cowered for a minute, then walked over to his desk, Meowth following close behind. 

"Uhh.... sir?" James began timidly. "You wanted to see us?" 

Giovanni relaxed, and a smile curled on his lips. "Yes, I did.  Jessie, James, Meowth: you have been with Team Rocket... an adequate number of years, correct?" 

Jessie gulped. "Well, I suppose you could say that, Boss.  I mean, we've been part of the Team for four years." 

"Five dis March!", Meowth added. 

Giovanni turned the chair around to face them, and put his elbows on the desk. "And in that time..... have I ever told you what valuable members of my organization you are?" 

"Gee.... no sir," James said, smiling slightly. 

"There's a reason for that." 

"Oh," he sighed. 

Giovanni continued. "Primarily, the three of you have been a large disappointment to me. Can you guess why?" 

"Because you don't like our hair?", Jessie said, fingering her long tresses for a moment. 

"No.....", Giovanni said, and he rolled his eyes; this could take longer than he had first anticipated. 

"Because we do the motto?" 

"N- well, actually yes, but that's not the main reason." 

So, they thought for a moment. Then, a light went off in Meowth's head. "Because we nevah do anyting rite?" 

"Very good!" the Boss said, somewhat sarcastically. "The three of you are the most bungling, clumsy, idiotic agents I have! In fact, I can't recall any of you ever successfully performing a task I gave you!" and with that, he was silent. They all drooped their heads in sadness.  He spoke again. "You’ve never even finished your original mission." 

"Original mission?" James said, confused.  Jessie cuffed him with her hand. 

"Grr! He means we never captured Pikachu, you imbecile!" She said angrily- but then finally realized what the Boss was hinting at. "Sir- are you saying we need to finish our assignment, finally?" 

"Ah you sayin' dat we need ta shape up and finally capture Pikachu afta all dis time?", Meowth added. Giovanni said nothing. 

"If that's what you want, Boss, then we won't let you down!!", James said, sticking out his chest and smiling proudly. 

"That's right!! The twerps are on the island right now! We're going to buckle down and finally capture Pikachu!!", Jessie proclaimed. 

"Meowth, dat's right!", the Scratch Cat Pokemon finished, and the three of them struck a pose. 

The Rocket Don chuckled quietly. "Well, well. I must say I'm quite impressed with your fervor. I may have misjudged you, all these years- you may really have what it takes to capture Pikachu." 

"YEAH!!", the three of them shouted. Giovanni bent down, and his hand tightened around the handle of the glass jar. 

"Unfortunately..... I'm afraid you're a little late.", he said, and held up Pikachu. 

The Electric Pokemon was still miserable, trapped in the cage. But it was almost worth it to see the looks on Jessie and James' faces as their mouths dropped open. There they stood, gaping; Jessie's eyes twitched a little. 

"Bu..... bu...... bu.....", James tried to say. 

"Pika....... how did you...... what's.....", Jessie tried next and failed. Meowth said nothing; he had fainted in shock, and was only now rising to his feet again. 

Giovanni smiled, very much enjoying it all. "Yes. As you can see, I already have your precious Pikachu. I captured him myself!" 

They were speechless again. "Is dat really you, Pikachu?", Meowth asked quietly. 

<No, it's the Legendary Dog Raikou.> 

The Boss continued. "So, as you can see, your original mission is no more. Allow me to show you what your new duties will be......", and, still smiling, he set Pikachu down on his desk and put a hand on the shoulder of both humans, who were eyeing each other warily. Before leaving, he turned to Meowth. "Meowth, you're the brightest in this troupe of fools, though that's not saying much. I trust, however, that it is not asking too much for you to guard Pikachu while I'm gone?" 

The Normal-type saluted smartly. "You can count on me, Boss!" 

Nodding, Giovanni walked Jessie and James out of his office, still wearing his awful smile. Meowth watched him go, then stood there for a while. Finally, he jumped up onto the desk, and sat next to the imprisoned Electric-type. "Heh heh heh...... not so tough now ah ya, mousy boy?" 

Pikachu put his hands over his ears and turned away. <Meowth, just be quite, okay? I'm not in the mood to listen to you.> 

"Well, I hate ta boist ya bubble, but ya ain’t got much of a choice. He heh! I told ya Team Rocket'd getcha! Ya didn't believe me before, but I was right in da end! It may not ha bin us, but it was Team Rocket nonedaless!! Now da Boss is gonna make ya his own poisonal cattle prod, and ya' nevah gonna see any ah yah tweyp friends evah again!" 

At this, Pikachu whirled around, furious. He loosed a Thunderbolt, even while knowing it was pointless- the glass absorbed the electric energy, channeling it into the lightbulb on top, which gave off a brilliant white glow. Meowth, at first frightened by the outburst, laughed loudly. "Heh heh heh!! Ya can't hit me in dat jar. No mor painful shocks- yippee!! No mor 'Blastin' Off Again'!" 

This last remark by Meowth reverberated through Pikachu, who had been sitting in sadness. Now, the gears began to turn in his mind. He was playing a risky hand here, all based on pure assumption- but if he was right, it could be his ticket to freedom. What did he have to lose? <Yep, Meowth, you're right: no more 'Blasting Off Again'.> 

"Uh huh, no...... mor...... 'Blastin Off Again'.....", Meowth said, but slower, as if he was thinking about it, and the Mouse Pokemon knew he had his feline guard- hook, line, and sinker. 

<Yep. You must be happy; I'd imagine it’s very painful, flying high into the air, then landing hard back on the earth. But you know- and this is probably going to sound weird- I've also imagined it to be kind of..... fun.> 

"Well, it is kinda fun....", Meowth reluctantly agreed. 

<Indeed, I'd think that pursuing Ash, myself, and the rest of us has a great feel of adventure!> 

"Yeah, it is pretty neat, followin' youse guys all ovah da place. And we get ta use all dose technalogicaly advanced tings." The Scratch Cat paused, and considered what he had just said. It was fun chasing Pikachu; he'd never realized it before...... 

<I'll bet it is. Oh well, the past is the past. After all, now that I've been caught, Jessie and James will probably be relegated to menial tasks around the Headquarters, and maybe you too. No more adventures, no more superfluous overpriced gadgets...... and no more Blasting Off.> 

"NOOOOOO!!!", Meowth said, bursting into tears. "I LIKE CHASIN' YOUSE GUYS!! I LIKE USIN' BIZAHHE MACHINES!! I LIKE BLASTIN' OFF!!!" 

<Really?>, Pikachu said in mock surprise. <Well, Meowth, I'm sorry. I wish I could help you, but I'm stuck in this jar.> 

"Dat can easily be remadeed!!”, the Scratch Cat Pokemon cried, flicking out his claws. He saw that the jar was held together by clamps along the bottom rim. One by one, he put his claws to these and sliced along them. Finally, the last clamp was cut, and Meowth lifted glass top off. Pikachu smiled, and inhaled deeply; how good it was to breathe fresh air again! 

<Why Meowth- that was very nice of you! Thank you, thank you from the bottom of my heart!>, he said, truly meaning it. The Mouse Pokemon stretched his legs then, and hopped off the desk. 

"Pleasha ta help!!", the Normal-type responded. He got off the desk as well, and the two of them shook hands- or rather, shook paws. 

<Thanks again!>, he finished, and walked towards the open doors. Then, he turned back for a moment. <Oh, and Meowth..... you know what?> 

"What?" 

<You make a lousy guard.>, Pikachu said, and bolted from the office..... 


Meowth ran down the hall, screaming and panicking; what to do? At first, he had tried following Pikachu; however, the Mouse Pokemon had been faster, and had given him the slip. At any rate, he realized that it was pointless. Even if he could match Pikachu's normal speed, he would just use Agility and zip away from him. "What am I gonna do? Da Boss is gonna be furious!!" 

So, what now? Search the Headquarters? It would take forever, and be fruitless most certainly. Block all the exits? He couldn't do it alone. He couldn't do anything alone; he needed help! 

With that, the Normal-type turned left on the main hallway, then down another hallway to the right. Then, after heading to yet another hallway, he passed through an opening and went down a spiraling staircase. At the bottom, he looked out at a long hall in front of him, with rows of doors going down each side. This was one of the Dormitories, as Giovanni called them, where Team Rocket soldiers could reside between assignments. This was the male dormitory, and Meowth ran to James' room; the trio always kept their Pokeballs there when off duty. 

Keying in the code on the numeric lock, Meowth rushed into the room and grabbed the four Pokeballs off the desk, throwing them onto the ground one by one. "Okay, guys, we got a problem!" 

Jessie and James' Pokemon, however, were on their leisure time too, and had remembered it well. Weezing floated over to James' desk, and started reading an open magazine; Victreebel began looking for something to eat; Arbok curled up on the floor and went to sleep; and Wobbuffet, as usual, stood there with its hand on its head, moaning to itself. "Wobbbb....." 

"Come on, guys!! We're in big trouble!! See, we got Pikachu- well, we didn't get 'im, da Boss got 'im, but dat's not da point- and anyway, I was supposed ta be guardin' 'im, and he pulled a fast one on me!! Now, he's escaped, and runnin' loose in da Headquarters!!" 

<And we're supposed to care..... why?>, Victreebel yawned. 

"Well, 'cause he escaped!! Da Boss is gonna do sometin' awful ta us if we don't find him!!" 

Arbok opened one eye. <Actually, Meowth, sssssince you were guarding him, it'ssssssss more likely he'll do ssssssssomething bad to you.>, she hissed. 

The Scratch Cat tried again, undaunted. "Come on, guys!! Da trill a da hunt, remember?" 

<Maybe you remember things differently, Meowth.>, Weezing said, twin voices speaking from each head. <In my mind, the 'thrill of the hunt' always seemed to involve a lot of pain; not very thrilling, if you ask me.> 

"Come on, guys!! Yah not just gonna let all our hard work go ta waste, are ya?" 

At this, Victreebel turned to face him, as did Weezing and Arbok; dangerous looks were in their eyes. <YOUR hard work? YOUR hard work?! Excuse me, but YOU weren't defeated humiliatingly in battle by every yahoo with a Caterpie!!!>, Victreebel cried. 

<YOU weren't shocked, burned, beamed, blasted, soaked, splashed, tackled, battered, bruised, bloodied, bludgeoned, slashed, whipped, kicked, punched, and otherwise beaten by all Creation!!!>, Weezing thundered. 

"WOOOBBBB!!!", even Wobbuffet angrily added. 

<Ssssssso you ssssssee, Meowth,> Arbok spoke again, <it doessssn't matter much to usssss. Pikachu can run away to Europe, Cloudhome, Asssssia, Belerath, the Offworld, or any other place mentioned in hissssstory or legend; we really don't care!! Now I sssssuggessssst you BACK OFF BEFORE WE DO SSSSSSOMETHING WE'LL REGRET LATER!!!!>, and at this she opened her mouth wide, and flashed her poisonous fangs. 

Meowth didn't wait for a second warning. He flew from the room, slamming the door behind him. The Normal-type leaned back against it, panting and sweating. What now?, he thought bleakly. 
********************************************* 


Pikachu ran aimlessly, first down one corridor, then down another. He didn't know how long it was before he halted, but looking around, it suddenly occurred to him that he had no idea where he was going. 

The Electric-type spun his head from right to left, back to front, looking where had been and where he could go. Giovanni would come back to his office at some point; and when his fury towards Meowth had abated, he would look for Pikachu. The noose could be tightening even now, with the Rocket Don ordering a sealing of the exits, perhaps. The Mouse Pokemon would have nowhere to run, and only so long could he hide in the depths of the complex, without food or water. Almost on cue, his stomach growled, and he rubbed it in an effort to keep quiet. Silence was his only ally now- silence and stealth. 

He made his way to a patch of shadow at a bend in the right passageway; there he sat and thought. I won't escape from any of the main exits, even if I can find them; Giovanni will block those off first, and only with the luck of the devil could I get out. And I can't trust luck here, can't leave anything to chance. No, if I'm going to get out of here, it will be out of one of the lesser exits, the unintended exits. Classically, I could leave through an air duct- but Giovanni will think of that too, and if his fury is great enough, he may wall the cooling system up. What a wonderful situation I've managed to land myself in! 

Suddenly, Pikachu pricked up his ears; he could hear footsteps coming down the hall in front of him. Two Team Rocket scientists, a man and a woman, were walking, and when they were close enough the shadow he was in would no longer conceal him; and even if they didn't know of Giovanni's desire for him, he was still a loose Pokemon, and their first instinct would be to grab him and show him to the Boss. So, when he was sure they didn't see him yet, he dashed from his cover. Running straight into a three way crossroads, he sped to the left, then right, then left again, with careful thought, but making haste all the same. The game's afoot, he thought; the hounds are loose, and I am the fox. But not every hunt is successful! 

Turning a corner, he came to another bisection of the endless maze of hallways and passages; however, he now saw something he hadn't noticed before. It was an air duct, sitting high up on the wall. Despite this, he thought he could reach it with a jump. It was the best choice he had right now, and despite it being expected, it would be good to disappear. So, the Mouse Pokemon hit the grating with a precision Thundershock, not wanting to risk anything more powerful; it was sufficient, however, and the grating flew off and landed with a clang. He couldn't worry about that right now, though; he squatted down, and suddenly gave a mighty leap, just barely catching the edge of the opening. Scrambling into the vent, he waited a few minutes for his eyes to adjust to the blackness; then, slowly, began walking forward. 

A few moments later, it was lucky that no one was watching the air vents, for they would have seen a burst of white light, like a strobe. It was Pikachu's Flash move, taught to him long ago by Ash, and he had almost forgotten he knew it. With the newfound light, he ran on, and like the hallways of the building itself, the twists and turns of the cooling system seemed to go on forever, until he was dizzy from the endless changes in direction. 
Suddenly, he could see ahead of him a light that was not from his Flash; it was grated, and laced the opposite side of the duct in bands. Coming to it, the Electric-type realized he had at last found another vent. This one, however, opened up into a large room, so large that he could just barely make out its end, and tall enough that he could not see the floor from his limited viewpoint. He could see structures made of glass, some of metal, like.... enclosures, confinements. Nevertheless, there didn’t seem to be anyone there, so he blew the grating off and leapt down. 

The ground was much farther than he had expected, and he landed with a THUD! on his stomach, the wind knocked out of him. Breathing laboriously at first, he stood up and shook himself off, trying to get his bearings. Suddenly, a voice pierced the silence from behind. <Awww, didja hurt yourself?>, it said in a mocking tone. 

Turning around, Pikachu saw that it was an Espeon, sitting catlike in one of the glass cylinders. As he looked around, he noticed that all of the enclosures contained Pokemon, and that the cages varied in size (and strength of construction) based on the creatures within them. Furthermore, many of the caged Pokemon were staring at him, with looks of cruel amusement on their faces. 

<Ohh..... h-hi. Um, my name is Pikachu.> 

<Of course it is!>, said a Typhlosion to the left of the Espeon. He turned his scarred face to her. <Well Galya, here's a pathetic specimen if I ever saw one. And just what are you doing outside your cell?> 

The Electric-type smiled disarmingly. <I..... don't have a cell. I'm new, I guess; I just escaped from my temporary enclosement. A talking Meowth was guarding me-> 

<Meowth?!> Galya laughed. <With that f*ckhead guarding you, I can understand how you escaped so easily.> 

Pikachu gasped at her free use of such a horribly offensive term. <You know, you really shouldn't talk like that......> 

<Bite me. Look Pyrus, the stuffed animal's giving me etiquette lessons!! As if I gave a d*mn how I talked.> 

The Typhlosion laughed, then stared at Pikachu evilly. <So, you've eluded Giovanni- for the moment. But there's no escape, there can't be.> 

<Against such power as he has, that is.>, a Rhydon behind Pikachu added. 

<Does power really figure into the equation that much?>, the Electric-type wondered. 

<DOES IT?!>, and the entire room seemed to break out in malicious laughter. 



Pyrus answered again. <Power is everything.> 

Gayla continued. <We are not good; there is no good. We are not evil; there is no evil. We are only powerful. Power is all-consuming, all-encompassing. Power makes the rules, power breaks the rules. Power is everything.>, she said, emotionlessly, like a zombie. 

Pikachu was dumbfounded for a moment. <But...... but power is only a tool- a tool or a torment, depending on how you use it. What about truth? What about goodness and trust? What about honor? What about love?> 

<Love is for the weak.>, Pyrus said abruptly. Pikachu gasped, and backed away filled with horror; the Fire-type laughed. <It shocks you to hear that? Then Giovanni hasn't given you 'The Talk' yet. Be patient; he will catch you, he will subjugate you, and you will come to learn, as ALL of us have, that power is king. HA HA HA HA HA!!!!>, Pyrus laughed, an evil, cruel laugh. Galya joined in, then the Rhydon, and the room was filled again with the horrible sound. 

<Go to hell, Pikachu! Oh, wait, you're already HERE!!>, Galya yelled at him. 
Tears springing from his tightly shut eyes, he held his ears to his head, and ran aimlessly, searching for some respite from the terrible noise. Finally, in desperation, he stumbled into a dark area, in the far left corner of the room. There were no cells in the immediate area, but the awful laughing continued unabated, albeit dimmed somewhat. He sunk his head, and cried silently. 

<You will get no comfort from them, I am afraid.>, a voice suddenly said behind him...... 


Meanwhile, Ash and the others were discovering that their new sanctuary didn't exactly have the comforts of home. It was very dark; Cyndaquil had to flare his back up for them to see until Brock found a flashlight. The cave was damp, too, and they had to shift positions periodically as water dripped down onto the different places where they were sitting. Also, it was small, with only about 12 feet between each side of the space. 
Given this, they were occupying themselves as best they could. Bill stood against the wall, watching Umbreon play with Vaporeon. Brock was reading; Ash sat cross-legged on the ground, his chin in his hand, lost in thought. Mewtwo still slept, dreaming his strange dreams. The two girls sat beside each other. Misty glanced back towards the Genetic Pokemon. I wonder what's going on in his head., she thought to herself. He said that sleep could be for other things than rest; but what? 

"What do you think he's dreaming about?", she asked Kandra. Hearing no reply, she turned her head. The young trainer had her eyes on Ash, a lazy expression on her face. 

"Um....... Kandra?", Misty said, waving her hand in front of her. "You all right in there?" 

"WHA?! .......Hm? Oh, yeah, sorry. I must've zoned out for a minute." 

Misty was about to ask her question again, when she remembered the look on her friend's face. As she thought about it, she realized she had seen (and herself had had) that expression before; it was an enamored look. A broad smile slowly spread across her face. "You like him, don't you?" 

"What?", Kandra said, as surprised as she could make herself sound. 

"You like Ash!", Misty laughed. 

"I don't know what you're talking about.", she responded. However, she began to blush. 

"Oh, please; don't act so innocent. I've noticed you paying more and more attention to him the longer we've been here. It only started to dawn on me, however, when you and Ash walked back together this morning. And now the look on your face makes it obvious: you're absolutely gaga for him." 

"Am not!", the blue-haired trainer attempted feebly. 

"Then what's your opinion of Ash?", Misty challenged, crossing her arms and grinning. 

Kandra shifted uncomfortably in place. "Well......... he's, you know....... he's nice." 

Misty chuckled slightly. "That's the answer I gave you when you asked me almost the same question. You weren't satisfied with it, and neither am I." 

"I mean, Ash is nice and all, but I don't like him. He's kind, and sensitive, and considerate, and soft spoken........", she drifted off, and her dreamy look returned. 

Misty rolled her eyes. "You don't like him. Uh-huh. Riiiiiiighhht." 

Kandra snapped out of her trance. "Well, um........ that was nothing! And hey, what about you?  You haven’t given me your answer yet!" 

Now it was Misty who turned bright red. "Don't change the subject." 

All were talking in hushed tones. Thus, the boys couldn't hear the girls debating; and by the same token, Kandra and Misty didn't hear Ash, as he recounted his near-death at the hands of Mewtrix to Brock and Bill. When he was finished, Brock nodded silently. "That was a very close call, Ash. Good thing your Mark saved the day." 

"And in the process," Bill chimed in, "we've learned a little more about it. So, the Mark of Legends has two kinds of energy which can come from it: a golden energy, which powers up........" 

".......... and a silver energy, which harms.", Ash finished the sentence. Bill walked around him slowly. 

"I wonder....... how powerful do you think that silver light is?" 

"I don't know. Can we test it somehow?" 

"Before you can test it, Ash, you have to control it.", Brock warned him. 

Bill crouched down. "Well, then, we'd better get started.", he said, smiling. He turned to Ash. "Now Ash, concentrate; close your eyes, relax, and focus. You can already command the golden light; try calling that up." 

Ash nodded, and closed his eyes, letting his frustrations and stresses melt away. He felt the Mark of Legends begin to glow on his back, then the golden energy seeped out through his body, much faster than before; it had gotten faster each time he'd done it. Bill, shocked for a moment, continued. "Good. Now, concentrate on the light........ changing. Becoming lighter, smoother, more silver in color...... and harsher, stronger, almost painful to the touch. Focus on what it did to Mewtrix." 

He did, and remembered how Mewtrix had writhed there, his armor and his skin burning from the pain. Then, he felt a tingly feeling, like what one feels when a limb is asleep. He opened his eyes, and looked down at his body. Sure enough, it was surrounded by a shimmering, whitish light, like liquid silver shining through him. Brock and Bill were dumbfounded; Kandra and Misty had noticed now, too, and the four of them all stood (or sat) with their mouths open. Ash grinned disarmingly. "Hey, calm down guys. I mean, it's not like I'm radioactive or anything....." 

At that moment, he happened to put his hand against a rock fixture on the floor. Suddenly, there was a crumbling sound, and he felt his hand begin to press into the rock. Looking over, he saw why. The silver energy surrounding his hand appeared to boring its way through the stone, dissolving it, vaporizing it into nothingness, or at least microscopic dust. He practically fell forward as the energy ate through it, landing on his stomach. The others backed away frightfully- he was frightened, too. He frantically put into his mind images of him without the silver aura, without any aura, just normal. For a few moments, nothing happened; then, slowly, the silver light receded, drawing back in, and the Mark of Legends was dormant. 

Ash sat back, breathing heavily, sweating- not from any effort on his part, but simply because it had been traumatic. Brock helped him to his feet. "Well, we've answered another question. The silver light isn't just painful........ it's also destructive." 

"Are you all right, Ash?", Kandra said worriedly. 

"I'm fine.", he said, shaking it off. 

Bill nodded. "Well, at least you're not completely defenseless, if you should ever be without your Pokemon. But be careful, Ash- this thing is dangerous, that's obvious. If it can cause pain to a Super Pokemon, imagine what it could do to a human." 

Ash gulped uncomfortably, but then firmed up. "Don't worry, Bill. I'll be careful- at least, as careful as any of us can be in our awkward situation." 

Bill nodded. Then they all returned to their positions. "Ooo, Ash is dangerous now; better be careful, Kandra. Still, the two of you do make a cute couple.", Misty laughed. 

"And so do the two of you.", she shot back, giggling herself. 

"I said don't change the subject!", Misty replied........... 


Pikachu jumped high and whirled around, terrified; he half expected to see Mewtrix there. To his surprise, however, the voice had come from a cell in the corner, away from the others. 

In it stood a male Scizor, slightly different from the two other Scizors he had seen on his journeys with Ash. This one was slightly taller, as well as being more orange in color than the deep crimson of most of his kind. Most Scizors also had orange eyes, like blazing fire; this one, however, had eyes of sky blue, like the open heavens on a perfect day. The 'scabbards' of its wings seemed abnormally large as well, and Pikachu could imagine that very powerful wings rested inside. It now looked down at Pikachu, quizzically, as if it couldn't decide what to make of the Electric-type. 

<H-hello?>,the Mouse Pokemon said meekly. <Was th-that.... you now, who just 
spoke to me?> 

It nodded. <Indeed it was, for it is not often that I have visitors, and never escapees,> it said, in a soft, middle-pitched voice. It- or he- was obviously a male. 

<Oh.... w-well, I'm sorry. Really. By the way, my name's Pikachu. What's yours?> 

The Scissors Pokemon sighed. <I had one name, once, before I came here against my will. But I am not the same Pokemon I was when I had that name. However, Giovanni 
gave me a different name, and that name I use: so you may call me Wraith.> 

Pikachu nodded. <Okay....> 

<Now, what brings you here?> Wraith said, and at this he smiled; suddenly not so 
frightening, he now seemed warmer. <I listened to the others taunt you, so I know you escaped from Giovanni's clutches; good work. But I should like to know your whole story.> 

Pikachu nodded, and proceeded to tell him everything that had happened from the time they had met Kandra on the road to Ecruteak; how long ago it seemed! He recounted their days at the Bioengineering Conference, their encounters with Mewtrix, the appearance of Mewtwo, and more. Wraith said little, only murmuring and nodding to 
himself occasionally. In great surprise, he asked no questions; but Pikachu had the 
uncomfortable feeling that what the Bug-type did not hear directly, he could guess- and 
guess accurately. When the tale was done, he crouched down beside Pikachu. <So, you 
are another trainer's Pokemon, and Giovanni captured you out of desire to have your 
abilities! Curse him!!>, and at this, he pounded against the glass walls, causing them to shake. For the first time, Pikachu noticed that shackles and binders of iron covered the Scizor's claws, keeping them from opening and hiding their razor sharp edges. 

<Yes, Giovanni's wanted me for a long time now. My trainer and I managed to evade the goons he’s sent after us before, but he finally got me himself. But what about 
you? How did you get here? And why are you put apart from all the others?> 

Wraith turned a bit, so he was facing Pikachu directly. Then, he spoke, slowly and 
quietly at first, building in both volume and momentum. <I was born in the Safari Zone seven years ago; my father was the chief of our swarm. Growing up, I was raised as most Scyther are, learning to be swift, silent, and deadly with my blades. 

<Three years later, I was on the verge of maturity when my father received news from Johto, far to the west of our home. There was a gap between the territories of a number of Scizors, our powerful, solitary kin. Scizors are territorial, but they will not expand their territories beyond what is necessary; so, they wanted to know if one of the swarm heads wished to fill the void. 

<I immediately stepped forward, proclaiming that I would go; indeed, as the son of a chieftain it was my fate to leave my parent swarm and seek my own dominion. Naturally, my father was concerned for my safety, and at first forbade me to go; several of the swarm elders agreed on this point. I felt, however, that I was destined to tread this path in life, and pleaded my case hard. Finally, my father saw the determination in my eyes, and consented to my departure. 

<For my journey, I was given a Metal Coat- you see, I was still a Scyther. If I was truly meant to claim territory of my own, before I ended my sojourn I would find a way to evolve. The good-byes were short and formal, as are all among our kind. 

<For two months, I trod and flew westwards, passing through lush forests, frigid wastelands, and open plains. All the while I attempted to activate the power sleeping in my Metal Coat, and evolve; alas, it was no use, for nothing would stir it. Finally, I looked upon the vast woodlands and valleys which made up the territories of the Scizors that had sent for me. With a heavy heart, I trudged into the scattered shadows: what would they think of me, a lowly young Scyther? 

<Suddenly, I heard a great crashing in the trees, and the shouts and cries of humans; I flew like an arrow towards the noise. In an open clearing, I stopped in horror as five Scizors in front of me faced a score of men in black clothing- Team Rocket members, I now know. They had used strobes to disorient the warriors, and now began to bind them tightly with cords. 

<At first, I did not know what to do; then, fear and rage surged through me. Crying at the top of my lungs, I charged forward, scattering the humans. They attempted to strike me with whips, but I evaded them with Agility, and Slashed them hard; a number screamed and fell, and the rest drew back. I then freed the Scizors, and told them to flee; however, weak as they were, they still struggled into a standing position. It is not in our kind’s nature to run. 

<Suddenly, I felt a bump on my back- and was immediately hit with a massive jolt of electricity. I jerked and writhed in the air, finally falling back to earth numb, paralyzed. Then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw a new human with black hair, clad in a suit. He tossed a Pokeball at me; so weak was I that I went in easily without struggle.> 

Wraith paused for a moment, catching his breath almost. <Have you ever been in a 
Pokeball?>, he asked rhetorically. <It is one of the most surreal experiences on earth. You are not alive, you do not live- you are energy, not matter, yet somehow your mind stays with you. You perceive thousands of rushing images, bouncing back and forth in a haze of red; all sense of time and space is lost. Thus, I do not know how long I was within that first instance. All I know is I was eventually, abruptly released, forming back into my normal body. I was still extremely weak, and could only note that I was in a large, gray room; my captor stood before me. I looked down at my body, but just then my muscles grew tense and my gaze locked; a white glow from within spread over me-> 

<You were evolving?!>, Pikachu interrupted, in spite of himself. The Scizor nodded. 

<Yes; my act of sacrifice in protection of the other Scizors, in addition to my capture, had made me worthy of the gifts the Metal Coat bestows. I felt myself growing tall, becoming leaner, quicker of motion, and stronger- much stronger. However, the 
evolution had strained my already over-taxed body past its limit; and as the glow 
disappeared, my vision swam, and I collapsed into blackness.>, the Steel-type finished, 
then closed his eyes in a reflective fashion. The Electric-type seated outside his cell dared not inquire, and the air was quiet for a few minutes. Then Wraith spoke again. 

<That was four years ago; since then, I have dwelt here most of the time, occasionally being shuttled to the Viridian City Gym. Giovanni has trained me, worked with me, filled my ears with his poisonous 'logic'. He at first strived to keep me secret, as I was at the time an unknown species in Kanto- but, like Mewtwo, he would occasionally pull me out to rip through trainers' teams with my Attack power. Fortunately, he has never approached me for one of his grittier 'jobs'; fortunately for him, that is.>, and at this his eyes glittered dangerously. 

Pikachu tilted his head, staring at the Bug-type intently. There was something very 
curious about this Scizor, especially considering how long he'd been here. Perhaps it took time, what he was thinking of.... 

Nevertheless, he posed a question that would either confirm or deny his quiet befuddlement. <Hey, Wraith?> 

<Yes?> 

<You said you've been under Giovanni's thumb for four years. So, I'm curious; how long have the other Pokemon here been around?> 

<The time varies; some Giovanni owned before me. I know for a fact that Pyrus has been here two years.>, and he gestured towards the Typhlosion. <And Gayla,> indicating the Espeon, <she is a three year veteran here. The Ariados Giovanni is so fond of is a relatively recent addition; just a year new.> 

Pikachu's eyes widened, and his ears shot up. Pyrus had been here only two years? Gayla three? Ariados ONE?! And yet, all of them were dark, sinister, power mad; all had been successfully brainwashed by the Rocket Don. But here, this Scizor, who had been here four years, was still pure, still retained both his natural vivaciousness and his deep kindness. How? What made him different? 

He had to know! <But, but...... Wraith, look at them! Each one a follower of 
Giovanni's teachings of the supremacy of power, all of them satisfied in their own 
wickedness! Even the newer ones!!> The Mouse Pokemon did not attempt to be polite, 
so confused was he. It just came out. <But you....... you.......>, he let it hang. 

Wraith smiled, chuckling slightly. <But I have been here longer than many of them, and yet, I retain my goodness; do not be ashamed of your surprise. Giovanni knows it as well, which is why he keeps my claws locked shut.> 

<But...... how?>, Pikachu asked, utterly perplexed.  <What makes you different?>

Chapter XII- Calm Before the Storm


For a moment, Wraith said nothing.  The other Pokemon in the room had long since ceased talking, and silence hung heavy on the air.  Pikachu, unable to stand it, was about to ask again when the Scizor fixed him with a polarizing blue stare.  <Tell me:>, he began, in a slightly inquisitive tone, <what kinds of stories do Pikachus tell?  What tales, what legends are passed down from one generation to the next?>


Legends?  Pikachu tried to think.  <Hmmm....... well, I know we have all of the usual stories, the stuff that every Pokemon species tells about: the Swaggering contest of the Psyducks,  the fable of the Crystal Staff, the war between the Legendary Birds that flooded the world, etc. As for tales unique to us, I'm not sure if there are any,> he shrugged. <I know we have stories about the Lightning God Volt, but those are probably told elsewhere, too.> 

The Scissors Pokemon nodded. <Do you know anything of the Great War?> 

<Great War.... Great War..... maybe..... Once, when my trainer and his friends and I all stayed in Fuschia City for a while, I met up with a cheek of wild Pikachus and spent the night with them; we swapped stories around Ash’s campfire.  Some of the older ones mentioned something about a war..... but they said it was a really long time ago. I dropped the subject, though; it didn't look like they wanted to talk about it.> 

<I can understand that.>, he said, and Pikachu could tell the Steel-type was building up to something. <Many Pokemon, and all humans, chose to forget that dark chapter of the earth's history- who could blame them?> He paused. <But there were some who chose to remember, so that the lessons learned from it would not be unlearnt. The Scizors were among them, and as such, I know the story. More importantly at the moment, it will answer your question of how I keep my sanity in such foul conditions. So, here is the tale, as my father told it to me, who heard it from his father.>, and with that, he began. 

<Many, many, many years ago, when the modern nations of the world were barely 
dreams, when the most powerful weapons were made of spells and steel, humanity was not the dominant force it is today. They did not rule the earth, but much more so they were a component of it, on equal ground with the elements, with plants, and with Pokemon. The world was a much wilder place back then, and much more magical; for the Legendary Pokemon of story today were known and acknowledged by all, and great powers were much more tangible. 

<It was into this world that evil came, came from the stars and stories of even older days. 

<They were known as the Dark Legendaries; creatures of terrible power, that were black copies of the good Legendary Pokemon. Their power actually had existed on earth since the beginning, or so the tale says; kind of ‘extra’ elemental energy- in case of emergency, I suppose. But it was taken, stolen, and formed into evil beings. The Dark Legendaries also headed a mighty army- an army of creatures who had once been human souls, before they had been wrapped in their foul black skin. However, everything, the Black Armies, the Dark Legendaries, and many things which existed but are not spoken of, everything paled in comparison to.... a darkness.> 

<Darkness?>, Pikachu said quizzically. <What kind of darkness?> 

Wraith shook his head slowly. <None of the old stories say. But from the tone in which that part of the story is told, I can guess that this darkness was so powerful, so black, so unbearable, so indescribably evil and foul that even the strong species cannot bear to mention it. But whatever it was, it and the forces that followed it assaulted the earth with all their strength. Civilization after civilization, species after species, country after country fell to the indomitable evil. 

<Strong as they were, the Legendary Pokemon could not fight the threat alone. Thus, Mew, the rarest and most powerful Legendary of them all, sent her mental plea into the thoughts and dreams of all, calling for someone, anyone brave enough to stand against the shadow. Alas, there were few answers; everyone was paralyzed, numb with fear. So, Mew stood sadly atop the high mountains, where any who had answered the call were to meet her. It seemed no one had. 

<Then, to her surprise, Pokemon began showing up. They came in groups, mostly, though a few were solitary. However, she noticed that for the most part, the arrivals belonged to four species, and their prevolutions: Charizard, Dragonite, Kingdra, and Scizor. Like all, they had heard the summons, and they were also afraid. But unlike the rest of the world, these Pokemon had overcome their fear, and had answered their call to duty. Such selflessness, such honor, such strength of spirit touched Mew deeply. And so, in the face of insurmountable odds, the rallied Pokemon, with the Legendaries leading them, began a campaign against the blackness, a war to save the world.> 

He continued. <Soon, they were joined by a small group of humans, possessing special powers over Pokemon. They were fair, proud, and noble, credits to mankind. They were not only flawless trainers, but could themselves fight like demons, capable of overcoming forces a hundred times their strength. Together with the four species of Pokemon, they fought the shadow relentlessly, in every corner of the world, from the heights of the sky to the depths of the sea; nowhere was spared of the struggle. Weeks passed; weeks became months, months became years, years became decades, decades became centuries, and still the Legendary Pokemon and the forces of goodness fought on. 

<With each battle won, more creatures joined the fight, more beings began to see that evil was not so indestructible, after all. Finally, within the heart of the black lands themselves, in the shadow of the Tower of Spears, most of the fighting forces of the free world faced off in the final, climactic battle against all of the darkness’ remaining might.> 
Wraith was silent for a few moments, and in his head Pikachu could almost see the two great armies, one colored with all the creatures of earth, the other solid black in its evil, facing each other across gray, windswept plains. The Scissors Pokemon picked up the story again. <They say that last battle shook the earth, buckled the sea, and turned the sky red. But finally, finally, finally.... the evil was defeated, driven far into the universe, probably destroyed.> 

Now, he smiled, slowly, at the Electric-type. <And Mew did not forget the brave actions of those first four species of Pokemon who had answered her call. She wanted to thank them, somehow. She offered them much for their service: immortality, eternal protection from extinction, shiny status for them and all their descendants, and a host of other things. But the Scizors, Charizard, Dragonites, and Kingdra of the world refused to accept such rewards. To them, the happiness and joy of the shadow's defeat was more than enough. 

<Mew was again impressed by the goodness of the creatures. She said, or so the story goes, "I am indeed humbled by this show of selflessness. When the Legendary Pokemon called for aid, you answered in spite of the great danger, putting aside your fear, thinking nothing of your own safety. You performed invaluable service to us in our most desperate hour, and stood by us unwavering to the end. And now, you ask no reward for your deeds. Such purity, such honor, such strength of spirit and mind is all too rare in the world, and it will become much more scarce in the future, I fear. 

<"It would be a tragedy indeed to lose such goodness. So then, accept this as my gift to you: your kindness, your valor, your honesty, justice, purity, goodness, your noble air, all things admirable about you, will henceforth become a part of your races. With my blessing your ancestors will be born already possessing these traits, and even in weakness they will be strong and mighty. And though you are yet capable of falling into evil, it will be difficult, difficult indeed, for you to be turned. And at length, if all the world should boil down to wickedness, if it should become like a thrashing sea, than still you shall be just, a strong rock that not even the mightiest wave can break."> 

Pikachu's eyes were wide; he said nothing, sitting there in quiet awe at all he had heard. But the blue-eyed Scizor was not done yet. <So it has been, ever since that day. Mew's blessing came to pass, and the Fire/Flying, Dragon/Flying, Dragon/Water, and Steel/Bug-types remain even now symbols of indomitable strength and spirit, with airs of justice and honor about them not easily taken away. 

<But as with all things, I think that time and history have taken their toll upon the four great Pokemon species. Hardest hit seem to be the Charizard; overcapture has weakened their bloodlines, and evil specimens of them become increasingly more common. Still, the fiery dragons have a majesty about them unmatched by the other three races, even now. And they are not wholly drained, not in the least; there is still vast strength in the Characific Valley, and at Charizard Mountain far to the north much of the old spirit remains. 

<We too have fallen from grace. In my time with Giovanni I have encountered, and sometimes fought, Scizors who are cold and hard, whose lust for battle has destroyed their good hearts. But again, our strength is far from diminished. 

<Less affected by time are the two ‘true’ dragons. The Kingdra keep their dignity and pride even at pain of death, and I have yet to meet an evil one. But if they are not evil, than they are not as humble as I imagine they once were. They have become aloof and arrogant, harboring a belief in their race’s superiority over others. But the arrogance of the Kingdra, along with the bloodlust of the Scizors and the weakenings of the Charizard, could yet be reversed, I think, for we are very strong still. 

<Out of all the species, least diluted are the Dragonites. Indeed, I do not think they have changed at all. Proud and mighty, yet still humble and good they are, and as fair as human kings. Indeed, they still rank themselves in the old style, with their chieftains called 'Lords'.> 

<But the times have changed, and we have had to change with them. Giving in a little, taking somewhat, I suppose it is inevitable. And yet, we have not changed, not really. The four species still adhere to the seven defining traits that Mew bound to our blood: honor, justice, dignity, goodness, strength, defiance, and nobility. We have, for the most part, remained above the destructive behavior that is now so persistent in the world. That, you see, is why Giovanni cannot taint me with his wicked ways: my spirit is stronger than anything he can devise.> 

Wraith stood up now, the strength of his spirit all the more evident- a spirit that refused to bow to evil. <Thus,> he said quietly, <thus, we four, Charizard, Dragonite, Kingdra, Scizor, and our prevolutions, are known as the Noble Pokemon. A fairer group of species you will nowhere find.> 


Wraith leaned back against the glass, tilting his head upward; he closed his eyes, and with his legs crossed, he seemed almost to be meditating. Like many times before, Pikachu just sat there, silently. The Steel-type rested much longer this time. It was as if his tale had taken effort to tell, and indeed it had seemed almost painful to recount. But why? Always more questions than answers, the Mouse Pokemon thought as he shook his head. <Wraith? Are you all right?> 

The red warrior stirred, then fixed his companion with his piercing blue eyes. <I do not like telling that story; evil so great should never be reminisced upon. But it explains my resilience to Giovanni's will. Alas, I have paid dearly for my defiance; none of the others is restrained as I am.>, and he indicated the clamps on his claws and, for the first time, chain-like fixtures that kept his wings sheathed. A twang of remorse, of sorrow, ran through Pikachu, as he saw the Scizor imprisoned there. 

<And even a Noble creature can hold out only so long. If I disobey Giovanni, or refuse to serve him, he will finish me. But I would not regret my time resisting him; it is guiltily satisfying to see frustration on his wicked face. But it has indeed been a long time- now, just being here taxes me.>, and he sighed heavily. Great as he was, the strain was evident in the painful tension of his face. <Go now, Pikachu. Go while you still can, before it is too late.>, and he turned away, slumping against the glass tiredly. 

Pikachu was again struck hard by pity and sorrow. This creature did not belong in a glass box, with his wings and claws locked up! This Noble Pokemon deserved a free, honorable life, free of humiliation and threat of punishment simply for doing the right thing. He became stiff with resolve, and sat up suddenly. <No. I won't do it.> 

<Will not do what?>, Wraith responded. 

<I won't leave you here!!>, the Electric-type cried, and, much like Wraith's, his eyes flashed with fierce purpose. 

<Wha?>, the Scissors Pokemon said quizzically. 

<Wraith, you shouldn't be here. You didn't belong here, and unlike the rest of these Pokemon, you never will. It's not right!!>  Pikachu floundered for a moment, words slipping away from him.  A moment later, however, he found his voice again.

<I came here too late to hope to do anything for them. But I can still help you.... I think.> He paused again. <I hope.> 

Wraith's eyes widened as he turned his head to Pikachu. <You would.... help me? Escape? Yet you have barely known me an hour.....> 

The Mouse Pokemon shook his head. <It doesn't matter. You're the only one here who's shown me kindness. Even without being mean, you could have just ignored me, shut me out. But you chose to extend friendship, to comfort me in my distress. I....... can't imagine parting with you after something like that.> 

Slowly, the Scizor rose to his feet, and Pikachu could see a broad smile on his face. <My dear Pikachu! I said the Noble Pokemon were the fairest species you would ever meet. However, I said nothing about individual Pokemon, and you have just proven how wrong such a statement would be. Pikachu, you have a strength of heart that any Scizor would envy. If I was as kind to you as you make me out, than certainly you have shown me ten times that amount, for accepting me, and agreeing to listen when no others would. Now....... you extend your aid in freeing me, something I have dreamed about for much of my time in Giovanni's keeping. I am forever indebted to you, my dear friend.>, and at this, Wraith went down on his knee, kneeling in respect, placing one arm on his chest and the other behind his back. 

Pikachu blushed slightly. <Save your thanks until I figure out if I even can get you out of here.> He began looking the glass prison over, studying it. He noticed that it didn't extend all the way to the ceiling; about fourteen feet above his head, the glass ended, and the cylindrical enclosure opened to the ceiling for ventilation. 

<Hmmmmm.>, he thought aloud. <If I can get up there, I can drop down into your cell. We'll work from there.> 

<How will you manage to reach so great a height?>, Wraith asked, himself looking up at the summit of his prison. 

Pikachu narrowed his eyes as he looked up. Suddenly, he squatted down, and leapt off his haunches upwards. He only went about five and a half feet of the way, however, and he fell downwards, only just able to land on his feet. RRRRrrrgh!! He growled in his head. Come on, Pikachu, think!! Giovanni wanted you for your cunning, too. Now prove that his opinion of you wasn't unfounded!! Wait- I know!!

Readying himself once again, Pikachu leapt high, reaching his original height. Suddenly, he flashed blue, and disappeared in a blur, reappearing a few feet above the cell; he had used Agility in midair to travel farther. However, he was slightly to the right of the glass, and he missed it entirely, landing flat on his stomach and getting the wind knocked out of him. Wraith crouched down to his level. <Are you all right?> 

<Uggh...... I've...... -wheez- felt better.....> 

The Scizor looked at him sadly. <You do not have to do this.> 

Pikachu got up, shaking his head to reorient himself. <Yes I do. There's got to be a way!>, and he paced around the cell in frustration. <I got high enough; the only problem was my trajectory. If I.....>, he trailed off, and began using his hands and fingers to plot his pathway in the air. <I wonder........ I wonder........> 

For the third time, he squatted down, tensing all his muscles. Suddenly, he leapt forward with all his strength- but this time, he leapt at the glass cylinder at the same time he sprang upwards. He reached a five foot height on the wall, then jumped up and off the wall, going even higher. Then, he flashed away in an Agility, and appeared directly above the glass!!! He fell downward, and Wraith managed to break his fall with his shackled claws. Pikachu, standing in the Scizor's arms, reaching out for a moment to touch his face; there was simultaneously the warmth of a living thing and the coldness of metal at his fingertips. It was unlike anything he had ever felt. 

Wraith was amazed for a moment. <Very clever. Does Giovanni know of this ability to think on your feet?> 

Pikachu nodded. 

<No wonder he wanted you so badly.>, the Steel-type remarked as he set Pikachu down. 

The Mouse Pokemon acknowledged the comment only briefly, then began examining the shackles on the Scissors Pokemon's claws. They appeared to be clamped shut hard, and at the back he could see the space of a keyhole. 

<No fancy locking gears...... you know, if I hit it with enough electricity, I bet I could blow this thing off you.> And he turned to Wraith. <Of course, you would feel it too.....> 

He nodded. <I am willing to endure anything for freedom. Such is its price, and its worth is ten times what is spent for it.> 

<Okay then...... brace yourself....... I'll try a Thundershock first.>, Pikachu said, stepping back a ways. 

Wraith tensed in anticipation. Suddenly, there was the slight cry of "CHU!", and slender bolts of electricity laced from the Mouse Pokemon's cheeks at the binder. Though most of the Electric-type attack was directed straight at the imprisoning tool, some of it inevitably coursed through the Scizor's body. He flickered yellow and sparked, but remained firm, not even flinching. 

Pikachu halted the attack, and moved closer to examine its results. The binder was still sparking from the assault; however, if any damage had been done, it was indiscernible. <Didn't work, at least not that I can tell.>, he lamented. <There may be damage on the inside, however. I'll upgrade to Thunderbolt.>, and he stepped back again. <Will you be okay?> 

<Just do it.>, Wraith said curtly. 

Pikachu was becoming worried that Wraith would always say that, no matter how much pain he might be in; however, he had agreed to it, so the Mouse Pokemon proceeded. This time, the electricity surging from his cheeks formed into a single, medium-sized bolt of electricity that lanced out, spiking and snaking through the air until it struck the shackle. This time Wraith's head seemed to jerk slightly; but he closed his eyes, gritted his teeth, and was silent. The binder rattled and shook with the onslaught of power, and began to glow with the heat of the electricity. However, as the Thunderbolt finished its course, it held its place. 

<No luck this time, either.>, Wraith said. <You have used Thundershock, and Thunderbolt; now-> 

<No!>, Pikachu said, very frightened. <I will not use Thunder on you!!> 

<You must.> 

<Wraith, you believe me that Giovanni envies the power I have. If I Thunder you, full force-> 

<DO IT!>, Wraith yelled, startling the Mouse Pokemon. Realizing he had frightened his friend, he turned around and spoke in a softer tone. <Pikachu, listen to me. I would endure more, much more than this for freedom. Besides,> he smiled, <I am quite strong too. One Thunder, even from you, cannot finish me.> 

Pikachu backed away again reluctantly. <All right. I hope this works.... and I hope you'll be okay.> 

The Scizor said nothing, but braced himself once more. Pikachu gulped hard, then suddenly- 

"PiiikaaaaCHUUUUU!!!!!", and the entire ROOM lit up with yellow light, causing the other Pokemon to turn to the corner. Like a miniature lightning storm, what looked like a net of electricity sparked from Pikachu, his cheeks flashing alternately red and electric blue. The powerful attack struck Wraith and the shackle at full force, and in spite of himself, the Scizor let loose a muffled growl of pain, his head pulled back in the agony, his knees starting to shake. 

Suddenly, however, there was a CLANG!, and a sound like the ricochet of a bullet. The binder on Wraith's right arm blew apart, and Pikachu had to weave and dodge in order to avoid the pieces of metal that flew at him. The electricity died away, and Wraith relaxed, breathing heavily. Then, he became aware that his right claw was free. 

Slowly, the Bug-type drew his arm out from behind his back, flexing it a bit. He opened his claw slowly, and very wide, like a human wiggling his fingers. Then, he closed then opened it again rapidly, making a sound very much like a pair of scissors opening and closing. He snapped it a few times, then turned to Pikachu in wonder. <..... Thank you...... Thank you!> and he grinned in happiness and ferocity; indeed, he was on the verge of weeping. 

Pikachu returned the smile. <You're welcome. I hope you're all right.> 

<I will be fine. But I am free, free at last! Thank you, from the bottom of my heart!> 

The Electric-type, however, had just realized something. <Wait.> he said sadly. <We still have to do the other claw. And your wings.....> 

<No need,> and Wraith winked at him. Suddenly, he ran the edge of his right claw down the length of the left claw's binder. To Pikachu's amazement, it opened right along the cut line and fell off; the Scizor flexed this one in turn. He then bent down slightly to reach his back, and swept his claws in an arc faster than Pikachu could see. There was a clash of metal, and the chain that connected the wing sheaths was cloven in two. As he stood back up, they slid off. He flicked his wings out- and Pikachu could see that his earlier guess had been correct, for Wraith's wings were larger than those of the other Scizors he had seen, and buzzed with sudden energy.

The Steel-type now turned to his companion, who was still standing in awe. <You-> Pikachu began. 

Wraith winked again. <The claws of a Scizor are the envy of every man-forged blade. Now it is time to escape,> and he turned to the glass walls. <I shall provide the exit!!> 

SWIPE! SWIPE! SWIPE! 

With three swift strokes, he cut a hole in the glass cell. He stepped out, stretching his arms and legs. <How good it is to breath free air again,> he said silently. 

<We're not out of the woods yet.>, Pikachu said, following him through the opening. He walked in front of the Scizor, smiling broadly. <Before I came here, I was trying to escape this terrible place, and I still mean to. I presume that's what you're going to do, as well. So,> and he extended a small paw, <why not team up? We'll have better chance together than alone.> 

The Scissors Pokemon barely hesitated as he cupped the forearm in his large claw. <Yes. We will go together, and we will find your master!> 

<And I know, if we find him, he'll help you get back to your territory in Johto!>, Pikachu cried. 

<So be it! By both purpose and personal bond, companions we are- my dear friend,> and with that, they swiftly ran to the large metal double doors that marked the exit of the large chamber. 

Ever since the brilliant flash of Pikachu's Thunder, he and Wraith had attracted the attention of Giovanni's other Pokemon. Now, as the two companions made their way to the doors, they realized that an escape had been made. 

<Wraith! Hey, Wraith!>, Pyrus the Typhlosion cried. The Scizor turned around. 

<Come on, Wraith; you're not just gonna leave us here.... are you?> Galya the Espeon pleaded. 

Wraith eyed them all coldly for a moment. Then, his eyes lost some of their harshness, replacing it with pity. <If I thought there was hope for one of you, I would free you all,> he said, his voice at once strong and somber. <Alas, I see none.> 

With a few powerful slashes, he had sliced a hole in the door. Before going forward, he turned one last time. <Think of this as repayment for all your years of neglect.> 

And with that, he and Pikachu ran out- free at last. 


Mewtwo looked around him; was he still dreaming? His vision of the great shadowy Pokemon had long since ended, and he had slept peacefully for a while. But now something was happening again.

The Psychic-type continued to scan the area. He appeared to be on the edge of a cliff- no, a large plateau, which stretched out on either side for miles, and far back behind him. Below, going as far as the eye could see, were flat, rolling plains. Both they and the plateau were covered with grass, short and dull-colored, as if this strange land were in the depths of winter. The sky was gray; clouds rushed past above him. 

Suddenly, he became aware of a presence beside him, and he turned his head. His eyes widened with surprise. "Mew?" he exclaimed, for the New Species Pokemon did in fact stand beside him on her big feet, as if she had appeared from nowhere. 

On hearing his voice, she looked up at him with her beguiling eyes. Ever since his first encounter with her, he had always been fascinated by them: two vast, blue pools, so deep he felt he could drown, lose himself in them. It seemed he could see many things as he gazed farther and farther into them, and they sparkled within, somehow delicate, playful, serious, and powerful all at once. In spite of himself, he stared at them for a few moments before regaining his composure. "Mew?" he said again. "What's going on?" 

Quietly, Mew lifted off the ground, floating up to eye level with him. "Do you feel it?" she said suddenly, in her girlish voice.  It was very low, almost a whisper, and there was a note of.... nervousness?... in it. 

"Feel what?" he replied- but even as he spoke a cold chill ran down his spine. 

She sighed. "I'm sorry, Mewtwo. I didn't want this to happen- none of us did. But the job was left unfinished, only the stem was cut off. And a weed that keeps its roots has a habit of growing back." 

Mewtwo was puzzled. "I.... do not understand....." 

Mew drifted in front of him, smiling now. "You will, eventually. How soon is up to you. But the task at hand is more pressing- for now. Mewtrix and Giovanni must be checked, if only for a little while. I will help if necessary, but I will not intervene unneeded. 

"Take care of the others, Mewtwo. Take care of yourself, and especially take care of Ash. The fates of all may rest on the both of you fulfilling your destinies." She turned upside-down and floated over his head. 

The Genetic Pokemon was only puzzled further. "You speak as if we were all under a guillotine, and the blade were about to fall." He turned around. "What-" 

Nothing. No sign of Mew anywhere. It was as if she had disappeared; he could no longer feel her power, either. But then her voice echoed through his mind one last time: *And don't let it see you!*

Mewtwo was now beginning to feel afraid too. He glanced about him uncomfortably, thinking now how wide and open this place was, how clearly visible he was here. Then he turned around. 

He gasped, and recoiled in shock, for he could no longer see out across the rolling fields, nor could not see the sky above them. In their place was a huge black mass, a few hundred feet from the edge of the plateau. Mewtwo could see nothing past it. 

The Super Pokemon studied it more closely. It was really more of an off-gray black, the kind seen when the eyes were closed- pitch black. How far back it ran was uncertain, but it was certainly miles wide and tall, and seemed to lean forward high overhead like a frozen wave. Yet, not frozen, for it shifted and moved. It was like surging water, rolling fog. Or not. 

Really, as he continued to stare at it, it did not resemble water at all, nor any liquid for that matter. Nor did it resemble gas, or a solid, or any kind of matter, not even plasma. The closest thing he could compare it to was.... a shadow, a shadow cast in a dark place when the sun was low. But what shadow was so utterly dark, and moved as if it had life of its own? 

He was so fixated on the shadowy void in front of him that he only barely detected a new sensation creeping along the back of his neck.  A new coldness, like a hand of ice, suddenly gripped his heart.  Eyes widening in shock, he whirled around.  A new shadow towered over him- his own shadow!!  It had left the earth to which it had been bound, and now rose fifty feet into the air.  And it was no longer entirely his shadow either, for he could see the outlines of armor on it.  Mewtrix?, he thought- but only for a moment.  No, this was not the Cyborg Pokemon’s doing.  Not even Mewtrix’s power could cast this terrible pallor, this mixture of fear, loathing, and nausea.  He thought of moving, of running, of flying away.  But he seemed riveted in place.  His reflexes, his muscles, his psychic power was no longer his to command- they had been conquered by fear, and this thing was the source of that fear.


Then, swirling like a liquid and a vapor, the outlines of armor vanished into the dark figure.  The helmet remained on last.  At the same time, the wave of shadow behind him leapt into the heavens, passing high above him like some huge blanket.  The gray light of the sky was fast dimming, the wind blowing more violently than ever.  The Genetic Pokemon’s breath quickened; he was afraid.  No, he was terrified!


Finally, on the phantasm shaped like Mewtrix, the helmet outline peeled back at last.  Mewtwo tried to shut his eyes, but he was powerless even to do that.  The shadow in the air wrapped around him like chains, suffocating him with its unholy blackness.  And in a shifting of shape, the thing he saw in front of him did not look like Mewtrix any more-



"GAAAAA!!!!!!", he screamed, bolting upright. He was still in the cave; his cry had startled Ash and the others, and they all gazed at him. He was sweating profusely, and panting hard. 

"Mewtwo, are you all right?", Misty asked cautiously. 

Mewtwo did not respond; he was shivering, shaking. He bowed his head, gripping his forehead tightly with one hand.  What had he seen?  What had he seen?

Chapter XIII- The Hour of Doom


The others were silent. Mewtwo still sat there, head in his hand, breathing heavily, eyes wide open. Finally, Ash stood up and walked over. "Are you all right, Mewtwo?", he said quietly. 

"Mm?", he replied, as if the sound had caught him off guard. "Oh, yes, I'm fine." 

Kandra came over next. "Are you sure?", she said, staring at him. He looked up, meeting her eyes for a moment. 

".... No. No, in fact, I am not all right.", he admitted, looking up at them. They balked a bit. 

"So, what's wrong?", Misty said, getting up and sitting back down closer to him. "Did you accomplish what you went to sleep for?" 

"Did you dream?", Bill asked quietly. The Psychic-type was surprised at the accuracy of the guess, but he did not let it show. 

"Yes.", Mewtwo replied. "Two dreams- neither of which I understand." 

"What were they about?", Brock inquired. 

He was about to respond, when suddenly, Mew's conversation with him from the 
second dream echoed through his mind again: 

“I..... do not understand......”

“You will, eventually. How soon is up to you.” 

The Genetic Pokemon's jaw was firm, and his eyes hardened with resolution. There were some things that were forever destined to remain cryptic, mysteries not even he could solve. But this- there was a sense of great importance behind Mew's odd message. Indeed, he went so far as to call it vital, perhaps to the entire world. He did not know. 

What he did know, however, was that he had to interpret these dreams. "How soon is up to me.", he said to himself, repeating the words aloud. "If that is the case, then I do not want to wait- I will not!" 

"Will not what?", Misty asked, surprised by the change in the Mewtwo's mood. 

Her voice checked his ambition, and a new difficulty reared its head. What to do about Ash and the others? He couldn't just leave them alone, not with Mewtrix on the island. What if he detected them? However, he could not escape the unceasing call of the dream. Thus, he made up his mind. 

Before Misty, Bill, or any of them could inquire further, they were teleported in a flash to a ledge on the rocky cliffs of western Cinnabar. They all stood up, eyes open in shock. "WHA?!", Brock exclaimed; it was all he could think to say, so surprised was he. 

"Mewtwo, what's going on?!", Ash demanded angrily. 

The Psychic-type shook his head over and over, faint mental 'whisperings' swirling through his mind, almost as if he were muttering to himself. "I'm sorry.", he said at last. "I brought you up here because you need me to renew the air in the cave so you can breathe. And I will not be able to- not for a while, at least. I'm leaving." 

"Leaving?!", Kandra and Bill yelled simultaneously. 

"Just for a while.", he assured them. "I'll be back as soon as I can." 

"But why?", Brock asked. 

The Psychic-type shook his head again in his confusion. "Questions. Questions that need answering. I don't know, but I am afraid and I can't understand why." 

"But-", Ash began. He did not finish, and Mewtwo placed a hand on his shoulder. 

"Lay low, and keep out of sight. The others look to you for leadership, Ash, though you do not think yourself capable." 

"Be careful!", he yelled over his shoulder. With that, he shot into the air, so fast a streak of blue trailed behind him..... 


As before, the lighting in the corridors was dim and hazy, the soft glow creating heavy shadows in the twisting hallways. This, of course, worked to the advantage of Pikachu and Wraith, who were creeping along the walls just as Mewtwo was in the depths of his second dream. The Mouse Pokemon and his Scissors companion moved with light tread, the Scizor being particularly careful to avoid the slight click of his metal feet on the hard floor. As they came to a corner, Pikachu walked up to its edge and trained his ears out beyond the bend; they twitched slightly for a few moments. He then turned back to his companion. <All clear.>, he whispered. 

Wraith nodded in response. <It seems today is a dull one.> 

<Even so,> the Electric-type said, <there should be more activity, especially after I escaped. Something isn't right......> 

<Nothing has been right since Mewtrix came here.>, Wraith muttered, mostly to himself. 

<Mewtrix?>, Pikachu replied. 

<Yes. Since his appearance, the complex has been.... tense; nervous, uneasy. It is as if everyone is holding their breath, waiting for something that is coming, but is still unknown.> 

Pikachu nodded. <I know what you mean. I feel nervous too: uneasy, edgy, all those things. And I constantly want to look over my shoulder. I can't explain it.> 

<Giovanni gives Mewtrix very free reign with his powers- I don't think he knows the full extent of them.>, the Scizor explained. <Being a Psychic-type, I wouldn't be surprised if Mewtrix stretches his mind out, to look over everything in the Lab, the island, and wherever else suits his fancy. Particularly if he's inherited Giovanni's desire for control. He may know you and I are together, know where we are right now.... even be listening in on us.> At that, Pikachu and Wraith simultaneously darted glances around the hallway in spite of themselves. 

The Mouse Pokemon shivered, though he was warm. The Steel-type narrowed his eyes. <At any rate, I will be glad to get away from here, out from under his thumb. I do not enjoy being a lackey.>, he clenched his claws tightly. 

<Let's move on.>, The Electric-type said next. The passage was still clear, but nonetheless they crept along the walls, staying in the shadows whenever possible, and making quick rushes with Agility when that was not an option. 

Eventually, they came to a T-shaped intersection, where their passageway opened and went straight off into two long hallways, one to the right and one to the left. Straight in front of them, however, was a door with a brass knob, and what appeared to be a lock on it. The two Pokemon stood at the crossing for a moment, deliberating. <Should we go in?>, Pikachu wondered aloud. 

<Hmmm..... I am trying to decide if I know this door....>, Wraith trailed off. He peered off down the left corridor, then the right one. <I think.... yes, I believe we can go in.>, he said, making for the doorknob. 

<Are you sure?>, Pikachu said worriedly. 

<Do not worry; I am almost certain I know where this leads.>, the Scizor assured him, and with a mighty SLASH! The knob was taken off, and Wraith pushed the door open. 

The lights in the room that greeted them were already on. Inside was a loud thumping noise, and it was filled with large gray machinery full of tubes and pipes. These devices chugged and vibrated, and over the din could faintly be heard the sloshing of liquid. 

Wraith smiled in satisfaction. <It is as I had hoped: the waste treatment room.> 

So it was. The people of Cinnabar had long ago realized that the sparkling waters and pristine beaches of their island were its greatest assets. However, increasing populations and the proliferation of hi-tech industries threatened to destroy the ecological treasure troves, and the lucrative business associated with them. Thus, the city had constructed an extensive and elaborate water treatment system to filter out all water refuse that could not be safely handled by the ocean. Large and complex, it resembled the grand sewer systems of  far older cities, such as Saffron and New York. 

Wraith, in one way or another, had learned all of this, and he began to turn it over in his mind. Pikachu, meanwhile, looked over to the center of the concrete floor, where a round metal plate stuck out a few inches. The Scizor noticed him looking at it. <That is a manhole cover; it covers the entrance to the sewer systems that run all under the island. It was built so technicians could descend into the system and work on it directly, saving time and expense.> 

<Oh.>, the Electric-type curtly responded. With this information however, he began thinking..... 

But Wraith had been thinking longer. He walked over to the metal covering, and by its two holes lifted it from the floor. Peering down, he and Pikachu could see a ladder highlighted by the room's lighting going down into the gloom, and a bit of the concrete sidewalk on the side of the sewage river; beyond that, all was darkness. 

<You first.>, Wraith said. 

Pikachu was surprised for a moment. <The sewer? Do we have to- I mean, we could get lost down there; it's very dark, and we hardly have any sense of direction. We could get stuck for days with no food, no water-> 

The Scissors Pokemon stopped him. <Which is precisely what would happen if we wandered around here long enough, except down below we have a better chance of getting out. You were right back there: as quiet as it’s been, we have pushed our luck too much. I think it is time we disappeared.> 

Pikachu couldn't argue with the logic, and he now reflected on his desire to see Ash again. <I suppose you're right.>, he said as he jumped down the rungs of the ladder, his friend hovering down on his wings. <I just hope it doesn't smell too bad.> 

<Think happy thoughts.>, Wraith said dryly as he replaced the manhole cover above, plunging them into blackness.... 


It was lonely on the cliff face, and cold; harsh winds blasted the craggy rock, and the ocean mist drenched all that came in contact with it. The five humans huddled together for warmth, Bill in the center. Ash was on his right, Brock on his left; Kandra and Misty leaned against Brock and Ash, respectively. They all shivered slightly. 

There was intense silence for some time. Then, finally, Misty spoke up. "I wonder where Mewtwo is?", she said, voicing the question for all of them. 

Brock shrugged his shoulders. "I don't know; he seemed pretty nervous when he 
brought us up here." 

Kandra sat up. "Nervous? He wasn't nervous, Brock- he was afraid. I he was sweating, holding his forehead, and talking to himself." 

"But.... what could scare Mewtwo?", Misty wondered aloud. "Do you think it had anything to do with the dream he had?" 

"Perhaps....", Bill began pondering. "Human psychics often receive revelations in their dreams, visions of the future- prophecies, if you will. I don't know how such things work with Psychic Pokemon, but Mewtwo is human enough in his nature that the same principle may apply to him." 

"It's a dark future indeed," Brock muttered, "if a Super Pokemon is afraid of it." 

"Of course, most 'visions' are fake, Brock. And even when they are real, they're not certain. Such things are always in motion, affected by events that have occurred in the past and events that occur now in the present. There is no definite future; only probable ones." 

The Pokemon breeder arched an eyebrow. "Interesting perspective, Bill."

Kandra, who had been silent since her initial contribution to the conversation, now 
spoke up. "Maybe.", she said. "But it doesn't make me feel any better. I have a feeling....”, she trailed off.


“What kind of feeling?”, Bill prodded her.


“Of doom.”, she said, and she gave him a haunting stare that raised the hairs on his neck.  “Impending doom.  I can feel it..... looming in the darkness.... waiting for us.  Part of me is terrified.  Don’t you guys know what I'm talking about?", and she looked slightly at Ash as she said this. 

However, it was Misty who answered. "Um..... no.  I’m sorry, Kandra.  I mean, I am feeling a little hopeless right now, but certainly no sense of dread. Are you sure about this?" 

The blue-haired trainer slumped, putting head down in her lap. "I'm not sure of anything anymore.  I’m so confused.... and I don’t know why." 

Misty stared at her friend, quite worried. She was about to say something when Ash, who had been silent for the whole time, suddenly sprang to his feet. He walked over to the edge of the cliff face and looked out to the left, down the jagged surface. "Bill," he asked, "what's down there?" 

Bill got up and joined him. "That way? If I remember Cinnabar’s geography right....... these rocks put us on the north side of the island........ and that way is west........ some of the more wooded areas of the island lie that way. There are mainly a bunch of hiking trails, a few private developments....... and Cinnabar Labs.", and at this his voice trailed off. 

Ash, however, seemed to light up at the news, and his mind began racing furiously. 
“Doesn’t this island have a really extensive sewer system? I think I read about that 
somewhere once.” 

Bill nodded. “Yes. Funny that Cinnabar Labs should come up right before that, actually. See, in the 1980s the island government really got on the Lab’s case for improper management of the toxic chemicals it used. They also launched an investigation into one of its partner corporations, Robotrix Systems, for illegal genetic research and Pokemon cruelty, though it never really amounted to anything. But anyway, after that fiasco Cinnabar Labs did a major overhaul of their internal waste treatment system. Now, they link to the main, efficient sewer system that runs through the island, and the water 
that enters it from them is supposedly better filtered than that from most homes. In fact,” he continued, getting caught up in the explanation, “they just recently installed their own extension to the sewage works. Coupled with their new purification systems, they don’t even pump treated water into the main system anymore- they reintroduce it directly back into the ocean.” 

If he had ‘lit up’ before, Ash now brightened like a lightbulb ready to burn out. A fire suddenly seemed to blaze in his dark eyes, where there had been no such light for a long time. He walked to the leftmost edge of their cliff and gazed outwards, studying the ocean like an anxious mariner. Misty came up behind him. “Ash.... what are you thinking about now?”, she asked nervously. 

He turned to her, smiling slyly. “Oh, nothing...... just a way to rescue Pikachu.” 

That got their attention. “Do WHAT?!”, Misty yelled. 

“Wha?”, Brock exclaimed. Kandra got a very worried look on her face; Bill, impassive as ever, merely arched an eyebrow. 

“Rescue Pikachu!”, he repeated, his adrenaline surging like the water before them. “Don’t you see? Everything is perfect- even better than I had originally assumed.” 

As Misty, Kandra, and Brock struggled to come to terms with what Ash was 
suggesting, Bill ran over the conversation he had had with his nephew just moments ago. 
The ulterior motive behind those questions suddenly dawned on him, and a look of horror 
crossed his face that he barely concealed in time. “Oh, no.”, he said to Ash, shaking his head slightly. “No way, Ash. That would be madness.” 

“Would it?”, Ash said, crossing his arms and staring at Bill. 

Now the others began to catch on. “Wait- you’re thinking of sneaking into Cinnabar Labs, by going through the sewer system, aren’t you?”, Misty said, putting the pieces together. At which point her temper kicked in somewhat unexpectedly. “Ash, are you INSANE?!?! You can’t just break your way into a major Team Rocket facility! 
Especially with both Giovanni AND Mewtrix hunting you- hunting us- like a tiger stalks an antelope!”, and with that she turned her back to him, arms crossed. 

“Would you just listen to me for a sec?!”, Ash said to all of them, though he directed his voice at Misty. “It’s a lot easier than it sounds. Would I put this forward if I hadn’t thought it through?” 

“You might,” Kandra said quietly, “if you let your emotions get the better of you.” 

The remark enraged Ash for a moment, and he whirled angrily to face Kandra. She met his gaze, and the tension in the atmosphere increased tenfold as they stared each other down; the others glanced nervously at them, unable to speak. Ash’s eyes were jet black and immeasurably deep, yet now they seemed to have lightened in hue, flashing every now and then, as if they were a black shroud behind which a white flame burned. Deeper still, there were the reflections of stars in his eyes, though it was the middle of the day. 

By contrast, Kandra’s eyes were sea-gray. They swirled like mist; and the mist occasionally backed within the pupils somewhat, as if her gaze was somewhere far away. There were things to be seen in those eyes, as well, but Ash could not discern them.  He was furious despite his fascination, and Kandra was not backing down.  Electricity seemed to crackle in the space between their gazes.

They stood that way for about five minutes. Then, simultaneously, they both relaxed. Kandra seemed weary, almost defeated. “I’ll come with you,” she resigned, “if you truly are going.” 

“I....... guess I will too.”, Misty said, looking down at the ground as he spoke. 

Brock threw a glance at Bill. “I take it that means we’re going too?” 

The Pokemon researcher nodded. “I at least want to hear what Ash has in mind.” 

“Good.”, Ash said. “Now, here’s my idea.......” 

So, he laid out his plans for them, plainly and simply. Indeed, for such short notice it was a fairly well-conceived strategy. Strangely, the opposition to his idea seemed to have dried up; Misty and Brock agreed enthusiastically to come. Bill agreed as well, though he approached the whole affair with more caution than they did. Kandra was again the hardest to convince, and in the end she still had nagging doubts, worries in the back of her mind that would not go away. Thus they discussed their plans in secret. 


Or so they thought. 


For Wraith had been right- Mewtrix had been active. He sat in the high-backed chair of Giovanni’s office, his mind quite stretched out. 

It had begun early yesterday morning- a lessening of tension, an easing of guard and security through the whole island, a lack of precaution. It grew stronger throughout the day, until finally it seemed that the outside world had all but abandoned any previous veils of secrecy. Things had, suddenly, become much easier to read. At first, Mewtrix was puzzled by the rapid shift and what could have caused it. Then, it had dawned on him- Mewtwo was gone. 

Gone. Looking back, he should have realized it sooner. The gradual easing of the strain that had been in his mind for the past two weeks, the constant struggle waning by the hour just yesterday. Then, it had abruptly vanished, and he knew that Mewtwo was no longer on the island, and the gradual fading had occurred as the Genetic Pokemon had moved further and further away. His residual psychic force still lingered, but it was barely noticeable. He was alone- alone and supreme. For with Mewtwo had also gone the ‘mind shield’ Mewtwo had placed over much of the island, preventing Mewtrix from seeing all that he normally could with his power. Nowhere had this protection been stronger than on Ash Ketchum and his friends. But that was gone too. 

Thus, it had taken little time for him to discover the five humans’ new hiding place, and he had extended his mind to the rocky ledge. He knew quite well that Ash had been thinking of a way to rescue his Pikachu- indeed, the cyborg had listened to their whole conversation from the beginning. And just as Ash had been scheming, so Mewtrix had begun to develop plans of his own. He had put them in motion almost at once; he would inform Giovanni of the details later, knowing the Rocket Don’s interest in young master Ketchum would make him very receptive to the idea. 

First step: manipulation. Granted, the idea to approach Cinnabar Labs from the ocean, breaking in through the sewers by way of the large drainage pipe, had been entirely Ash’s own; but the Psychic-type had made the young trainer’s eagerness surge, inflaming the desire to rescue his beloved Pokemon, silencing the warnings his better judgement should have provided. In the same manner he had made all of the boy’s friends receptive of the idea to the point where their doubts were removed as well- some more than others. 
That detail was intriguing, but he let it be for the moment. He would have plenty of time to examine their psyches later..... 

Yes, he thought, later. Now to the matter at hand. He did a quick mental scan to be certain everything was ready. By the timing Ash had given for his plan, they were most likely.... no, most definitely releasing some of their Water Pokemon for the approach, 
which he clearly saw. On to step two, he said to himself, a terrible smile concealed behind his visor as he rose to his feet. 

Striding across the room, Mewtrix made for the balcony, the double doors opening 
automatically before him. Automatically- he liked that, and another smile was hidden by 
the dark helmet. When Mewtwo had first arrived on the island, his great strength had put a damper on the growth of the cyborg’s own abilities. Now that his nemesis had gone, they had begun to develop again, and were now to the point that they not only obeyed his conscious commands, but some of his subconscious ones as well. 

Standing on the balcony, he looked out past the little of the beach in his line of sight, to the water. It was gray like the clouded sky, and no more or less calm than it normally was. He’d soon fix that. Almost symbolically, he adjusted his jet black gauntlets, then returned his gaze to the ocean. His psychic powers surged as he called them forth; the purple aura surrounded his body, and his eyes blazed fiery violet. The air shimmered and quaked as he brought the full might of his power to bear. The aura became a full sphere around him, and the purple glow of his eyes was so bright it now lit up his whole visor. 

Mewtrix began moving his arms up and down in a rising motion, first slowly, then 
steadily faster. The sky began sinking into a slightly darker shade of gray, and faint winds started to blow across the water, which was now surging, small waves jumping up. 
Suddenly, he began thrusting his arms upward much more strongly, and much faster. The change before his eyes was dramatic. The sky became darker and darker. Powerful blasts of air roared relentlessly, so much that the balcony doors were slammed shut, and the winds grew stronger by the minute. The sea had become violent, the water breaking so high against the shore that it crashed against the base of the cliff, some 15 feet past its normal range. And that was only on the beach below; farther out, the waves were beginning to get truly massive. 

But Mewtrix’s power was not even strained, and though he had lowered his arms, the wrath of the tempest continued to heighten..... 


After some minor squabbling about who would be riding what, they set out. Ash was on Totodile- Feraligatr, actually, after application of the Mark of Legends. Misty rode her Vaporeon, as did Bill, letting Brock share his. Kandra had a Seaking which ferried her, and her troubled mind failed to notice the envious looks Misty darted at the beautiful Goldfish Pokemon. Riding single file, they chugged along merrily, moving in a slight curve toward the spot on the cliff below Cinnabar Labs, where the large sewage pipe opened onto the sea. 

The line began bunching together, and Misty found herself drifting next to Ash. He sat on Feraligatr loosely, a bemused expression on his face. She looked up for a few moments, then looked down, very much avoiding his eyes; how would she say this? She was never very good at admitting things. "Um, Ash?", she finally started. 

"Hm?", came the reply, sounding somewhat distracted. 

"Ash, I..... uh...... err.... well, what I wanted to say was..... I'm sorry." 

"Sorry?", he said, cocking an eyebrow. "For what?" 

"You know...... for getting so mad at you earlier. I mean, I hadn't even listened to your plan, and I just flew off the handle. I guess I let my temper lose control." 

"Yeah, that happens sometimes.", Ash reassured her, with a sly smile. "But I knew that; you didn't have to apologize, Misty." 

She blushed. "Well, I know. I just felt like it. I figured I needed to, for me as much as for you." 

"You've never apologized for things like that before." 

More blushing; Misty turned her head in an attempt to hide it. "Maybe I'm just more aware of other people's feelings these days.", she offered in explanation. 

"Maybe.", he echoed, half-seriously. The question was certainly something to ponder; Misty hadn't exactly been her explosive self recently. Indeed, he had been slightly relieved to see her erupt at him- proof that the old Misty was still lurking about. Somewhere. 

"Hey, Ash!", Bill yelled from the front, cutting into his thoughts. "The wind is starting to pick up! We should probably move closer to the cliff face!" 

The wind? The wind. It was whipping across his face now, not harsh, but certainly not gentle. There had been almost no wind a half hour ago. And wasn't the sky slightly darker than it had been? He tried to shrug it off, but it still bothered him. 

The tiny flotilla of Pokemon began shifting to their left, toward the black crags of the island cliffs. The waves were getting larger, and now the five travelers dipped and rose in them. Ash turned back to Misty, his face quite serious. "Misty, I have a favor to ask of you." 

Her eyes widened. "A favor? What kind of favor?" 

"It's kind of a serious one.", he said, and his face tightened. "You were right earlier when you said this was gonna be dangerous- I won't deny that. But I still want to go through with it." 

She nodded. "Yes, I know." 

"And..... well, if anything.... happens.... to me.... I want you to take care of Pikachu." 

Misty's expression was one of surprise and fear. "Happens to you?! Don't think like that, Ash!", she said, even as she began to think of it herself. "We're going to rescue Pikachu and escape alive- all of us." 

"I hope so," he said. "But still, promise me Misty. Promise me that you'll take care of Pikachu if anything like that happens." 

"But..... I don't-" 

"Promise me!" 

She was frightened by his insistence for a moment, and then, slowly, nodded her head. "All right, Ash. I promise." 

He finally smiled. "Thank you." 

She then took the chance to look out at the water. In a remarkably short period of time the sea had gone from bad to worse. The sky overhead was such a dark gray that it bordered on black, and lightning began to flash above the clouds. The wind whipped fiercely at her hair. The small hills of water had now become mountains, and they ducked and rose on them like passengers in some bizarre roller coaster. All of them began to get very worried. 

"There's going to be a storm- it's obvious!", Brock cried, forced to yell over the sound of the sea. Quite prophetically, a drop of rain fell on his head, followed by another as a downpour began. 

"Split up!", Ash said. "That way we don't all have to get wiped out by one wave!!" 

"No!", Kandra yelled. "We should stick together!!" 

But even as she said this, a great mass of water rose up under Ash and dragged him back from the rest of the group; they hadn't even noticed it. Just as he was reasonably level again, another rise of the water set him back even more. Feraligatr battled the current with all his strength, but he was no match for the power of the storm, and they got farther and farther away from Bill and the others. Finally, he could no longer see them, and he was alone. 

Alone on the open ocean. 

His courage foundered, but he refused to give up. "Come on, Feraligatr!", Ash yelled, spurring his Pokemon on. "We have to get away..... get to shore... get somewhere!! We won't last long out here!!" 

His speech was cut off by a great rumbling behind him, and a shadow fell over the pair. Turning, he gasped- they were out in the part of the ocean where the truly big waves formed. One such wave, 60 feet high, rose over him now, its water seething. It slammed its white-foamed crest down with incredible force, throwing Ash off of Feraligatr. Tumbling under the surf, he fought to the surface, where he gasped for breath, the saltwater stinging him everywhere. 

He rose in the wake of another wave, and a growl suddenly made itself heard in to his right. Turning as best he could, he saw that the wave that had just passed him had smashed downwards onto Feraligatr, and his open eyes had absorbed more salt than even they could handle; he was completely helpless in the surf. Reaching for the correct Pokeball, Ash had barely enough time to return the Water-type before yet another wave impacted where he would have been. It took all his strength to keep his arm stable long enough to clip the ball to his belt in the rolling sea. Now he really was alone. 

A rumble- WHAM!! A wave hit him hard from the left, throwing him underwater and knocking his cap off. His lungs screaming, he kicked desperately for the surface, finally reaching it with a gasp. 

Then, suddenly, the sea around him lost a small bit of its intensity. The waves far off still roared, but immediately nearby there were no more cresting ones, only great humps that bucked the water. His brain in shock by the previous assault, he slowly became aware of the abrupt calm. What was going on? 

There was a great shaking in front of him, and he looked, afraid of what he would see. One wave began moving towards him.... a monster wave. Rising to unimaginable heights, it blocked out his view of the sky unless he looked straight up; it must have been over 200 feet tall, and the water that made it up probably weighed several hundred tons. It's curving crest foamed with enough whitewater to sate a kayaker for a lifetime. He floated, watching it come, dread eating his stomach away; there was nothing else to do, no way he could escape.  It moved along, directly over him, and..... 

.... Stopped. Ash's mouth dropped open, uncertainty flashing through his mind. What could..... what was..... 

Suddenly, he was aware of a dark, looming presence in his mind, from the direction of the wave- but it wasn't the wave. Looking up to the top of the skyscraper-sized monstrosity, Ash could just barely see a figure at its peak, and it was from it that the feeling came. His vision seemed to suddenly zoom in, bringing him to the crest, to see- 

"Mewtrix...." Ash said quietly. Mewtrix stood atop the wave, psychic power keeping the water off him, white skin and black armor illuminated by the near constant lightning, eyes shining through the helmet visor. His hand and arm were raised, controlling the wave with their motion. Now Ash understood. This was no natural occurrence. Just like Mewtwo long ago, Mewtrix had used his power to create a storm...... a storm to stop Ash once and for all. 


And he had succeeded. 


The cyborg's voice rang out telepathically in his head, so that he heard every word: So now it is over. A bit of a shame; I rather enjoyed our ongoing rivalry. But all good things must come to an end, or so they say. Goodbye, Ash Ketchum. 


Mewtrix dropped his hand, and the wall of water fell. 


Surrounded by a blue haze, Misty felt herself lifted into the air and off of Vaporeon, whom she returned. Looking to the large, open drainage pipe, she could clearly see the glowing eyes of Bill's Espeon, who was levitating her in that direction. As she was set down on the concrete walkway on the sides of the filtered, streaming water, she looked out again at the raging ocean. The way that storm had come up so fast.... she shook it off. There was more to think about right now. 

Turning back, she saw Brock, Kandra, and Bill catching their breath, the brown-haired researcher now returning his Espeon. As Misty was staring at them, she suddenly realized- but Brock beat her to it. "Wait. Where's Ash?", he said. The question hung heavy in the air. 

Bill looked around. "Do you think he could've gotten here before us?" 

Kandra shook her head. "He would be right here if he had." 

They were silent, the noise of the storm pounding in their ears. One by one, they looked out there, out at the crashing waves and howling wind. They had just barely 
gotten through it, and only then by staying together. But if Ash was still out there, alone.... "So... what do we do?", Brock said. 

"Should we stay here and wait?", Kandra wondered aloud. 

Just then, Misty remembered her conversation with Ash before they had been separated: 

But still, promise me Misty. Promise me that you'll take care of Pikachu if anything like that happens." 

"But..... I don't-" 

"Promise me!" 

"I promise.", she said quietly.  Tears filled her eyes. 

"Hm?", Bill said. 

Misty met his gaze, her eyes painfully sad, yet resolute. "Wherever Ash is, whatever he's doing, we can't help him now without risking our lives; he wouldn't want that." 

The Pokemon researcher nodded. "You're right." 

"But we came here", she continued, "to rescue Pikachu. That we can do. And should." 

"I don't know.", Kandra replied. "I still have a bad feeling about this whole escapade. It's as if a shadow was thrown over us from the start, and it's only been getting darker. Can't you feel it?", and there was a great emotion in her voice. 

Once more, Misty was forced to shake her head no. "I'm sorry, Kandra. But whatever bad feelings you have, whatever feelings any of us have, we have to put them aside. We have to rescue Pikachu..... I promised Ash." 

This remark made them all hang their heads; there was no more speech for a few moments. Finally, Brock spoke up. "I'll do it for Ash." 

"As will I.", Bill echoed. 

".... Me too.", Kandra chimed in, still somewhat reluctantly. 

"Thank you.", Misty smiled as she stood up. "Now let's get going." 

They made their way down the pipe and entered into the vast labyrinth of tunnels, passages, and corridors that made up the main sewage works of Cinnabar Island. They were helped along by the dim emergency lighting that shone between the large pipes overhead, but otherwise trekked along in total darkness. Under normal circumstances, they would have gotten out a Pokemon like Flareon, whose fire could have lit their way, or Crobat, whose echolocation would have given them a better sense of direction. But they were sneaking into Team Rocket's headquarters, and needed all possible stealth. 

Just a pipe away, Pikachu and Wraith were also making their way through the sewers, albeit looking for a way out, not in. They took turns leading by the necessity of their attributes. Pikachu had his superb hearing, which was necessary at times to determine their course. Wraith led the rest of the time; the Scizor had an uncanny ability to sense and read wind currents, and kept them pointed towards the clean air of the outside. 

As previously stated, Pikachu had excellent hearing, and thus was able to pick up the sound of footfalls on the walkway across from theirs, separated by a wall. Wraith suddenly heard it as well, and they instinctively ducked into a shadow for a few moments. Realizing that the sound was not moving towards them, they stole quietly through the large pipe that connected the two areas of the sewer. Peering out, they saw, walking slowly through the gloom..... 

<Misty?!>, Pikachu exclaimed, forcing himself to be quiet. <Kandra!! Brock!! And.... some other guy, who I swear I've seen before!!> 

Wraith raised an eyebrow in surprise. <Friends of yours?> 

<Yes- they travel with me and my trainer on his training.> 

The Scissors Pokemon nodded. <Ah. And what of your trainer? Is he among them?> 

Pikachu scanned the small group of people, and his brow furrowed. Ash didn't seem to be there. <No. I don't understand it. But I know and trust them, and they know me; they must've come to rescue me! I've got to go to them. I'm sure they'll accept you too!! Come on!>, and with that he leapt forward. 

At that moment, however, a slight breeze wafted through the pipe. Wraith felt it, read it- and his body went rigid. Whipping a claw forward, he caught Pikachu in mid-jump. Ignoring the Mouse Pokemon's cries of protest, he held him tightly against his chest and hurriedly retreated back to their original area. 

The four of them were making good time; by Bill's reckoning, they would soon reach the ladder that lead to Cinnabar Labs's treatment room, from which they could gain access to the complex as a whole. Their light situation hadn't improved, however- if anything, it had gotten darker as they went along. 

Suddenly, Kandra's vision started to get blur; she rubbed her eyes, but the distortion wouldn't go away. It seemed as if gray fog was rolling in from somewhere unseen, swallowing up everything else in its murky clouds. As the others disappeared from sight, she noticed that they were still walking along completely unaware; it was as if nothing were happening. For them, was anything happening? Was all of this just going on in her eyes, and no one else's? 

Then, Kandra became aware of motion, the fog swirling past and around her; either it was blowing along, or a force unseen was moving her through it. It opened up slightly, and though it was still foggy all around her, she could distinctly make out her surroundings. 

She was still in the sewers, but in a different area. Abruptly, her vision pulled back, and through walls and pipes made transparent she could see an expanse of the sewer spread out before her. Far off to the left, she could see Brock, Misty, and Bill still walking along- she could even see herself, standing a few feet back. But something in her mind told her to move backwards and to the right, to an area a small distance from where she and her friends were now; she zoomed in closer until it seemed she was actually in the spot. It was very dark, but she could sense the presence of large figures around her; hear the quiet whirring of mechanical joints and limbs, and see the traveling light from red optic ports above her.... 

She gasped, fear and dread filling her mind. The whole scene was quickly covered with the gray fog- then, just as abruptly, the fog vanished, and she found herself still standing where she had been when the whole experience had started. Brock, Misty, and Bill had gotten some distance ahead of her. 

Kandra sat down hard on the ground, clutching her head, her eyes closed tightly. She had not moved an inch from the time the bizarre occurrence had begun to the time it had ended; it had all gone on in her head, whatever it was. Slowly, shakily, she got to her feet. Must've been my imagination, she thought to herself. But it had seemed so real- 

FLASH! 

They turned the corner- With a mechanical whirring, they were surrounded. Brock cried out in surprise; Misty whirled around, desperately looking for a way out. There was none. "Trapped!" Bill hissed. The great machines opened their front and rear compartments- 
FLASH! 


She blinked; the images had been right there! This was no daydream!! Having sat down again when the vision came, she leapt to her feet and ran down the tunnel to catch up with the others. As they turned around, she stopped and stood there, panting- and not from her brief sprint. "So there you are," Brock said. 

"Kandra?" Misty remarked, noticing the look of fear on her face. "You all right?" 

Still breathing hard, she panted out a single word: "Mantoids!" 

"What?!" Brock said. 

"Mantoids!", she repeated. "Those giant robot combat insects of Giovanni's; they're down here, a whole bunch of them- waiting for us!  It's a trap!!" 

"That's ridiculous," Bill said, trying to reassure her. "Giovanni doesn't even realize we're coming." He put his hand on her shoulder. 

"How do you know there are Mantoids down here?" Misty asked. 

"I don't know how I know!! I just do!" Kandra yelled, almost hysterical.  “You have to believe me!!”  Her eyes darted all around; she looked like an animal in a trap.  Her breaths came short and shallow.

"Kandra, be quiet!" Brock whispered. "They'll know we're here!" 

"THEY ALREADY KNOW WE'RE HERE!!!" she screamed. "Don't you see- we- I- AAAAIEEEE!!!" she screamed again, completely losing control; her fear had overcome all else. Breaking free from Bill's hands, she broke through them and took off running down the tunnel. Swearing under his breath, Bill ran after her; Brock and Misty followed. 

Kandra wove through the corridors until she came to a fork in the path. Without hesitating she bolted down the tunnel on the right, hardly paying attention to her course. As the other three came to the fork, however, Bill deliberated for a moment, then ran down the left fork, Brock and Misty again bringing up the rear. They stopped in a room they could not determine the nature of; it was pitch black, and Brock couldn't see his hand in front of his face. 

They pricked up their ears. There was a faint shuffling in the room, along with a noise they couldn't quite distinguish. "Kandra?!" Bill cried. No avail; the sound was sucked into the gloom without even the hint of an echo. His eyes narrowed. "Let's go; the darkness is too heavy in here." They turned to leave- 

And quickly found that they couldn't move their legs. Suddenly, they were slowly turned around on their heels, their arms now frozen by their sides. The control over their limbs halted; a purple glow shed light across the room. A glow that emanated from two burning eyes....

Surprise, Mewtrix's voice came in their heads, almost giddy with triumph. Behind him, above him, pairs of trailing red LEDs pulsed on one by one. Suddenly able to move again, the three humans turned around- 

And were greeted by the activation of more light sequences. With these, there was enough light in the room now to make out the large shapes of Mantoids, eight of them behind Mewtrix and even more blocking the exit; their pulse lasers humming in the open position, their gattling guns spinning, ready to fire. They now turned to face Mewtrix and the robots behind him. 

Their faces were grim. As she regained control of her limbs, Misty's eyes darted for an avenue of escape, some emergency exit- but there was nothing. There was only one thing to do. 

"They got us," Brock said, as he put his hands in the air.... 

Chapter 14- A Brief History


*Cough* 

*Sputter* 

*Cough* 

Shaking his head, Ash slowly raised it, or if not, made himself feel like he was raising it; his eyes were closed, and his mind was rocking like a ship. Salt water dripped from his nose, his mouth, his hair, his eyes- everywhere. Feeling that he was on his stomach, he pushed up his upper body with his arms and cracked his eyelids open. Much like his tactile sensations, his vision seemed detached, as if he was seeing everything from far away, and all was a swimming mass of swirling color and vague shape. 

It was then that he began remembering what had happened to him: his foolish attempt at rescuing Pikachu, the storm, being blown away from Kandra, Bill, and the others,  Mewtrix's terrible words as he brought the full wrath of a tsunami down on him. But  now.... he didn't seem to be underwater. Was he on land? How? Why? Had he been blown ashore by the wind? There was a flickering light a ways in front of him. Was it a fire? If so, who had made it? 


Suddenly, he coughed up seawater. His eyes were flooded with the salty liquid, and he collapsed back into unconsciousness. 


Some time later, Ash felt himself waking up again. He was much stronger this time, and with confidence he pulled himself to a sitting position. He opened his eyes to a much clearer picture of the world, and his brain was sufficiently dried out for him to realize where he was. 

Ash was not underwater- nor, however, was he anywhere near the ocean. He was in what appeared to be an alley between two of the old skyscrapers in the heart of downtown Cinnabar. Looking up, he could see their stark, stone sides stretching quite high, considering the time period in which they had been built. The alleyway was very deep, and he was about midway back in it from the street, well out of public view- that is, if any public had been around to see him.  Mewtrix, and now the storm, had the island in a stranglehold of fear, and practically no one ventured outside anymore.  


There was a fine dirt covering the concrete ground, and the usual trash cans and 
dumpsters that one would expect to find in an alleyway of a big city were there. Whether it was night or day, he couldn't tell- black clouds blocked out all light, except for the occasional flashes of lightning. The howling and roaring in the distant background told Ash that the storm was still going on, though over the island the rain had apparently stopped. He noticed, however, that the alleyway- and himself, he realized- was bathed in a flickering light that came from somewhere behind him. So there was a fire, he thought. 

"Ah good, you're awake. I was wondering when you'd come around again." 

Almost jumping into the air, Ash whirled to face the voice. He stopped..... sat there, his mouth open, blinking hard, his throat dry. 

The creature stood in front of him on its two big feet, making it look something like a kangaroo rat. Small legs led up to a tiny body, and then to short arms with small, stubby hands. Running back twice the length of the body, a long, slender tail expanded into a slight bulge at its end. The head was slightly wedge-shaped, with a softly rounded snout and ears. And the eyes.... 

.... Two big eyes that captivated him; those eyes were the things he remembered most.... from last time. They were such an immeasurably deep blue, so gentle, yet so intense. They burned with a vibrant energy that belied the countless millennia they had been witness to. And now, they stared at him intently, a gravity in them, yet also a happiness. 

Despite all the memories he had been given back, Ash could scarcely believe what he saw. He touched two fingers to the face in front of him; it was smooth and soft, like the skin of a baby. The creature showed no signs of displeasure at this; indeed, it seemed to understand his need to validate that it did, indeed, stand there before him. It simply blinked those eyes of its and stood there, silently, looking up at him, the firelight flickering on its light pink body. He tried to talk, but no words came. Finally, he managed out, "..... Mew?" 

The creature smiled, closing its eyes for a moment. "Mew. Mew mew mew, mew mew mew mew," it said. 

Though he had seen it before, and even after all that had just taken place, Ash was still dumbfounded. Mew, the core of almost every legend or story ever told about Pokemon.  Mew, the one and only, whom all other Pokemon revered. Mew, the rarest Pokemon on earth. Mew, also perhaps the most powerful Pokemon on earth, whose psychic abilities were the stuff of legends.  But the tales never mentioned anything about it talking- not those that he had heard, anyway. And he certainly hadn't heard it talk the first time he had met it, back on New Island. Then who was the voice I heard? he thought. 

"Yes, that was me." 

"YAAAAAH!" Ash yelled, backing away slightly. Soft and high pitched, like the voice of a little girl, he had heard it; though Mew's mouth had not moved, he had heard it in his head. Calming down, he managed, "Was that.... was that you?" 

Mew nodded. "Indeed it was. Again, I must say I'm very happy that you're awake. I took a while in finding you and I was afraid I would be too late; you had inhaled quite a bit of seawater. But you are stronger than that," and at this it smiled again. 

"You...... you.... can...." 

"Talk?" it finished the question for him. "Yes; and since you're wondering, yes, I am a girl. Though I don't suppose you've had much time to ponder things like my gender as of late." 

He shook his head. "But, then...." 

Again, she answered his question before he was finished asking it. "Why didn't I talk to you on New Island?  Because almost no one knows I can- at the time, not even Mewtwo knew.  Given the opposition I faced from him, I felt it best that he knew as little about me as possible." 

He recalled something that Mew had said: I took a while in finding you...... "Mew," he asked, "were you the one who saved me from the storm?" 

She nodded. "Yes. I've been lingering in the waters around Cinnabar Island for the past three days, almost certain that I would be needed at some point. I felt Mewtrix using his power to create that storm; but he was putting too much strength into it for me to stop it discretely, and I didn't want him finding out I was here just yet. So, knowing it was you he wanted to finish, I watched from below as he sent the tidal wave crashing down, then came to get you. The wave was bigger than it looked, and I was worried that I might still lose you. But I thought you would live, so I teleported us inland after Mewtrix had gone." 

Ash nodded again. "And.... what about my friends?" 

Mew looked at the ground. "I'm sorry; by the time I had gotten you to safety, they were already making their way through the sewers. I went in after them, but this time I was too late- Mewtrix had captured them, and they are now prisoners of Team Rocket." 

Ash's fists clenched, and he shook violently in rage. They went in because I made them!!, he seethed. It's MY fault!! MY fault they’ve been captured!!


Suddenly, he felt a cool, calming sensation wash over him, as if someone had poured water onto his internal fire. Soft and soothing, he heard Mew's voice in his head. *None of that,* she said quietly. *You must be strong, Ash. You cannot let yourself be eaten up by regret and self-loathing; your friends' fates are at stake.  They will need your help.* 

Realizing the wisdom in these words, Ash forced himself to relax, and he felt his mind clear. The Mark of Legends began to glow faintly, and the energy circulated throughout his body, alleviating his energy and clearing his judgement. "You're right, Mew. I have to keep my head level. Thank you." 

She nodded. "You must find a way to free your friends from Giovanni's clutches; I don't know what he will do with them, but suffice to say it will not be pleasant. However, before we discuss this matter further," she said, changing the subject, "Is there anything else you wish to talk to me about?" 

Ash sat on the ground looking away, an awkward expression on his face. Mew just kept looking up at him, staring that same happy, carefree, yet somehow serious stare of hers. He thought he felt her in his head, like a mother trying to get her son into the swimming pool for the first time- she was gently, softly nudging him to ask the question that had burned in his mind since the day Kandra had told him about the Mark of Legends. Finally, he let out a long breath. 

He turned back to her. "Mew," he said quietly, "what am I?" 


Mew looked at him for a few moments. "You are a Sentinel," she said finally. 

"I know that. But what does that mean?" Ash pressed her. "What is a Sentinel?" 

Suddenly, he felt a tingling on his back. Craning his neck over, he could see the Mark of Legends now glowing a bright gold beneath his shirt. He turned back to Mew, who was looking up at him with a lazy focus, as if she were thinking of two things at once. But her eyes soon drifted back to their full piercing stare. Noticing him anew, she smiled. "You bear the Mark of Legends." 

Ash noticed a growing reluctance in her voice as she talked. He pondered it for a moment. "But there's more to it than that, isn't there?" 

She nodded. "Yes," and he thought, through the air, that he felt her shudder slightly. 

Mew sighed. "The tale of the Sentinels is a part of a much longer history. It is not a pleasant one, nor one that I like to tell very often- indeed, it haunts me still today. But you need to know. You must know, so that the mistakes of the past are not repeated." 

Mistakes? Of the past? Repeated? Ash heard the words over again in his head. What was Mew talking about? But he kept silent, feeling that very soon his questions would be answered. 

At the Psychic-type's beckoning, he sat down on the ground. Mew sat across from him, her back to the fire. Her eyes were closed tightly now, and she was breathing slowly and deliberately. Finally, she opened her eyes, and began. 

"The story of the Sentinels is also the story of the greatest struggle the earth has ever known. To this day, it remains the greatest fight ever to take place between good and evil. 

"My tale begins..... many, many years ago.  By one reckoning, it has its start in the year 800 AD; but time was different in those days, so that may not be quite right.  The world was a very different place as well; humanity was not so proud as they are today, but rather more humble, more aware of their relative weakness compared to the forces around them. As such, they lived in great harmony with nature, and with animals, and with Pokemon- and in response, Pokemon were much more open to them. It is rare to meet anyone today who thinks seriously about a Legendary Pokemon, but back then, everyone knew they were real.  The nations of the modern world did not exist; great kingdoms and empires gleamed proudly atop foundations of myth and might, steeped in the lore of even earlier times.  It was another age.... another place.

"Alas, this peaceful world could not last forever. Nothing so wonderful can.  One night..... a great evil came from the stars. An evil that had ruled the earth in its infancy, and now returned to lay claim to it once more," and she shuddered again. 

Ash was surprised by the level of revulsion Mew seemed to show. "What was it?" he asked. She shook her head. 

"Some other time," she promised him. "All you must know now is that it struck without warning, and with terrible power. We were taken completely by surprise, and before the year was out a large portion of the earth was in the clutches of the darkness- and all was in its shadow. The evil used stolen elemental energy to create Dark Legendary Pokemon, foul copies of the true Legendaries that ruthlessly served the shadow. There were also vast armies of human souls turned into black, wraithlike soldiers. And there were even more things than these, but I will not speak of them without the sun in the sky. Fighting with the malignant will of their master, the forces of the Enemy spread across the world like a tumor, destroying all in their path. 

"It was at this time, when all hope seemed lost, that I remembered a peculiar phenomenon I had been witnessing for several years in a select amount of human births. They were born with a very strange marking, usually around the chest and upper body area, that none of the Legendaries had ever seen before." 

Ash's eyes widened. "The Mark of Legends," he said, amazed. 

"Exactly. For whatever reason, humans born with this symbol had a curious energy field about them of great power, as well as a unique link to the psychic field. They had special powers of perception, and could accomplish physical feats unmatched by other humans. They could look deep into the hearts and minds of lesser men and perceive their true nature.  Most astonishing, however, were the gold and silver energies that emanated from the Mark itself. The golden light had the ability to temporarily- or permanently- increase the power of Pokemon it was shone on: make them evolve to their final forms, give them unnatural speed and strength, and allow them to use attacks they did not normally learn. The silver light was of a more destructive nature; no barrier could withstand its assault, and it could penetrate any kind of skin or armor. 

"Due to the special nature of their power, I realized that these humans could be of fantastic aid to our desperate struggle. However, the Evil knew this as well, and the Dark Legendaries themselves came after them; we were just barely able to bring them into the safety of our midst in time. 

"They were five at the time, though I saw that there would probably be more. They were not afraid of the evil, and gladly agreed to lend their skills to the cause of the planet. A few of the earth's Pokemon bravely took up our battle cry as well, but for the most part, fear had paralyzed the remaining Free Peoples of the world. Thus, we began what promised to be a long, bloody campaign. 

"And so it was; it took us one hundred years to merely begin gaining ground back. But through the perseverance-" 

"Wait!" Ash interrupted. "A hundred years?!" 

Mew nodded. "Yes. We fought long and hard, but again I must stress the power of the Enemy we faced." 

"With the same Sentinels? The same humans?" 

Mew nodded. "Of course- oh yes, I forgot to mention: Sentinels are immortal." 

"Immortal?!" Ash cried. The words echoed through his mind. 

"Oh, not immortal like a god," she explained. "They could still be killed. However, they were not affected by most diseases- and if unharmed, they could live forever, if they so chose; and they remained eternally in the prime of their youth." 

Ash barely heard her; he was still coming to terms with the implications of her previous statement. The Sentinels were immortal, he thought. I'm a Sentinel. Does that mean..... I am immortal? 

"Rather fortunate, that," Mew continued. "We needed all the Sentinels we could get, as the battles dragged on." 

Ash pondered this for a moment. If the Sentinels were forever at their peak fighting strength, why would so many be needed?  "Mew," he asked, "just how long did you fight this Evil?" 

Mew blinked hard at him. "The war against the Enemy was fierce and brutal..... and we fought Him for over 1200 years....." 


"1200 years?!" Ash cried in disbelief. 

Mew nodded. "Yes- and more! For over a millennia and two centuries, the planet was at war." She cringed from the memory. "And a terrible war it was. Countless lives were lost, countless futures ruined, countless dreams and hopes dashed forever. No place was free of fighting. From the frigid wastelands, to the windswept plains, to the scorching deserts, to the steaming rainforests- all lands were stained with the blood and sweat of noble warriors." 

Ash nodded; but something still bothered him. Something about the dates Mew had mentioned... "Mew, when did you say the war began?" 

"Open conflict, unhidden and unrestrained, began in the year 800 AD, by the modern recoking.  In January, to be precise." 

His eyebrows jumped; that's what was wrong! "But if the war lasted 1200 years, then-" 

"That would put its end point at the year 2000," Mew finished the sentence. "True.... if human history was consistent. 

"When the war was over, I and the other Legendaries looked long and hard at the world, more specifically at humanity. Politically, socially, and technologically, human civilization had changed little since the beginning of the conflict- societies often come to a halt in wartime. In destroying the lingering evil, all definitive signs of struggle had been removed. And everyone wanted to forget the pain, terror, and suffering experienced during the great conflict. So, the measurement of time was altered to account for the duration of the war. Thus, on that January 1st, it was not the year 2001....." 

"..... It was the year 801," Ash said, in quiet contemplation. "Wait a minute- are you saying that the measurement of human history is off by more than1200 years?!" 

Mew nodded. "Precisely.  Mankind forgot about the Great War; repressed it, never spoke of it.  Most Pokemon did too, and the story was lost to following generations.  Even we Legendaries tried not to think about it." She furrowed her brow for a moment. "I now think that it was a mistake to forget. Easing pain is all well and good, but those who do not look to the past are doomed to repeat it." 

"What about the Sentinels?" Ash said next. "You said they were immortal. What happened to them?" 

"In the end, most decided to forsake immortality. A few retained their everlasting life, though they eventually perished one way or another. At any rate, none of them are left now," and she looked at him with a sweet sadness in her eyes. "It is not easy, Ash, being immortal. Watching everything you know change forever, seeing all your friends, your family, all those you love grow old and die." 

There was silence for a few moments. Finally, Ash spoke up. "Tell me more about the Sentinels, Mew. What were they like?" 

"The Sentinels...." she smiled from the memory. "There were 30 eventually, no more, no less. I never discovered if the Mark of Legends was limited by gender, but those thirty were all men. Some were older, when they first discovered their power, but for the most part they were young in the beginning. Many were about your age, in fact! 

"They came from across the world, from every race, religion, and social class. Some were lords, knights, and noblemen; some were peasants and farmers; some were thieves and outcasts. Some were brash, and proud; others were quieter, and humble. All of them knew that they had been given a destiny like few others. And despite their fears, despite their worries, despite the many flaws and faults that made them human, all of them embraced that destiny, rising above and beyond their inner demons to become the greatest heroes of all time. Everyone alive today, and every generation to come, is forever in their debt." 

Mew's eyes sparkled with tears as her mind filled with the glorious memories of the Sentinels. But as she returned to the present and looked at Ash again, she was surprised to see him holding his head in his hands, looking down at the ground. 

Ash was on the verge of tears, and not the happy kind. The original Sentinels sounded like gods, immeasurable in their majesty and might. And Mew expected him to join their ranks? I'm not a warrior. I'm not a hero, he thought to himself, and he wept, tears spilling from his eyes. I'm just a Pokemon trainer, and not a very good one, either. How..... how can I ever compare.... to them? 

He felt a warm hand on his shoulder. Looking up, he saw Mew floating beside him, smiling. She looked ready to cry herself. "Do not be sad, Ash," she reassured him. "I know why you weep. You need not worry." 

"Bu-but....... Mew..... I can't do this! You're asking me to...... to be some kind of..... I'm not brave.... I'm not strong, I'm not smart..... I'm not anything!..... and I'm certainly not a hero. Not like them." 

She sighed. Floating around, she sat directly in front of him, looking into his eyes. It seemed to Ash, as he gazed into those deep wells of emotion, that some of his pain, his fear, his uncertainty left him, replaced by some of Mew's quiet strength and reassurance. Sniffling, he wiped his eyes.

Mew smiled slightly. "What if I were to tell you that most of the Sentinels cried just like that?" 

"*Sniff*....... Really?" 

"Really. I didn't say a Sentinel's life was an easy one. You will face many trials, many hardships, should you follow the path the Mark of Legends shows you. And I, personally, ask no more of you than what you are willing to give. I cannot make you accept this destiny. The choice is yours," and she was silent. 

Ash closed his eyes. He still didn't think he was anything like a hero should be. He wasn't strong, he wasn't smart...... 

But the Mark of Legends hadn't come to a bodybuilder or a genius, had it? It had come to him. New resolve flowed through him. Whether he liked it or not, he had been chosen to safeguard the people he loved, defend them from the darkness. That was his destiny. And he would not run from it just because he deemed himself unfit. He couldn’t.  This was bigger than his petty doubts. 

"I am ready to do whatever I must.", he said, surprised by the confidence in his voice. There was a tingle on his back, and he knew the Mark of Legends was shining its soft golden glow. "I am ready to accept the destiny given to me.... though I don't know what a Pokemon trainer can do to save the world." 

Mew smiled broadly, then giggled. "Plenty, that's what! Why, that was another thing that the Sentinels had in common: they were all Pokemon trainers!" 

He'd almost forgotten! "All of them?" 

"Every one. Their kindness, compassion, and resolve made them superb trainers. More than mere trainers, they were some of the greatest Pokemon Masters ever. They were cunning tacticians who knew how to use every variable in a Pokemon battle to their advantage. They forged special bonds with their Pokemon, bonds that withstood numerous tests. Their Pokemon, in return, were loyal and trusting, unbeatable in a match..... unstoppable on the fields of war." 

Ash considered those words. "So I guess..... they used their Pokemon in battle, huh? To fight for them?" 

Mew smiled slyly. "Not for them..... alongside them. The Sentinels were great trainers, Ash, but they were far more than that. They were mighty warriors, lethal to any that dared oppose them; their fighting prowness, in time, was unmatched.  Beyond their awesome skill, the power of the Mark of Legends came to the Sentinels’ aid in battle; increasing their strength and agility, quickening their reflexes, combating fatigue and weariness. These heightened senses, and many more, were always active, even when the Mark did not shine. If you haven't experienced them yet, you should soon." 

Ash arched an eyebrow, and, standing up, looked himself over. He didn't feel particularly different than he always had..... or did he? It was difficult to tell. 

Mew floated to eye level, watching him. "And to think their natural combat skill was almost lost on us...” she mumbled, half to herself, before continuing.  “The Sentinels were unarmed in the beginning, the results nearly proving disastrous. When we discerned the power of the silver light-", she stopped. Her eyes widened. "Ah! that reminds me!!" 

She floated farther back into the alley, behind a dumpster; Ash watched her. "I have something for you!" she explained, turning and coming back out. Floating in the air by her psychic power was a long object. It was tightly wrapped in some kind of black cloth, so he could discern little about it. "I'd been watching you for quite a while, trying to decide... I wasn't so sure at first, but every time your Mark glowed.... I think this is the one for you." 

The long object floated vertically now, about five feet from him. Mew raised her hand, and with a flicker of pink the cloth lost its tight wrap and fell off. 


Ash made no noise; the world seemed completely silent. A thin veil of sweat coated his palms. His heart beat quickened in his chest. His mouth hung open limply. His eyes were fixated in quiet wonder. 


With her power, Mew slid the scabbard off; there was a faint metallic schhiing! 


Impossible. What hovered before him could not be real..... 


Yet it was. 


Suspended in air, like something from a dream, was a sword. 


And what a sword it was. 


Its pommel-stone was a pyramid of obsidian, shining a brilliant black, set in silver. The grip, 8 inches long, was bound in black leather. The guard was a beautiful silver, sweeping upwards slightly, gracefully. 


But it was the blade, just over 3 feet in length, that took his breath away. 


2 inches in width, it stretched from the hilt not quite perpendicular, slanting so minutely it was almost unnoticeable. Its last 6 inches curved to a graceful point, perfectly aligned with the point of the obsidian pommel-stone. 


And as he looked at it, he could see Mew. 


He could see Mew through it. 


It was no illusion: the sword's blade was clear, as clear as glass! There was a faint refraction of the world when viewed through it, and he could most certainly define its shape in the darkness.  But it was still crystal clear, and he could still see Mew through it. It was like looking through a window. 


How long he stood there, gazing at the beautiful weapon, he did not know. Coming out of his trance, he still stared wide-eyed, his mouth dry. Finally, nodding towards the sword, and referring to the blade, he whispered out, "... Glass?" 


She shook her head slowly. "Not glass. Crystal." 


"Crystal?" 


".... Yes, Ash. This is Lithuen, the Crystal Star..... one of the weapons of the Sentinels....." 


Ash said nothing; he merely stood there, enamored by Lithuen's beauty. The sword reflected and refracted the light from the fire, the red glow dancing hypnotically through the blade. Finally, he worked himself up to ask his next question. "Did you say this is.... one of the weapons of the Sentinels? You mean there are others?" 

Mew nodded. "Yes; 30, one for each of the old Sentinels. No two were the same style of weapon- there were axes, spears, other swords, each one special and unique. However, one thing they did all have in common were blades of crystal." 

"But why? What kind of crystal is this? And what does it do?" 

"This is a special kind of crystal.", she explained.  "And it has a very peculiar structure. The surfaces of the crystal are like two-way mirrors, letting light and energy in or out, depending on which way the energy is traveling and how strong it is. If the energy inside is not strong enough, it will be bounced off the interior surfaces, gaining power and strength. And for some reason, this crystal always releases energy from its sharpest, narrowest surface- either an edge or a point." 

"Like the edges and points on, say, a weapon?", Ash said, beginning to understand. 

Mew smiled. "Yes." 

Then, Ash really understood. "And that energy could be any kind of energy- like sunlight, or laser fire, or...... the energy from the Mark of Legends!!" 

"Yes, yes. The Sentinels carried the crystal weapons because they complement the power of the Mark. When golden or silver energy from the Mark of Legends is channeled into the nelod of one of the weapons, it is amplified- and focused, so it can be directed at individual objects." 

"I guess that would come in handy on the battlefield, when you wouldn't want to give your enemies new strength along with your friends.", Ash observed. 

"Indeed- and skilled Sentinels could control the energy's release from the blade, even sending out multiple blasts from the tip in different directions." 

Ash began walking closer to the sword, still awed by the deadly elegance it exuded. "Mew, you said this was 'the one', the one weapon out of all the 30 that was especially for me. How can you be sure?" 

As if on cue, his Mark began flickering, flashing gold. He looked over his shoulder at it, then looked back. To his astonishment, Lithuen was also flashing gold, the same gold as his Mark- and in the same intervals, as well. 

Mew smiled. "That's why. I've been watching you for many years, ever since I discovered you were a Sentinel. Every time your Mark of Legends has lit up, Lithuen has lit up as well. When your Mark flashes, as it does now, the pattern of the flashes is mirrored exactly by the sword. None of the other weapons behave in this manner towards you. No, Ash, you are meant to wield the Crystal Star; of that, I am certain." 

Considering her words, he walked around the floating weapon. It pulsated slowly with golden light, lulling him into a dreamlike trance. Almost subconsciously, he felt his arm raise up, felt his hand move towards the sword's hilt, felt his fingers close around the firm leather. 

Instantly the blade shone a blinding white, lighting the alley in its brightness. At the same instant, a powerful surge of energy traveled down the blade and through the hilt; Ash cried in sudden agony as a wave of crackling pain lanced through his body. In surprise and torment he dropped the weapon; it clattered and rang on the pavement. He dropped to his knees, gripping his arm; his eyes were closed. Mew floated down beside him. 

"What...... happened?", he gasped out. 

"Lithuen had a great bond with its previous owner- indeed, few others could safely touch the sword. Such bonds are not easily broken, and the Crystal Star is still loyal to its former master. You will have to overcome that bond, if you are to truly claim Lithuen as your own." 

"And how do I do that?" 

"You must overcome the power of the sword with your own power. Only when the Crystal Star is conquered by a bearer of the Mark will it acknowledge that person as its owner. It is a harsh task, Ash; but I know you can do it!", Mew said emphatically. 

Ash looked over at the sword. The white light was flashing beckoningly, almost temptingly. Lithuen seemed to be saying, I see that you are meant for me. But do you have the strength to master me? Are you truly worthy of me? 

Clenching his fists in determination, Ash stood up and strode over to the sword. He swept it up again, gripping it tightly. Just as before, the blinding light and terrible pain came forth. As he was blindsided by the awful sensation, he heard Mew cry, "Fight back, Ash! Use your own power!!" 

Almost growling, he bent all his focus on the Mark of Legends. The golden light streamed through his arm, through the hilt, and finally burst onto the blade like yellow paint on a blank canvas. The energy invasion was immediately challenged, however; the sword's own white light surged against the gold, sending crackling bolts of conflicting energy surging forth where they met. Like warring armies, the two powers fought against each other. Then, there was a flash, and Ash felt the pain shoot especially strong through him, and he closed his eyes tightly from it. Then, the pain died to a dull ebb. 

Opening his eyes, he looked at the blade. It still shone white- but what was this? At the very bottom of the sword, barely five inches from the hilt, the sword did not glow a brilliant white; instead, it shone gold, the gold of the Mark of Legends. His own power had claimed some of the sword. Ash smiled somewhat tiredly. However, as he looked along the blade, his heart sank; there was so much more to go...... 

Sighing, he again pumped energy from the Mark into the sword, and as the golden light advanced up the blade, he again felt the intense pain- indeed, it seemed to be stronger than ever. Again, the two powers fought on the crystal blade, again, there was the great flash, and again, the pain surged, then abruptly dulled, but even dull it seemed stronger. 
Looking down again, Ash expected to have been defeated by Lithuen's efforts. But behold!  The edge of the golden energy on the sword, his energy, had advanced, and the white energy had retreated. So, he thought, this is how I'm gonna do this. He breathed slowly and deliberately, preparing himself for what was shaping up to be a long struggle. 

And indeed it was. For over an hour, Ash battled the Crystal Star's defensive power. The pain that he had felt at the beginning seemed nothing compared to what surged through him now. With each advance of the golden light, the white light seemed to burn him thrice as hard when it struck. To make matters worse, the electric sparks from the meeting of the two energies would occasionally run through the sword and shock him. But slowly, surely, the gold energy climbed the sword blade, bit by bit, inch by agonizing inch. 

Finally, his own power was just 6 inches from the tip of the blade. There were no more rest intervals now- the pain was nonstop, and terrible. Here, on its last legs, the sword seemed to be throwing all its fury at him. His knees buckled from the pain; he was drenched in sweat, his eyes watering in tears of agony. He was forced to grip the nearby dumpster just to remain standing. But even with that, he could feel his mind shutting down, his body beginning to go limp. There was only so much pain the human body could absorb before it was broken, and he was fast approaching the limits of his strength. 
Ash could feel darkness beginning to overtake his mind. He could hear a voice in his head, saying to him: This is far too hard. Why not just relax? You'll be numb in a few minutes, and then you can go to sleep. Don't struggle anymore; it's not worth it. You'll never win- you're not nearly strong enough to beat this thing. Just give up.......... 

"NO!!", Ash yelled, his determination flaring. In one final burst of strength, he gave all the resolve he had left to the Mark of Legends, and streamed golden light into the sword. Lithuen thrashed its energy out, sparks like miniature lightning bolts blasting straight down the blade and into his arm. His vision swam, and he began sinking to his knees; he had no strength left........ 


There was an abrupt halt to everything- the pain, the light, the sensation. For a trillionth of a second, the sword did not shine at all, and was just....... clear. 


Then, there was an apocalyptic blast of unnatural white, so bright the whole city was lit as the pure energy shone far out, and up into the cloudy sky. And Ash had thought the sword bright before? This was like being 10 feet from the sun! 

Suddenly, a powerful shockwave blew him back with an audible WWHHHHHOOOOOOOOSSSSHHH!!!! He and Mew were both thrown all the way to the back of the alley as the shockwave traveled along the brilliant whiteness. Then, both the light and sound vanished. It was silent, and surprisingly peaceful. 


Slowly, Ash opened his eyes. His muscles ached as he sat up against the wall, his eyes stinging slightly from looking at the bright light. Beside him, Mew shook her head to reorient herself, then turned and looked up at him. Then looked across his body. 
She was looking towards his right arm, which was completely numb. However, as he looked at it himself, Ash's eyes widened. 


He was still holding the sword. 


There was no more pain, and no more white energy anywhere. Instead, the blade shone a soft, gentle gold. He let out a long breath. 

Looking over at Mew again, he saw she was smiling at him. Floating into the air, she used her power to help Ash to his feet. He looked at the weapon in his hand. He was silent, tired, worn- but victorious. 

Mew's smile broadened. "You have done it, Ash; the Crystal Star is beaten, and knows you are truly worthy. Lithuen is yours now; and by all the powers of heaven and earth, no other living thing has the right to wield it." 


Ash sat there, looking at Lithuen, moving his fingers along the firm, supple leather of the grip. Then, a thought struck him. "Mew, do you know Lithuen's history? I'd be interested to hear the story behind it, and perhaps the other weapons of the Sentinels. I'm sure it's interesting." 

She nodded. "Indeed it is. So interesting, with its many details, that it would take a long time to tell in full. But I'll give you the Cliffs Notes version. 

"The history of Lithuen begins about forty years into the Great War, right after a disastrous battle in the icy forests of the north.  There were only the five ‘founding’ Sentinels back then, and they were running sweeps of the land after rumors of activity in the area. In those early days, they were unarmed; it was thought that their skill as Pokemon trainers, coupled with the power of the Mark, would be sufficient protection. 

"One night, while they were moving through the trees together, they stumbled upon a massive expeditionary force of the Enemy's troops. The five warriors were assaulted almost immediately, and the flaws in their armament were swiftly, savagely revealed. None of them ever owned more than 3 Pokemon, to begin with- this was long before Pokeballs, and the five of them intentionally owned few Pokemon, to promote closer bonds between creature and trainer. 

"When they powered up their Pokemon and sent them forward, a new problem arose: being weaponless, the Sentinels could not follow the Pokemon into battle. As the distance between them became greater, it got harder and harder to give commands. Finally, as strong and agile as the Sentinels were, they could do almost no fighting themselves, for the soldiers of the Darkness were armed with wicked instruments of pain." 

"But what about the silver energy that comes from the Mark of Legends?", Ash asked. "It seemed potent enough when I used it against Mewtrix." 

"Ah, but you made direct physical contact with him when you used it.", Mew said. "The silver light can be quite powerful, but like the gold light, when shone directly from the body into air it spreads out like the rays of a flashlight. Unlike the gold energy, however, the silver energy loses its potency as the radius of its beam increases. To work over great distances with any kind of effect, the silver power of the Mark must be focused, concentrated. This could not be done." 

"So.... what happened?", Ash asked quietly. 

"As I said, the battle, if it can even be called that, was a disaster. The sidelined Sentinels and their Pokemon were no match for the overwhelming numbers they faced. Several of them lost Pokemon in that battle.", Mew said, cringing at the memory. "Indeed, they all would have perished if Lugia had not rescued them at the last minute. The Legendary Pokemon knew then that it had been a mistake to leave the Sentinels defenseless without their Pokemon. So, as the five warriors rested and recovered, we began searching for ways to insure that a tragedy such as this would never happen again. 

"It was about this time that I was, quite by accident, reminded of an anomaly in what is now Northern Germany that I had almost forgotten about. While trying to return to their village after getting lost, two young boys stumbled upon a cave..... filled with nelod." 

"Ne-what?", Ash said. 

"Nelod.", Mew repeated. "A kind of crystal found on my home planet." 

"Your home p-", Ash began to exclaim; but the New Species Pokemon halted him. 

"Yes, my home planet, which I cannot talk about at the moment- because we really are quite pressed for time. Some other day.", she said. "But yes, nelod came from my home planet, arriving on earth at the same time I did. In fact, the crystal's name is from my native language, Mewarthen, in which it means 'window'. Quite fitting, considering it's clearer and purer than glass. 

"As I mentioned earlier, the crystal's internal structure is a bit like a set of two-way mirrors, letting energy sources in, but only letting them out when they reach a high enough power level to pass through the molecular structure. To do that, the energy bounces around the mirror-like inner surfaces, building up strength each time it is excited once again. 

"That's how many crystals bend and refract energy; however, nelod has some unique properties that make it stand out from all other crystallic minerals on earth. For one thing, it does not absorb light in any special way- not visual light, not ultraviolet light, not infared, not any part of the electromagnetic spectrum. Light merely passes through it, as if through glass. Another thing- nelod doesn't grow in clusters like most crystals. It grows in large, solitary shafts, which vary in height and thickness. It also seems to spread out, and grow more of itself from small pieces. Only a few fragments landed on earth when I first arrived, but by this time they had grown in their cave into a great crystal mine of nelod. But the chief detail that makes the crystal unique is, again, that its internal surfaces are angled so that they can only discharge their powered up energy from a point. This makes whatever energy is released highly focused and concentrated." 

Ash nodded. "Yeah- that sounds like it would solve all the Sentinels' problems. If nelod releases focused energy only from its points, it seems ideally suited to be used in weaponry, particularly where energy discharge is needed." As he looked at Lithuen again, he could not see the sharp-cut lines or blunt thickness characteristic of other crystals he had seen. If anything, the blade looked more like metal than crystal. 

"Indeed- and the Legendary Pokemon agreed unanimously in that respect. However, there was a slight difficulty we had to overcome. To withstand the high energy fields that inherently build up within it because of its special properties, nelod has a tightly bonded molecular structure. That makes it very strong- the weight of 1,000 Snorlaxes could be put on your sword right now, and it wouldn't bend or break.", Mew said. "It is also highly resistant to temperature extremes, particularly extreme heat. So while it was the perfect material for the weapons we needed, actually creating those weapons was a different story. 

"Because of its awesome strength and incredible heat resistance, no ordinary smith's fire could bend and shape nelod. The greatest bonfires built could not faze the mineral, nor any Ember, Fire Spin, Flame Wheel, Flamethrower, or Fire Blast put forth by the many Pokemon of the world. The Volcano Dog Entei could not alter the crystal, nor could the Fire Titan Moltres. Not even the Sky Guardian Ho-Oh, with his awesome Sacred Fire, was able to affect the super crystal. There was only one fire on earth powerful enough to forge the weapons of the Sentinels." 

She said nothing for a few minutes, looking down at him solemnly. Finally, in an excited whisper, Ash said, "What?  Who?" 

"Charcoal- the Pokemon God of Fire.", Mew replied. 

"Pokemon... God?!", Ash repeated incredulously. Kandra had mentioned something about Pokemon Gods once, but he’d barely paid attention to it at the time. 

"Yes. Charcoal was and is the Pokemon God of Fire, of all fires above, on, and below the world, from the infinite infernos on the surface of the sun to the molten rock beneath the earth. In his forge beneath the volcano Vulcan, using his own mighty fire and the flowing lava of the fiery mountain, he crafted the 30 weapons of the Sentinels with supreme might, incredible precision, and startling delicacy. In fact, what I said to you a while ago is not quite correct. You are not the only one who can rightfully handle Lithuen; Charcoal can touch it as well, along with all the other crystal weapons, because he is the one who created them." 

"Wow.....", Ash trailed off, looking down at the sword again. To think what he now held in his hand had been forged by the Pokemon God of Fire over a millennia ago! Smiling, he hefted the weapon a bit. He had been in pain most of the time he'd been holding it; now that it was more friendly towards him, he was amazed by the perfect weight and balance the sword possessed. Almost subconsciously, he twirled it in his hand, then swung it in an arc that made Mew back away. Ash's eyes widened, surprised by his own actions. 

Mew smiled paternally at him. "Your Sentinel-born skill with weaponry is beginning to manifest itself already! But I'm afraid that I can tell you no more right now. We have work to do." 

"Work?", He said, surprised. 

"Yes.... Mewtrix.", She said, and her eyes narrowed. "Your friends are in danger, Ash. They survived Mewtrix's storm, but they have been captured, and are now prisoners of Team Rocket.  You must rescue them!" 

"Me?!" 

"Yes, you! You're their only hope now- you and Mewtwo. He has been following a deep drive for answers, which stemmed from some of the premonitions he recently had; I had them too. He has realized his error in leaving, and is making his way back to Cinnabar with all haste. But with Mewtrix to counter him directly, and Giovanni to stab at him from behind, he cannot rescue the others alone. You must help him!", she implored. 

Ash sat there for a moment, a million thoughts racing in his mind. Then, gripping Lithuen tightly, he stood up. "I'll do whatever I can.", he said. 

Mew nodded at him. "I have one other gift for you- actually, three.", she said, and floated farther up the alley, Ash following. Going to the ground, she picked up the black cloth that the sword had been wrapped in; beneath it lay the black leather scabbard and sword belt. These she handed to him, and Ash noticed she had put holders in it for his Pokeballs. Unbuckling his regular belt, he stuffed it into his backpack, and slipped the swordbelt on. Taking the scabbard, he slipped it in its holder on his left side. Then, in one swift motion, he slid Lithuen into its sheath. Looking down at himself, swordbelt around his waste, scabbard and sword at his side, he felt..... proud..... and elated. This seemed right to him somehow. 

"And now, this.", Mew said, using her power to shake the dirt out of the black cloth. As she did so, Ash realized it was, in fact, a long cloak with a hoodpiece, which would come to the ankles of a taller person, but would probably be stuck at the feet in his case. She floated it to him; it was made of a soft, warm cloth, and the hood came together with a silver brooch shaped like the Mark of Legends. Ash handled it for a moment. 

"So.......... is this, like, and invisibility cloak or something?" 

Mew giggled. "What do you think this is, Harry Potter? No, Ash, this is merely a cloak, of the same style worn by all of the Sentinels. It doesn't make you invisible, but it will keep you warm in the cold and dry in the rain, and clean on the road. More still, the hood will conceal your identity- which you may find useful in the future." 

Shrugging, Ash threw it over his shoulders and backpack, fastening it around his neck with the clasp. It was quite comfortable- though as he had predicted, it was stuck around his feet, almost touching the ground. Mew went on. "Now, there's no time to waste. Mewtrix has a sneaking suspicion that you weren't killed by his wave, though he still doesn't know about me. I wouldn't bother with subtlety here; you may find your best bet is simply to walk in the front doors of Cinnabar Labs. Mewtwo might beat you there; I don't know. Together-" 

Suddenly, the sound of quick footfalls could be heard just around the corner of the alley. The two of them dropped back into the shadows; instinctively, Ash drew Lithuen. Mew's eyes flashed slightly. The footsteps halted, started up again more slowly, and suddenly, their creator came around the bend and into the light..... 

Ash nearly dropped his sword in surprise- Kandra? 

Sure enough, the young trainer stood there, panting as she leaned against the dumpster to catch her breath. Kandra was a disheveled mess. Her clothes, shoes, and backpack were splattered with mud, and sweat streaked down the side of her face. By how hard she was breathing, it seemed she had been running hard for some time, and was only now stopping to catch her breath. But there was something else that hurt her besides the pain of exhaustion. She seemed deeply saddened, and very afraid. 

Sheathing Lithuen, Ash came slowly out of the shadows. "Kandra?", he said gently. 

She jumped back several feet at the sound of her name, her face turning white when she saw him. "Ash?!", she cried. "Oh my gosh!! I- I thought you were dead! How did you....", she trailed off. Then, all the shock and emotion she had experienced over the past hour finally hit her, and she suddenly burst into tears. She started to swoon; Ash came to her, and as he sank to the ground with her she embraced him tightly, her chin on his shoulder. 

"Oh, Ash, it was terrible! Misty and Brock and Bill were all going through the sewers, and I knew we were going to be captured by Mantoids, but they didn't believe me! Finally I just got so afraid that I screamed and ran! Then I heard the whirring of the Mantoids myself, and I knew I was right, but it was too late! So I just got out of the sewers and ran and ran and ran. There was nothing I could do! Nothing I could do!!", she cried, her body wracking with sobs.


Ash squeezed her tightly, rocking her from side to side. "Shhh. Shhh. It's okay.", he comforted her.  Her tears ran down her cheeks and onto his shoulder, dampening the fabric of his new cloak.

Back in the alley, Mew floated silently, watching them. Kandra, she said to herself. Now where have I heard that name before? 

"Now," Ash said, "better?" 

"A little.....", she sniffed, her eyes red and puffy from crying. 

It's on the tip of my mind....., Mew mused to herself. Wait- wait- wait!! Of course!! 

As she dried her eyes, Kandra suddenly felt the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. Whipping her head around, she jumped back in surprise at the thing floating behind her, staring at her upside-down in midair!! "A-A-Ash?......", she said, somewhat nervously. 

"Oh yeah! Uh, Kandra, this is....... errr...... well....... um...... Kandra.... meet Mew." 

In spite of her sadness, her eyes widened. "Mew?", she whispered. Turning around again, she found the Legendary Pokemon was still floating upside-down, looking in her direction. Mew floated closer to her, just inches away. Kandra met the Psychic-type's stare with her own, and for a long moment, their eyes locked. 

"YEEEEEEE!!!!", Mew cried joyously, startling both of the humans. Flipping over, she grabbed her big feet with her hands and spun in the air like a top. "Yippee!!" 
Ash's jaw dropped a bit at the sudden change in his new friend. Not 20 minutes ago, she had been solemnly telling him the history of the Sentinel weapons- and here she was giggling like a schoolgirl!! "Mew, what are you doing?!" 

Ignoring him, she began talking aloud to herself. "Ha ha! Fortune has indeed been kind to me today! Oh ho, the evil may be strong, but we just might win this yet, the way my luck's been going! Woohoo!!", and she even did a cartwheel in the air! 

"Mew, what's going on?!", Ash cried, beginning to be annoyed with the New Species Pokemon. 

Stopping her merriment, Mew turned to him. "Oh, I'm sorry Ash. It's just that after all this time, things are really starting to come together for us! I mean, to find you here on Cinnabar Island with Mewtwo was good enough, but now to find Kandra here too!! Incredible!!" 

"Wha?", Ash replied. 

"I don't understand.......", Kandra said, wiping away the last of her tears. "What's so special about me?" 

Hearing neither of them, Mew resumed speaking. "I mean, I just can't believe my luck- what are the odds? Imagine!! A Sentinel and an Oracle in the exact same place!!" 

"WHAT?!", Ash and Kandra cried simultaneously. 


"Oracle?", Ash said, repeating the strange word. "What's an Oracle?" 

Kandra knew what an oracle was, at least in the historical sense. She was about to say something when Mew resumed speaking. "Ash, you certainly remember all I've just told you about the Sentinels, of which you are one, do you not?" 

He nodded; Kandra's eyes widened as she glanced at him. Mew continued. "Well, there is one other special kind of human that has existed, and still exists, in the world. The birth of one is even rarer than that of a Sentinel, and during the Great War there were considerably fewer of them. They are quite different from Sentinels, but they are no less important to the destiny of all. 

"Those humans are known as Oracles. The name comes from the ancient temples of the gods in ancient Greece, where the 'will of the gods' would be interpreted by a priest or priestess, usually telling the future of a person, a family, or sometimes an entire nation. Eventually, the name 'Oracle' began to be associated with the priests and priestesses themselves, rather than the temples they were in or the visions they interpreted. Most of them were just frauds who babbled out whatever mystical-sounding whim came into their heads. However, there were real Oracles; there still are." Mew said, then stared pointedly at Kandra "And Kandra is one of them." 

"I...... am?", she said incredulously. 

"Yes.", Mew assured her. Kandra sat there, silent. 

It was Ash who spoke next. "So, what were..... what are the Oracles like? What special abilities do they have that set them apart from everyone else?" 

"Gender-wise, the Oracles are the opposite of the Sentinels; while the Sentinels were all men, all of the Oracles are women. Like the Sentinels, they are immortal, except when killed by war or grief. But the power of the Oracles lies not in their physical abilities, but rather their mind. An Oracle has a very powerful mind's eye, the part of the mind that allows one to see what normally cannot be seen. Specifically, Oracles have three powers: Clairvoyance, Hindsight, and Foresight. 

"Clairvoyance is the first power of an Oracle. Clairvoyance allows an Oracle to use their mind to see things that are hidden, or things that are separated from them by great distances. For example, with Clairvoyance, I could look for the nearest copy of my favorite book- and see it, on the left of the topmost shelf of the bookcase in the manager's office on the highest floor of that building on the right.", Mew said, pointing to one of the buildings that made up the alley. Ash and Kandra looked back at it, then turned to Mew again, eyes wide. She continued. "You can also lock on to the mental signatures of people you know, and use it as a kind of homing beacon to locate them, anywhere in the world. 

"The next power, Hindsight, is a bit more self-explanatory. With Hindsight, the sights, sounds, smells, and sensations of the past are open to you. Hindsight allows mental trips back in time, opening up windows to events in history that have long since been concluded. This can be useful for learning more about the past- and ensuring that mistakes made once are not made again. 

"Finally, we come to the final and most erratic power of an Oracle: Foresight. You should know what it means." 

Neither human spoke. Then, slowly, Kandra said, "You mean...... I can see into the future?" 

"Yes- to a degree. You see Kandra, the future is constantly being altered by the decisions and actions we make here in the present. Only rarely are events very far in the future set in stone. However, most of the time, several probable futures can be seen based on impending decisions and the different choices brought about by those decisions. Say, for example, you come to a fork in the road. You can either go left or go right. As an Oracle, you will be able to know what will happen if you take the left fork, and what will happen if you take the right fork. Also, you can usually see the immediate future with a high degree of accuracy; the closer the future is to the present, the more accurately you can tell what's going to happen. As I said, however, this only applies to the immediate future, and thus has its limits." 

Kandra breathed out slowly, slumping back against the dumpster. Ash, still seated beside her, looked her over, trying to get a feel for her mood. "Feeling upset?" 

"Nah....... just a little overwhelmed.", she replied. "Mew, are you absolutely sure I'm an...... Oracle? I mean, how can you tell?" 

Mew smiled. "You have to know what to look for. Be they people, animals, or Pokemon, most creatures with special destinies are marked by some external sign or feature. The Sentinels are indicated by their Mark of Legends.", she said, with a nod to Ash. "And the Oracles are identified..... by their gray eyes." 

Hearing Mew say this, Ash took the opportunity to look into Kandra's eyes again. Sure enough, they were still that captivating shade of gray, like the ocean in fog, and gray mist seemed to swirl in them. Enamored, Ash looked for longer than he meant to. He suddenly found Kandra returning his stare, her sea-gray eyes meeting his flickering black ones. They locked gazes just as they had on the rocky cliffs, but there was no hostility between them this time. 

Mew looked at the two of them for some time, her eyes darting from one human to the other. Finally, she said: "I hate to break up this tender moment, but we've got to get moving. Ash has a job to do- and you can help, Kandra, if you feel up to it. I won't make you, though." 

Breaking off her stare, she looked to the ground briefly. Then, she stood up resolutely. "Well, I am what I am, and there's no way to change it. If that means being an Oracle, than I'll accept my fate, and whatever joys or sorrows come with it." Ash was amazed at the calm way in which Kandra came to grips with her destiny. He was momentarily ashamed of his own behavior before; but then, he remembered the task at hand, and rose to his feet beside her. 

"Good to have your help, Kandra- we're both going to need each other here, if we want to save Misty and the others." 

"We're going to rescue them?! Really?", she gasped. 

"Indeed you a- whoa!!", Mew said, looking down at her arm where a watch might be- never mind that her wrist was bare. "We've spent a bit too much time here. There's one more thing I need to do, and the two of you have to get going if you're to make it to Cinnabar Labs in time!" 

She placed a hand on each of their shoulders. "Good luck. Believe in yourselves, and believe in each other! You can do this." She floated up over their heads- but as she was going to leave, she stopped, and flipped over to look at them upside-down. "It's just one more thing I need to do!", she yelled down to them. "I'll get back here as soon as I can- I have a feeling you're going to need my help too!!", then, she turned back over, and with a blinding flash she was gone, a streak of pink speeding over the horizon. 

Ash and Kandra watched her go, and when she was no longer in sight stood there for a few moments, looking up at the stars. Finally pulling his eyes away, Ash drew Lithuen; the Crystal Star gleamed like a mirror as he rotated it in his hand. "Lithuen, I think you and I have our work cut out for us.", he said, gazing thoughtfully into its blade.

Kandra gazed in wonder at the crystal sword. "Where did you get that?", she asked.  “It’s magnificent!” 

Ash put the sword back in its scabbard. "I'll tell you on the way." 

And with that, the two of them trekked off into the darkness of the city.....

Chapter 15- Final Confrontation


Oooh, where am I? My head hurts. 

Oh, yeah, now I remember. Am I awake? It doesn't feel like it- but I'm getting there. I think it's getting lighter...... do I want to be awake? Probably not, now that I think about it. But I'm waking up anyways. Oh, well......

And, abruptly, Misty was conscious again. Her eyes closed, she shook her head, trying to orient herself. What was going on? She tried to recall the last thing that had happened before everything had gone dark..... she had been there with Brock and Bill, in that room in the sewer- where Mewtrix and the Mantoids had ambushed them. They hadn't had any choice but to surrender, and so they did; Brock was the first to put his hands in the air. At that instant, however, Mewtrix had flung his arms wide, and a blinding white pulse of light flashed from his eyes. Her last memories were of her putting her hands up in an effort to shield herself from whatever weapon or attack the Cyborg Pokemon was using against her. 

Which was kind of pointless, she thought to herself. That wasn't a harmful thing he used against us- it was some kind of stun blast. And it worked; despite a return of sensation to her torso, she still could not feel her arms and legs, and her head was pounding like someone was beating on it. She was tied to something, and she could feel the cords that tightly bound her across her body. She was positioned upright. She could also hear the sounds of other people nearby; people not tied up, so most likely it was their captors. She was slowly coming around more, however, and with effort, she opened her eyes. 

Her vision at first was blurry, but things slowly came into focus. She was lashed to a pole, a stake of some sort. To her left, she could see Brock tied to a similar structure; further left was Bill. Both of them appeared to be in a state of semi-consciousness similar to her own a few minutes before. Knowing they would wake up soon, Misty looked around. Things were still blurry, so on a whim, she then looked up. 

She wished she hadn't. Wherever they were, the walls extended very high above her head- over 300 feet probably! She could just see the faint silver light of the moon at the very top of the tall, wide shaft. Either this place was quite tall, or they were some distance underground. She got dizzy just looking upwards. 

A sound to her left diverted her attention. Brock was coming around, and shook his head in much the same way that she had. Noticing her, he turned his head. "Uggh..... where are we?", he asked quietly. 

Misty looked out again, and she could see much better this time. The three of them were situated at the end of an oval-shaped platform, which was attached to the wall of the great cylindrical room by a long walkway, stretching out roughly to the center of the chamber. Looking down as best she could, she saw that there was about 50 more feet between them and the ground. The walls of the massive enclosure were lined with machinery, circuitry which gleamed that curious metallic color that was gray up close but seemed blue at a distance. Around them on the platform were Team Rocket technicians in lab coats, working at computer stations and data screens situated along the edges. There was a guardrail around the platform that continued along both sides of the walkway, which ran to a large, tall doorway. 

Farther to her left, she could hear Bill begin to rouse himself as well. Looking straight ahead again, Misty saw that there were four people in lab coats working near them. And overseeing them, with his back to her, was..... 

Becoming aware of his three captives, Giovanni turned around, an evil smile on his face. "Ah, so you are awake. I trust you had a restful slumber? No unpleasant dreams?" 

Struggling against her ropes, Misty glared at him. "Cut the niceties, Giovanni!! What do you want with us?!" 

The Rocket Don made a hurt face. "What, you don't think I've kept you here simply because I enjoy your company?" 

"Under the circumstances," Brock said, "I'd say not." 

Giovanni nodded. "Alas, you're too perceptive for me- though I suppose my poor hospitality has something to do with it." He turned to the scientists working around him.  "Leave us.", he told them. 

As the technicians moved off of the platform, he turned back to his guests. "No, you're here because you have crossed paths with me one time too many. Every time I encounter one of you, or all of you, you always manage to ruin whatever operation of mine is underway at the time. Well, I am tired of it. I have had enough. Thus, I have decided to remove you from my life..... permanently." 

Bill narrowed his eyes. "You have no right to do this, you know." 

The Boss chuckled. "My friend, I had no right to do any of the things I have done over the past few days. But I have done them anyway. Why should I have qualms about such things now?" 

There was a whoosh over their heads. Quite suddenly, Mewtrix floated down behind Giovanni. The Rocket Don smiled again. "I have already begun to end it.", he said.  Turning to Mewtrix, he remarked, "Did you make certain of it?" 

The Super Pokemon nodded. "Yes. Barring some bizarre circumstance, young Master Ketchum did not survive my assault." 

"Good. Ah, poor Ash. He was such a promising young trainer. Pity he had to work against me....." 

Choking back tears, Misty yelled at them with an awful rage, a terrible feeling of loss slicing through her like a knife. "You heartless monsters!! You.... you..... you killed Ash!! HOW COULD YOU DO THAT?! How evil do you have to be?!" 

Rolling his eyes, the Cyborg Pokemon lazily extended his hand in Misty's direction. She suddenly felt her urge to speak dying, and it became harder to articulate her words, her tongue moving without her control. Knowing Mewtrix was influencing her, she became silent once again, and glowered at them, bile still surging in her throat.  She would be sad, inconsolable later; now she was just angry. 

It was Bill who spoke next. "Where are we?" 

"We are in the Aerodynamic Tunnel Chamber of Cinnabar Labs," Giovanni answered. "It's used to study Flying Pokemon. It also handily doubles as the air circulation unit for the building." 

He continued. "The question, now, is what I'm going to do with you." 

"You could just..... let us go.", Bill offered, half-sarcastically. 

"Indeed I could. But I'm not going to, of course." 

"I think we should just kill them.", Mewtrix said flatly. "It would save us a lot of trouble." 

"That it would.", Giovanni agreed, raising his eyebrows. 

"And what about our Pokemon?", Brock demanded. "What happens to them?" 

"Oh, that's easy. Your Pokemon, as of this moment, belong to me. They will fit quite nicely into my collection." 

"Our Pokemon won't just obey you!!", Misty objected. 

"With a little persuasion from Mewtrix, I think they will." 

"There will be no more 'persuasion' here, Giovanni." 

Everyone jumped at the sound. The Boss was first to recover, and casually made his way over to the railing on the left. Mewtrix followed, hands balled into fists. Down on the floor, Mewtwo stood glaring up at them. Giovanni smiled. "Ah, Mewtwo! Welcome! It's been a long time." 

"Not nearly long enough for my tastes.", the Genetic Pokemon responded. He turned slightly to his friends. "Bill? Brock? Misty? Are you all right?" 

"They are fine- for the moment.", the Rocket Don answered. "What are you doing here?" 

"I have come to free my friends." 

"Have you now? Well, I'm afraid they will be remaining in my custody, at least for the moment." 

At that remark, Mewtwo's eyes flashed, and he took a step forward. However, Mewtrix moved up to the railing, a purple aura surrounding him. Given the Cyborg's close proximity to his friends, Mewtwo was forced to back down. 

Giovanni laughed. "You see, Mewtwo, you do not have as much of an advantage here as you would like to think. Mewtrix is in my service now, and he is quite capable of finishing your friends off before you have a chance to do anything about it. Of course, if you really want to save them, then we could trade- their lives for your total obedience to me once again. What do you say?" 

There was a sharp intake of breath from Mewtrix. Before he could comment, however, Mewtwo responded. "No. Never again will I let myself be controlled by the likes of you, Giovanni! No prize, no reward, no exchange," he added with a pained look at Bill and the others, "is worth my submission to your evil." 

Giovanni was silent for a moment. Suddenly, he smiled again. "I admire your self-honor, Mewtwo. I'm afraid, however, that it may come at the cost of your friends' lives, or at least their sanities." 

The Super Pokemon narrowed his eyes in disgust. "I should've killed you when I had the chance." 

"You should have!", Giovanni agreed with a laugh. Then, he snapped his fingers. 

Grinning evilly beneath his visor, Mewtrix turned back to the three human captives. He recognized them all, from the numerous times he'd encountered them with Ash and Mewtwo. 

And there was that cheeky red-haired one, who'd always defied him with her words. This, time, however, she had no special friends to come to her aid. Coming close to her, Mewtrix lifted up her chin with a finger. "You and I have some unfinished business to settle.", he said, his eyes burning.....


Ash had been to Cinnabar Island before. He had even visited Cinnabar Labs, back when Team Rocket had less of an influence on it. Thus, he had little difficulty navigating his way through the city, though some of the newer corporate areas confused him. However, he and Kandra made good time moving from the downtown to the suburbs, and then out into the more wooded areas. Finally, they found themselves before the long, winding road that led to the main entrance of the complex.                                           
They ran along the side of the road, keeping out of sight as best they could. The 
darkness helped their cover, and in no time they were before the large glass doors. Ash 
tugged on one of them- and to his surprise, it was unlocked. He looked back at Kandra, 
but she only shrugged her shoulders. So, quietly and carefully, they slipped inside. 
The main entrance plaza was large and expansive, with precise geometric shapes 
lending a cold, sterile feel to the whole area. Looking up, they could see three additional levels, each one identified by a walkway that stretched from wall to wall, and continued into closed areas beyond their sight. A reception desk sat in the center of the room, but it was empty. The whole place was dark and lonely, with no signs that anyone was in the building at all. 

Scanning the area once more, Ash noticed three separate corridors that began at the back wall and continued in different directions deeper into the complex. But which one would lead them to Misty and the others? 

Kandra had the same question. "Those hallways all lead in different directions, and they probably don't intersect at any point. If we go down the wrong one, we'll never get to them in time!" 

"I know, I know..... we have to think.", Ash responded. He was silent for a few moments. Then, a lightbulb went off. He turned to Kandra. "Hey, maybe you could see the right way!" 

"What?" 

"Well, Mew said that Oracles had that..... that clair-something, the power to see things hidden or far away- and specially home in on friends. You could lock on to the others, see where they are, backtrack, and find out how to get there from here!" 

Kandra rolled her eyes. "First of all, it's called clairvoyance. Secondly, need I remind you that I've known about it for less than 2 hours?! I’m still coming to terms with what I can do, to say nothing of how to do it!  I have no idea how to use these powers of mine." 

"But what about when you saw the Mantoids down in the sewer?" 

"That happened on its own; I wasn't deliberately looking for them.", she retorted. But she saw the earnest look in Ash's eyes, and then thought about it again. Finally: "But for Misty, Brock, and Bill, I'll give it a try." 

Closing her eyes, Kandra wondered how on earth she would pinpoint her friends. Mew had said Oracles locked onto mental signatures...... maybe if she pictured them, she would be able to see them. She concentrated mainly on Misty, since Kandra knew her better than she knew Bill or Brock. She thought of all the things that made Misty herself- her fiery personality, her quick temper, her outspoken nature, her veiled feelings for Ash- 
There! Suddenly, Kandra could see Misty in her mind, a hazy mental image. Brock and Bill were beside her, and they were in a massive room of some kind. An instant later, the image began to rapidly pull back, through doors, passageways, corridors-                     
Her eyes snapped open. She ran to the hallway on the left. "It's this one!", she called back. 

Smiling, Ash followed her. "Do you know the way, then?" 

"Mm-hmm. Come on." 

So they moved at all possible speed down the corridor and into the twisting labyrinth of halls, walkways, and passages that followed, Kandra always in the lead. Ash never questioned her direction, but she did. She second-guessed herself at the first few intersections, not really sure of herself. But in the end, she always ended up going in her initial choice of direction. Eventually, she stopped thinking about it and unhesitantly followed her intuition, her Clairvoyance showing the way like a map floating in front of her. 

Finally, the pair found themselves at one of the many T-shaped hallway intersections they had been to all throughout their trek. Unlike the previous junctions, however, this one had a strong, bare, white metal door on the wall where the corridors branched off. Next to the door was a pad and a microimaging camera- palmprint and retina scanners, respectively. Kandra nodded towards it. "They're through there. I'm sure of it." 

Ash examined the door. "But how do we get in?" 

"I don't know. We could try to pry open that panel and rewire the opening mechanism- but that would probably set off an alarm-" 

"We don't have time for this!!", Ash yelled in frustration. He strode up to the scanners, and suddenly the Mark of Legends flared with silver light. Both palms glowing, he pressed one to the handprint analyzer, and thrust the other at the lens of the retinal scanner. There was a sharp electronic squeal, followed by the rapid squeaking of overloaded circuitry. Suddenly, a bright light, like a camera flash, burst from the palmprint scanner, and Ash drew back in surprise as a shock ran through his body. The pain was brief, however, and as he rubbed his arms, Kandra examined the damage he had caused. Amazingly, Ash had bored through both the scanners, their circuits, and the wall beyond. Smoke filtered out from the handprint analyzer, while the molten plastic of the retina scanner's lens emitted a pungent odor that mingled with the smell of burning silicon. 

The door, however, remained closed. Kandra turned to Ash somewhat annoyed. "Now what?! You just ruined our only chance of getting in!!" 

"Not necessarily.", he replied, studying the door. "Would you say this door slides open from bottom to top?" 

She looked at it again. "Yes, I think so-" 

Schiiing!! 

Startled by the noise, Kandra whipped around just as Ash finished drawing Lithuen from its scabbard. In the dim light the Crystal Star gleamed like one of its celestial namesakes. Taking it in both hands, Ash thrust it through the top left of the door and began to move it to the right. With surprising ease, the sword sliced through the metal, and in little over a minute the cut was done, no match for Lithuen’s fantastic sharpness. Pulling it back out, Ash then repeated the process on the right side of the door, followed by the left one, almost losing his balance as he applied unnecessary force. Finally, he gave the door a mighty kick; it slammed backwards, falling to the ground.

Kandra stood, quite speechless. Sheathing the sword, Ash turned back to her. "Well, come on.", he said, motioning down the long corridor beyond the doorway. Shaking off her amazement, she followed. 

The dark gray corridor soon opened up into a much larger one, of great width and even greater height. Support columns of black metal formed arches on the ceiling, like the ridges on the roof of the mouth. The long passageway ended at a tall doorway, which led out to a room that Ash couldn't quite tell the dimensions of; it appeared to be big and tall and circular, with machinery and instruments lining the walls. Specifically, the doorway opened onto a walkway that led to a suspended platform- on which, suddenly, he saw a splash of brilliant red-orange. 

"Is that-", he began. Kandra pulled him behind one of the columns, out of sight of those on the platform. 

"Yeah, that's Misty.", she whispered, stealing a glance around the side. "She's with Brock and Bill. But it looks like Giovanni's there too- and Mewtrix." 

Ash's eyes narrowed. Teeth clenched, he took off his backpack and handed it to Kandra. Unzipping it, he took out his old belt, removed his five Pokeballs from it, and placed the belt back inside; he then strapped the Pokeballs to his swordbelt. "What are you doing?", Kandra asked. 

"We've gotta get to them.", Ash told her. "You try and find a way to get onto that platform without them noticing you.", and with that, he turned around and began going back down the way they had come. 

"But what about you?", she cried. 

"I've got a score to settle.", he whispered over his shoulder. 
************************************************************************ 

Mewtrix's eyes blazed. "You and I have some unfinished business to settle.", he said to Misty, lifting her chin up with his finger. 

Mewtwo started, but thought better of it; with Mewtrix in such close proximity to his friends, he would be able to kill at least one of them before the Genetic Pokemon could reach him. "Let them GO!!", he pleaded again. "They have no part in this!" 

"What's the matter; afraid that your little friends will get hurt?", Mewtrix sneered. 

"Let them go or I'll-" 

"Or you'll what? Defeat me with your crushing morality? Bah! You've lost your fire, Mewtwo. You were strong, once, but your compassion weighs you down; makes you weak." 

"And you think you're strong? A slave to Giovanni's will?" 

The last remark clearly riled Mewtrix; for a brief moment, his eyes flashed so hot they were almost white. "I am no one's slave!! I never will be! Ever!!" 

"He's using you, Mewtrix. Like he used me. Like he uses everyone. He's warped your knowledge, flawed your judgement, and tainted your thought. You're little more than an extension of his hand....." 

Another flash of white. This time, Mewtrix's voice was cold and deadly. "Even if that were true, I still would not fully be a slave, for I have the one thing that keeps me from enslavement- power!!" 

“Power, like beauty, is in the eye of the beholder.” 

"My power will not be so debatable for long- I shall see to that! I will rise in might until none doubt my strength!! I shall be the most powerful force on this planet- and crush all who stand in my way.", he added, with a pointed glance to Mewtwo. Giovanni eyed the Cyborg Pokemon with a brief flash of fear, but then shook it off. 

Mewtrix turned back to Brock, Bill, and Misty. "And now, for your friends. Like you, they have chosen to be my enemies, as well as the enemies of Giovanni and Team Rocket." Suddenly, purple psychic energy began to flash on his palms. "For that...... let them taste the wrath of Mewtrix!!!" 

"Not tonight." 

Misty, Brock, Bill, Giovanni, Mewtwo, and Mewtrix widened their eyes in disbelief as one. The voice had come from the shadows on the floor of the great chamber; now, Ash stepped from them, black cloak draped about him. His face was grim and determined. He strode over to Mewtwo, where he halted. "You all right?", he asked the Super Pokemon. 

He nodded. "Yes. You?" 

"Never better.", he smiled for a moment. "Misty?! Brock?! Bill?! You guys all right?" 

No response; they were still too shocked to answer. Finally, Brock slowly nodded his head. 

Mewtrix was still facing the captives. "Apparently, you humans are harder to kill than your laughable physiques would imply.", he said, turning around slowly. 

Ash met his glare dead on. "Let my friends go. Mewtwo is right; they have no part in this." 

Mewtwo nodded. "Yes- it's me you're after.", he cried up to the Cyborg Pokemon. 

"Us.", Ash corrected. The Super Pokemon turned to him, and they stared at each other for some time. 

Finally, Mewtwo turned back. "Us.", he repeated. "It is..... us.... you want." 

Giovanni laughed. "Well of course! But it would be very inconvenient for me if I let these three go now, after all that's happened. They know too much.", and he laughed again. 

Ash's temper began flaring; this was as much as he was willing to take. "I've had enough, Giovanni! Let Misty and the others go now!!", he shouted. "And that's an order, not a request." 

Giovanni looked indignantly down at him. "Order?", he said. "And who are you, that you have the power to order me around?" 

"Who am I? I am Ash Ketchum, Pokemon trainer.", Ash said. "But that's not all!!" 
Suddenly, he flung back his cloak. With a mighty ring he drew Lithuen, light dancing in and on the blade. He spoke in a voice that was not truly his own, a mighty, commanding voice that surprised even him in its strength: "I am also a Sentinel, a defender of the earth and all life on it, bearer of the Mark of Legends- and wielder of Lithuen, the Crystal Star!! Will you heed me or defy me?! Speak quickly!!" 

The power that was revealed in Ash stunned everyone, even Mewtwo. For a moment, no one spoke; no one even moved. However, Giovanni began inching very slowly over to one of the computer consoles. Upon getting to it, he reached his hand under it. "Well....... my young warrior.... I admire your courage..... however, I'm afraid that you have fought your last- and perhaps your first- battle." 

Suddenly, he felt them: two buttons side by side under the console. He punched one and then the other. Down on the floor, there was a rumble, and two long, wide doors on opposite sides of the room slid open. 

In one of them stood about 200 Team Rocket soldiers, each one outfitted with at least 2 Pokemon, some having a full complement of 6.  Most of them were wielding firearms, many of which were automatic.

In the other door stood 40 Mantoids, the light reflecting off their shiny metallic surfaces, their red LED eyes pulsating menacingly. Each one had its chest-mounted gattling guns open and spinning, and the pulse lasers mounted in their pincers emitted a loud collective HMMMMMMM. 

Ash and Mewtwo moved back to back to one another. Mewtwo's blue aura flickered around him, his eyes shining. Ash brought the Crystal Star up to face the threats, his muscles tense. 

Misty was very worried now. Ash, what are you doing?!", she managed to yell out. "You don't know how to use a sword!!" 

"Don't remind me.", he whispered, gripping Lithuen tightly...


The entire room was silent for a moment; tension was heavy in the air. Ash, Lithuen in hand, stood back to back with Mewtwo, and they rotated in a circle, keeping a steady eye on both the army of Team Rocket soldiers and the large force of Mantoids that waited ready to attack. By the way the two of them were aligned, it seemed that one would concentrate on the Rockets, while the other took on the robots. But who would fight who? 

The question was answered before either of them had time to contemplate. One of the Rockets in the front reached to his side and pulled a pistol from a holster.  Both friends noticed it, but Mewtwo reacted faster. He snapped his hand up, causing the would-be shooter to fly back through the ranks. 

It was the spark that lit the powder keg; everything erupted at once. The other soldiers raised their weapons, and some raised Pokeballs. The gunwielders fired at Mewtwo, who flipped up into the air on the right. Making sure Ash was not in their line of fire, he dove towards the Rockets, breaking through their ranks. Landing, he threw out a 360-degree Psychic attack. In a flash of blue, 50 of them were on the ground, and two more were taken out by a blow from Mewtwo's tail. 

Meanwhile, the Mantoids had begun advancing towards Ash at a rapid pace. 
Suddenly, one of them charged ahead of the others in a full-blown run, its metallic legs clicking rapidly on the floor. He raised Lithuen again, but Misty's words came back to him. She was right; he didn't know how to use a sword. What was he going to do? 

The robot fired its gattling guns, drawing Ash's attention back to the matter at hand quite rapidly. The Mark of Legends flickered unbeckoned on his back. He turned to gaze at it...... and as he looked back ahead of him, something very strange happened. 

Where it had been charging swiftly before, the Mantoid's pace was now that of a swift walk. It moved its legs in an exaggerated manner, as if it were still running. The cannons on its chest spun as they fired.... slowly. Smoke escaped from each barrel..... very slowly. What?, Ash thought.  Looking around him, he found that not only the Mantoid charging him, but also its comrades, Mewtwo, the Team Rocket soldiers- everyone and everything was moving at 1/10th its previous speed. It was like watching a slow motion video. Yet he was still at normal speed, far as he could tell. What was going on? 

He heard Mew's voice in his head again, almost as if she were whispering in his ear, telling him about the Sentinels: 


Beyond their awesome skill, the power of the Mark of Legends came to the Sentinels’ aid in battle; increasing their strength and agility, quickening their reflexes, combating fatigue and weariness. These heightened senses, and many more, were always active, even when the Mark did not shine. If you haven't experienced them yet, you should soon.


And he began to understand. 

The world had not slowed down. Rather, he had sped up quite 
dramatically. It was his heightened perception of motion that made everything else appear sluggish, while he moved at 'normal' speed, which was not normal at all but instead extremely fast. Looking back at the attacking Mantoid, he could, if he focused, see the bullets from the gattling guns moving through the air at him- not terribly slow, for they were bullets, but certainly not at supersonic speeds. Cool, he thought. Bullet time. 

The projectiles were still heading towards him, so Ash decided to take advantage of the extra time he had to react. Shifting his balance, he slowly tipped backwards, his knees bending as he fell.  His head inches from the ground even as his feet remained level, he saw the bullets fly over him, their shadows crossing his chest and face.  His feet finally slipped backwards, and rolled back and to the side, coming to a standing position again with little difficulty. As the attacking robot moved past him, his vision 'shuddered', like a TV with bad reception- and instantly, his reaction time returned to normal. With the immediate danger past, he no longer needed so much time to consider his actions. 

Realizing it had missed its quarry, the Mantoid rotated with mechanical instantaneousness, losing almost no speed as it hurtled toward Ash once more. But he didn't feel like dodging this time. Looking down at the sword in his hand, his eyes narrowed in determination. He would beat this monstrosity- but how? They had proven quite resilient to attack in the past. 

His thought was so intense that light from his Mark, like water, began trickling down his right arm and to his palm. Then, in an instant, an idea struck him. He looked at the streaming energy, and concentrated hard on changing it. To his pleasant surprise, the golden power whitened, and turned to the lunar silver energy that had caused Mewtrix so much pain. Even now, Lithuen was flickering with the light. Mew had said that the power of the Mark could not only be channeled into the blade, but out of it as well- 

The whine of servos abruptly ended his musing. The Mantoid was almost on him now, forelimbs outstretched. Having failed to hit its target with projectile weapons, the robot now attacked with its titanium scythe blades in an attempt to shred Ash. 

There was no time to think; only to react. With less than five feet between them, Ash dropped to his knees, pointed the sword at the Mantoid with both hands, and channeled the silver energy through his body at what he hoped was a breakneck rate. Lithuen's blade shone as the power coursed through it- 

Suddenly, what looked like a ray of liquid silver and moonlight shot from the sword's tip.  The Mantoid might have had enough time to realize it was being attacked, and slow down; it might not have. It made little difference; the energy blast penetrated its alloy body like a spike through wet tissue paper. A second later, the robot exploded dramatically, and Ash had to roll away to avoid the razor sharp debree. 

He looked back at his handiwork, then turned to the other Mantoids. A mischievous smile was on his face, and he held the Crystal Star high over his head, slightly tilted towards them.  He extended his spare hand, and with a motion dared them to come closer.

Machines do not feel fear, and the robots needed no second beckoning. Lifting their forelimbs, they all charged, the forward ranks firing their pulse lasers. Drawing back, Ash gripped his sword in both hands and, almost by reflex, began to dodge and block the laser bolts. 

Having gained some control over his own opponents, Mewtwo took a moment to observe his young friend. True, he was shaky, and somewhat off balance from lack of experience; but Ash moved with an agility and grace more commonly seen in creatures like Jolteon and Scyther. The blood of a warrior runs in his veins, that much is clear., the Genetic Pokemon thought. I wonder why I did not see it before..... I did see it before. The first time we met, on New Island, I recognized his indomitable spirit and fierce will. That is why, though at the time I hated him, I could not help but respect him. 

Flashes of white all around him diverted Mewtwo's attention. Many of the Rockets had released their Pokemon, and the creatures now charged him with savage ferocity. 
The first to reach him was a Machamp. Neatly dodging its four simultaneous jabs, he gave the muscled Fighting-type an uppercut flashing with psychic energy that deftly knocked it out. A Magmar, Wigglytuff, and Quagsire attacked him next; pulsing Psywaves drove them to their knees. Hovering backwards as he fired, he lashed out with his tail twice to strike a Scyther and Nidoqueen who had moved in behind him.


On the floor of the great wind chamber, Ash and Mewtwo continued to fight off the onslaught of Team Rocket forces. Bringing his hands together, Mewtwo fired a Psybeam at a pocket of soldiers with automatic weapons, sending them scattering everywhere. Whipping Lithuen around him like a tennis racket, Ash backhanded a pulse laser blast from one of the Mantoids; the sword deflected the bolt back to its firer, blowing the robot's head off. 

On the balcony above, Giovanni paced over a small area, trying not to look down at the battle too much. Standing by the three captives, Mewtrix watched with clenched fists, his anger at the two combatants growing with every blow they struck. It was all he could do not to launch himself into the fray. Brock, tied on the edge opposite the battle, could barely see anything, but Bill and Misty had a fairly good view. Misty was amazed at Ash's spectacular agility- not to mention his skill with a sword, when she'd never seen him pick up a weapon in his life! Mewtwo was equally impressive, blending his special attacks and physical combat almost seamlessly. 

From her hiding place at the large door opening, Kandra watched as well. She too was impressed; however, there were more pressing things on her mind. Giovanni and Mewtrix were certainly distracted by the fighting below. But in order to get to Brock and the others and free them, she would have to pass almost directly behind the Rocket Don and his Super Pokemon. He would have to be blind and deaf not to notice her! And even if she got past him, she had almost no chance of copying the feat with Mewtrix's incredible sensory perception. 

At least they can't see me here, she thought- 

*Kandra?* 

She gasped and spun around. Seeing no one in the corridor, she was about to run back down when the voice came to her head again: *Don't worry, Kandra; it's Mewtwo. I thought I saw you up there, but I wanted to make sure.* 

"I'm trying to get to the others.", she whispered aloud. "You and Ash have Giovanni and Mewtrix distracted, but they'll still notice me if I go by, since I have to pass so close." 

There was no response, and for a moment she wondered if Mewtwo had heard her. Suddenly, an energy field the same blue color as the Genetic Pokemon's enveloped her. 
*Done*, Mewtwo's telepathy said again. *The psychic field around you will absorb the light rays that your body and everything on it normally reflect, effectively rendering you invisible. It also covers your mental signature, to make you harder for Mewtrix to detect. Now go; free Misty, Brock, and Bill. Once they're unbound, you can all come down to the floor and help us.* 

As the voice in her head died down, Kandra slowly began inching forward, wondering if the aura around her would really hide her from sight. She had just left the door's archway when, diverting his eyes for a moment, Mewtrix looked right at her. She froze. The Cyborg Pokemon glanced in her direction, but only for a second; he then turned his eyes back downwards. Breathing a sigh of relief, Kandra started moving again at a slightly quicker pace. 

A mighty CLANG! caused her to look over the side of the walkway. Struggling with both hands, Ash was locked in a shoving war with another of the Mantoids, Lithuen scraping against the titanium blades of the big robot. Though he pushed with all his strength, Ash knew he couldn't match the mechanized power of the Mantoid. Acting fast, he slid the sword's blade down the curved blades of the forelimbs, freeing it; then, he rolled under the robot before it could strike at him. The moment he was reoriented he thrust the sword up into the Mantoid's underbelly where it connected with the torso. Blasting silver energy from the Mark of Legends, the sword fired through the robot's head, totally incapacitating it; its legs buckled as it toppled over backwards. 

Standing up, Ash took a moment to catch his breath. He wiped his brow, closing his eyes in an effort to focus his strength. Suddenly, he heard a faint whirring and clicking behind him- coming very fast. Kandra, horrified, had to bite her tongue to keep from crying out. "Ash, look out!!", Misty yelled. 

He whipped around. Standing over him was another Mantoid, which had crept around to him while he had been struggling with the first one. Its claws were already in the air; he had no time to ready Lithuen. They swept downwards in a glittering arc- 

Suddenly, a blinding light forced Ash to look away. Glancing back, he saw the Mantoid halting in its attack, reeling under a powerful blast of yellow electricity. As the electrical field died down, the robot was noticably damaged; but it wobbled towards Ash once more, still deadly. Another electric shock seemed to lance out of nowhere, this time bringing the Mantoid down permanently. 

Ash looked at the smoking hulk in front of him with disbelief. He had been saved, but how? 

Suddenly, his eyes widened. An electric shock? A yellow electric shock- 

"Pika PIIIIIIKAAAAA!!!" 

His face a mixture of surprise and delight, Ash looked up in time to see Pikachu flying through the air towards him. Dropping Lithuen, Ash grabbed his friend, and they dropped to the floor in a tight embrace. 

"Pikachu!!", Ash cried, tears springing to his eyes. "I thought you were gone forever!! Are you okay?" 

"Chu!", the Mouse Pokemon nodded, his bright eyes sparkling. 

"Oh, I'm just thankful you're here!! We're together again, and I promise I'll never ever let you get captured like that ever again if I can help it!! I'm so glad to see you!!" 

"Pikaand I'm glad to see you!! How about you? Are you all right?" 

"Yeah, I'm fine now!! Now-", Ash began to say, but then stopped, his eyes snapping wide open. Pikachu's eyes behaved similarly, and the two backed out of their embrace slightly to stare at each other. 

"Pikachu?", Ash said slowly. "Did you-? Did I-? Were you just-?" 

The questions were never finished, for at that moment a shadow loomed over the two companions. It was yet another Mantoid, who had snuck up on them during their reunion and now had its gatling guns out and ready. It poised to fire- 

But like the first one, its attack was abruptly halted. There was a blur of red across Ash's vision for less than a second, followed instantaneously by the sharp scrape of metal on metal. It all took under a second, and the Mantoid didn't have gatling guns anymore; they flew off its body some ways past Ash and Pikachu, where they lay, their trailing wires neatly sliced and sparking. 

The Mantoid tilted its head down slightly, as if to see why its targets weren't disintegrating under a hail of gunfire. Suddenly, the red blur streaked across Ash's sight again for a nanosecond, followed by two rapid scrapes- and this time, he was sure he saw the flashing arcs of slashes hanging in the air for a half-second or so. The Mantoid's forelimbs flew off next, causing the robot to sway slightly as its balance was upset.  The red streak blazed by again, there was another scrape and slashing arc, and the machination’s head flew off in a shower of sparks. Finally taken down, the Mantoid toppled over onto the body of its fallen comrade. 

The streak flashed again- but halted abruptly above the fallen robot. Hovering above the metal body like a hunter over its fallen quarry was a majestic looking Scizor, its red skin gleaming in the light. Its abnormally large wings beat rhythmically, and its piercing blue eyes looked down at them intently. Landing, the Bug-type retracted its wings and darted quick glances around the area, assessing its surroundings. "Pika! Chu chu pika Pikachu.", Pikachu suddenly remarked. 

"Zor.", returned the Scissors Pokemon. "Scisci, scizor. Scizor zzzzzzzzor." 

The two Pokemon seemed to know each other quite well. Ash didn't really know what to make of it, and was trying to figure the situation out when Giovanni yelled down angrily. "Wraith?! What are you doing here?! How did you get out?!" 

Narrowing its eyes, the Scizor stared coldly up at the Rocket Don. Pointing up with one arm, it slowly opened and then closed its razor-sharp claw. Then, it turned away from him, back to Ash and Pikachu. 

To Ash, this gesture was unintelligible, but Giovanni understood it quite clearly. "So, you've decided to change sides? Well, good riddance!! I was tiring of your insolence anyway. It will be a pleasure watching you die!!" 

Ignoring its former master, the Scizor extended its right arm. Taking it, Ash allowed himself to be helped up. Pikachu jumped onto the Steel-type's shoulders in the process, and Ash finally made the connection. "Oh, you two helped each other escape, didn't you?", he said. After exchanging glances, the two Pokemon nodded. Ash smiled. "Wraith, wasn't it? Thanks for saving my life, Wraith, and Pikachu's life too. You seem like a good Pokemon, and a powerful warrior at that. I won't make you fight for us, but if you want to, then welcome to the group!!" 

Contemplating this for a moment, Wraith allowed a smile to break his stony features. 

"Chu!", Pikachu cried. Turning around, Ash saw that the Mantoids were regrouping, and the remaining 21 robots were going to attack en masse. Wraith stepped to Ash's left side, flicked out his wings, and scraped his claws against each other, producing a ringing noise worthy of the keenest blade. On Ash's right, Pikachu stood ready on all fours, cheeks crackling with electricity. Ash drew the Crystal Star, holding the blade out from his body. "Ha ha!! This oughta even the odds a little!", he cried. 

Up on the walkway, Kandra had gotten past Giovanni with surprisingly little difficulty. Now, she was working her way around Mewtrix. Just as Mewtwo said, he did not sense her with his power; however, there was a unique difficulty to getting around the Cyborg Pokemon- his tail. Extended some distance from his body, Mewtrix's tail slowly wavered back and forth. It narrowed Kandra's passing distance considerably- for though he could neither see nor sense her, he would be able to feel her if he touched her. 

Now, the tail was moving back to Mewtrix's left, giving her a little more room. Holding her breath, she rushed past as fast as she could while still being quiet. Finally, she was out of range. 

She moved the rest of the way to the platform, until she was right by the others. "Psst! guys!" 

"Wha? Who's there?", Brock said quietly. He almost cried out, but fortunately thought better of it. 

"Guys, it's me, Kandra. I'm here to untie you." 

"Kandra?", Bill said. "Where are you?" 

"Mewtwo made me invisible. Now, please try to be quiet. I'll have you guys free in a jiffy. Only, when you're free, stay close to the poles so it still looks like you're tied up." 

Suddenly, Misty felt the cords around her chest begin to loosen. Looking slightly downcast, she said, "Kandra, I'm sorry we didn't believe you back there in the sewer. If we had, we might not be in this mess right now." 

"That's all right; had our positions been reversed, I wouldn't have believed you, either. Don't worry, though. Things are bad now, I'll admit, but I think they have a chance of turning out very good in the end." 

"Just how did you know there were Mantoids waiting for us, anyway?", Brock wondered. 

"I'll explain later, when there's time. Or maybe someone who knows it better will.", she added, with an unseen smile on her face. 

Back down on the ground, the addition of the two Pokemon had made a significant difference in the tide of battle. Darting away from a pulse laser blast, Wraith Slashed the legs off of one Mantoid in four quick swipes, then cut off its torso. Zipping in front of another with Agility, Pikachu blasted it with Thunderbolt. The electrical impulses caused it to sink down slightly- enough for Ash to slice its head off with Lithuen. Turning quickly, he then deflected a laser bolt onto the chest of another robot, shattering its armor and exposing its inner circuitry. Spinning his claws in tight circles, Wraith dove at its chest and gutted it like a fish, circuits flying. 

Mewtwo was also enjoying considerable success. All the Team Rocket Pokemon had fainted a while ago, and he was now cleaning up the remaining soldiers. A pocket of five was in front of him now. He cupped his hands and brought them within eight inches of each other. Within the space, a shining energy ball of frozen whitish-blue formed. From the ball suddenly blasted the three jagged microbeams of Ice Beam. The beam struck the Rocket Grunts, freezing them on contact; Mewtwo moved it around to ensure that all of them were on ice. 

Only two Rocket soldiers were left. Seeing themselves all alone, the pair turned tail and fled. Mewtwo held up his arms, causing the two to fly back towards him. Grabbing each one by the neck, he unceremoniously knocked their heads together. They crumpled to the ground, unconscious. 

Mewtwo turned, and prepared to assist Ash, Pikachu, and Wraith in fighting the Mantoids. Suddenly, he stopped dead in his tracks, a shudder running up his spine. Surely he hadn't just felt-? 

That shudder caused all aspects of his power to flicker- including Kandra's protective aura. It was only down for a second, and then incompletely, but it was enough. Noticing her immediately, Mewtrix turned and shot over to the three hostages, who at this point were almost untied; Kandra was just undoing Bill's last knots. 

Watching the ropes move, he reached down, and fell upon another hand. This he clenched tightly, and with a flash of his psychic power Kandra popped into visibility.   Eyes blazing, Mewtrix grabbed her by her wrist and lifted her off the ground. "Another one?! Rrrrrrr, I grow tired of you humans appearing from nowhere!!" 

Turning around, he was about to fling her over the balcony. However, he suddenly felt the same shudder that Mewtwo had- just as the Genetic Pokemon felt it for the second time. An instant later, the other Pokemon and the humans felt it as well. And finally, they heard it- it filled their minds, and seemed to echo through the very fabric of their souls: "Mew?" 


The tall chamber was, for a moment, quiet as a tomb. Even the Mantoids had halted. No one spoke. 

Then it came again: "Mew?" 

Mewtwo looked upwards, trying to pinpoint the location of the voice. Then, at the rim of the chamber, where it opened up into the sky, a flicker of white appeared, then darted back. A moment later, Mew's upside-down head popped in again. She blinked her baby blue eyes once, then twice. Finally, sliding on her back, she fell over the lip of the opening. Fully in control of her descent, she fell downwards head first in graceful spirals. 
They all watched her drift slowly down until she was some 10 feet above the walkway, where she halted. Turning herself rightside-up, Mew surveyed the scene below her. Her eyes came to rest on Giovanni, who stared up at her unblinking. Meeting his gaze, she floated directly in front of him, never once breaking eye contact. Less than a foot away, the two continued to stare unwaveringly at each other. 

"Mew!!", Mew suddenly exclaimed, startling the Rocket Don; he blinked and backed away, breaking eye contact. Giggling to herself, the New Species Pokemon wrapped her tail around the walkway's railing and cut off her flight. Hanging upside-down off the rail like a possum, she saw Ash and winked at him. She waved to Mewtwo, who was too captivated to respond. 

Mewtrix was the first one to shake himself out of Mew's spell. Dropping Kandra, he strode onto the walkway, his burning eyes visibly narrowed behind his visor. "This?", he breathed, stunned. "This..... is Mew?" 

Hearing him, Mew unwrapped her tail and flew out into the empty space above the floor. Instantly, a clear pink bubble appeared around her. She sat down on the bottom of the bubble, bouncing slightly on its rubbery surface as she looked out at the suspended platform. 

"This is Mew?", Mewtrix said again. He flew over to the bubble, circling it once before coming to a stop in front of the New Species Pokemon. "This is the most powerful creature in the natural world? This is the rarest of all Pokemon? This is the template from which Mewtwo and I were cloned?" He spoke almost in an accusing tone. Then, a smile curled on his lips. "How...... cute." 

"Appearances can be deceiving.", Mewtwo cautioned him from below. 

"Did I ask for your opinion?!", the Cyborg shot back. "Why must you be the one to defend this creature? Why does Mew not speak on its own behalf?" 

"Her own behalf.", Mewtwo corrected him. 

Mewtrix controlled his temper this time. "Very well, her own behalf.", he said, smiling again. He turned back to Mew. "Well, Mew? Have you nothing to say to me?" 
Pursing her mouth, Mew appeared to think for a moment. She then shook her head. 
Mewtrix was becoming annoyed. "Stuffed animal! To think I was cloned from you!! Why are you here Mew?! Are you threatened by me? Do you think you can stop me? Have you come to intimidate me?! You have failed. I have no reason to fear you, Mew." 

The New Species Pokemon just sat there, watching him. He arched an eyebrow. "Unless, of course, you feel compelled to prove me wrong. Appearances can be deceiving.", he said, with a glance at Mewtwo. "Yes..... yes. Since the day of my creation, I have been measured against both you and Mewtwo. He I already know to be a sympathetic fool, but you are something new. So, let us see!" 

Suddenly, Mewtrix flung a Shadow Ball from his arms too fast for any human to see. It popped the bubble, then went on and hit the instrument-layered wall, part of which erupted in a thunderous blast of energy. A thick black smoke trailed up the long shaft to the sky; there was no sign of Mew. 

And yet, he had not felt her die..... In a blur of pink, she was behind him, having teleported out of the way just in time. Whipping around, he threw another Shadow Ball at her, only to have her disappear once more. 

"Will you not fight me?!", he cried as he threw another of the Ghost-type attacks to where she had just appeared on the floor. Again, she evaded it, reappearing some ways above him. 

"Enough! I am through waiting! If you will not show me evidence of your power, than I will show you evidence of mine!!" 

His body lit up purple. A violet Psybeam erupted from his visor. Mew Teleported away; but Mewtrix did not stop the attack. When she reappeared below him, he swept the beam downward. This time, instead of Teleporting, she flew out of the way. The Psybeam followed her, tearing apart the walls as it went. 

"Mewtrix, stop!!", Giovanni yelled, but the Cyborg didn't hear him. Mew was near the top of the chamber now, and he had raised in altitude with her to improve his aim. He jerked the continuous attack hard to the right; Mew flew under it, arced back around to the middle of the room- 

Two things happened at once: Mewtrix stopped the Psybeam abruptly. At the same time, he brought his hands together and fired a Psycho. Mew never saw it coming.   The Ghost-type attack blew her into the stormy sky, through the dense clouds. 
The Cyborg kept up the attack for several seconds more. Powering down, he grinned wickedly, turning back down to the great chamber. "Pathetic.", he said to himself. 

Mewtrix never saw it coming. A streak of brilliant pink energy lanced from the clouds and smashed into his back. It drove him hard into the side of the chamber, then bounced away and curved back upwards. He fell out of the wall- but the energy shot down and punched him in the gut, driving him downwards and slamming him into the floor. 
Bouncing out of the crater he made, the pink energy curved in on itself and spiraled, compacting itself. To the surprise of all, it reshaped itself and became solid- and it was no less than Mew herself. She stood on the floor near the crater, a transparent pink field flickering on her eyes. There was a new emotion in them, something Ash had never seen before... anger. 

Mewtrix rose abruptly from the crater, body flickering as he used Recover. He was at full power, a spherical field of purple energy shining around him, his eyes gleaming hot white. "A cunning tactic, Mew, and a daring one. No matter! Nothing changes. I am still stronger than you!!" 

Then Mew spoke: "Do you really know how strong you are, Mewtrix?" 

All but Ash, Kandra, and Mewtwo were shocked. Mew could talk?! Unbelievable! 

Mewtrix was too full of wrath to be amazed. "Why should I not know how strong I am?" 

"Because, Mewtrix, how powerful any of us are is not merely a matter of the strength we were born with. Look at yourself, in all your might- do you think you were that powerful the moment you were created? What about your first moments of consciousness? Were you as strong then as you are now?" 

"I had the same amount of power-" 

"You had raw, unchanneled energy; it is not the same thing. Power comes with experience, with time. It comes from years of learning, relearning, and unlearning everything you know and think you know about yourself. To know what you are, know who you are- that is where power comes from. 

"You are, what, almost seven months old? You've barely begun to comprehend the vastness of your capabilites. Mewtwo is five years old, and is only now starting to delve deeper into the nature of himself and his psychic abilities.", Mew said, looking Mewtrix squarely in the eye. 

"What about you?", he said quietly. 

"Mewtrix, I am 500 million years old, and every day I still discover something new about myself. It is a never-ending journey." 

"Is that so?", Mewtrix sneered. "Well, for my part, I have not seen age and experience make that much of a difference. You mention Mewtwo's age advantage; yet he and I are almost evenly matched." 

"Oh really? Haven't you noticed how much smoother his attacks are? Or how varied and differentiated his uses of psychic power are? You still need to think about some of the things that have become second nature to Mewtwo. Your armor is the equalizer between you, streamlining your power use and easing your control. With it on, and at a similar level of experience and self-knowledge, it's possible you would be much stronger than Mewtwo. But the fact that he can fight you, wearing armor, without armor of his own is proof enough." 

"I do not have to listen to this!!", Mewtrix growled, shaking with rage. "My armor is of little concern here! I would rip Mewtwo apart with or without it on!!" 

"I'd be happy to test that claim.", Mewtwo said icily, his eyes beginning to glow. 

Mew held up her hand. "No Mewtwo! Not yet. This Super Pokemon wished for me to show him my power. That I will do, if only so he can learn." She met eyes with Mewtwo emphatically. "The war is yours, Mewtwo; but this battle is mine." 

Mewtrix laughed triumphantly. "Quite right!! So, there is more to you than your gentle looks would imply. Excellent!! Before I am done with you, I will show you my strength!!!" 

Mew rose off the ground. Her eyes burned pink. A sphere of pink energy shone brightly around her, and though he was far away, Ash could feel what seemed to be heat radiating intensely from her body. 

"And before I am done with you, you will be sorry you asked me to show mine." 


For a second, no one moved; it was as if time had stopped. But it was a long second for Mew, and for Mewtrix, as they eyed each other fiercely, a thousand thoughts and counter-thoughts crisscrossing their minds. 

Mew. 

*Mewtrix.* 

Old. 

*Young.* 

Organic. 

*Cyborg.* 

Original. 

*Clone.* 

Mother. 

*Son.* 


The tranquility was broken a half-second later as Mewtrix unleashed a purple Psybeam from his visor, too fast to see. At the same instant, Mew countered, putting her two index fingers together and firing a pink Psybeam where they connected. The two energy beams collided in a spherical eruption of blinding white. The two Super Pokemon fought each other for half a minute, pushing the flashing collision closer and farther from themselves in varying degrees. 

Suddenly, Mew broke off, and teleported away nanoseconds before Mewtrix's blast seared through the wall behind her previous location. Reappearing slightly to the left, her pink sphere dissolved and she melted away, transforming into a pink photon of living energy. Comprehending the shift in battle rhythm, Mewtrix copied her becoming a collected field of purple power. Immediately after their alteration, they shot high up into the sky at half the speed of light, leaving energy trails in their wake. 

All this action had taken place in the space of about ten seconds; with the exception of Mewtwo, and to a lesser extent Wraith, no one had been able to keep up with the blindingly fast combat. The whole room stared blankly, stupefied, trying to understand what had just happened. 

Kandra was the first to come back to the task at hand. Jumping back to her feet, she flung off the last of the cords that bound Bill to his pole. "Jump!!", she yelled, as she leapt over the platform's railing, Misty hot on her heels. Giovanni whipped around at the cry- just in time to see Brock topple into empty space. Seeing them, Mewtwo caught them with his psychic power, and floated them gently over to where he stood with Ash, Pikachu, and Wraith. 

"Ash!!", Misty cried, running up to him and embracing him tightly. "I thought you were dead!" 

"That's been a popular opinion.", Ash said, nodding slightly towards Kandra. 

Squeezing him extra hard, Misty pressed her cheek to his, letting a tear trickle from each eye. "I didn't think I'd ever see you again....." 

"Well.... here I am.", he said quietly, trailing off as he wrapped his arms around her.

Bill and Brock were now beside him. "Hey guys.", he said, finally noticing them as he broke away from Misty. "How are ya, Brock?" 

"Pretty good, all things considered.", he mused, grinning. "You?" 

"Pretty good.", Ash echoed. 

"Chu!", Pikachu put in happily, jumping up onto his master's shoulder. 

Giovanni had seen all of the reunion that he could stomach. Flipping a remote out of his pocket, he pressed the red button. Behind the rejoined friends two more doors slid open. Behind one was a contingent of 50 more Mantoids. The other one revealed ranks of Pokemon, all scowling blackly at Ash & Company. They were Giovanni's many personal Pokemon, hardened from years of doing his dirty work. 

"Doesn't he ever run out of these things?!", Ash lamented angrily. Breaking away from Misty, he drew Lithuen with a mighty ring, the sword's blade already glittering with the golden light of the Mark. 

"Apparently not.", Bill said, throwing back his vest to expose his Pokeballs. "Where'd you get that magnificent sword?" 

"It came with the Mark of Legends- package deal.", Ash replied with a laugh. "You ready for more action, Pikachu?" 

"Pika!!", the Electric-type cried, his cheeks sparking wildly as he jumped to the floor. Misty, Kandra, and Brock readied their Pokeballs; with his free hand, Ash did the same. 

"Looks like we'll need everyone here.", Kandra said grimly. "Mind if I start us off?" 

"Be my guest.", Ash said. 

"GO!! Miltank!! Pinsir!! Dugtrio!! Magnemite!! Teddiursa!!", she cried, flinging all her Pokeballs up into the air. 

"My turn!!", Misty yelled. I CHOOSE YOU!! Psyduck!! Poliwhirl!! Staryu!! Goldeen!! Vaporeon!!" 

"COME OUT!! Geodude!! Kabuto!! Pineco!! Crobat!!", Brock said next. 

Bill was next. "Let's rock!!! Vaporeon!! Flareon!! Jolteon!! Espeon!! Umbreon!! And you too, Avatar!!" 

"And I choose.... EVERYBODY!!!!", Ash said, finishing off. "Head 'em up, Pikachu!! Come out, Meganium!! Totodile!! Cyndaquil!! Noctowl!! Heracross!!" 

With their many cries, squeals, and roars, the Pokemon burst from their Pokeballs. There were 26 Pokemon, 27 including Wraith. They were still grossly outnumbered; even as this occurred to Brock and the others, Ash raised the Crystal Star high above his head. 

Kandra saw him out of the corner of her eye- which then widened in shock and fear. "Ash, NO!!", she cried. "Remember how hard it was to power up just EIGHT Pokemon!?!" But he wasn't listening anymore. He remembered what Mew had said to him: skilled Sentinels could control the energy's release from the blade, even sending out multiple blasts from the tip in different directions. Thus, as golden light from the Mark of Legends surged through the sword blade, he thought hard on it, trying to visualize the energy splitting up and firing out in many beams. 

The sword flashed for a moment in hesitation. Then, finally, from the tip of the blade a multitude of golden light beams shot out in a circle around Ash. Seeming to home in, each one found a target, and one by one the Pokemon began to feel the effects of the Mark of Legends. 

Magnemite became Magneton; Teddiursa became Ursaring. Psyduck evolved into Golduck, Poliwhirl into Politoed, Staryu into Starmie and Goldeen into Seaking. Geodude transformed first into Graveler, and then into Golem; Pineco became Forretress, and Kabuto evolved into Kabutops. Totodile and Cyndaquil shone as they turned into Croconaw and Quilava, respectively, and then into Feraligatr and Typhlosion. The Pokemon that did not evolve- including Pikachu- felt themselves becoming stronger, and their power and appearances changed. 

As the last creature was affected by the rays of the sword, Ash suddenly felt extremely dizzy. The room seemed to spin around him, and he dropped to his knees, supporting himself with Lithuen. Seeing him on the ground, the others clustered around him. "Ash?! Are you all right?!", Misty exclaimed worriedly. 

"Rrrr..... I'll be....... fine.....", he said, even as his vision swam. The pain in his head was unbelievable; he closed his eyes and gritted his teeth. His Mark felt like it was on fire, his muscles ached like he had been working for hours. 

"Is he going to be okay?", Brock said. 

Mewtwo knelt down. "I'll stay with him; you all have to attack." 

"But-" 

"No! There's no time- look!!", he cried, pointing past them. Turning around, they saw that the Mantoids and Giovanni's Pokemon, undaunted by the display of the Mark of Legends’s power, were charging headlong at their own shining creatures. 

Reluctantly, Bill nodded. "He's right. If we stand around, we're all going to be in trouble. Pikachu, will you and Ash's Pokemon be fine on your own?" 

"Pika!!" 

"Megaaa!!" 

"Ferrrrr..." 

"NoctOwl!!" 

"Phlosion!! Typh!!" 

"He-cross!!" 

"I'll take that as a yes; come on, guys!!", the Pokemon researcher cried. So, leaving Ash with Mewtwo, Kandra, Misty, and Brock followed Bill and the others into battle. 
************************************************************************

Meanwhile, the battle in the sky had heated up considerably, the two combatants having long since come out of their energy forms. Mewtrix flung two Shadow Balls at Mew in quick succession; she dodged one but took the other hard in the back. Breaking her own fall, she took the opportunity to spiral air around her rapidly. As the Cyborg rushed in for the kill, she suddenly unleashed a powerful Razor Wind, blowing him back high into the sky. Mew then threw a Shadow Ball of her own, hitting Mewtrix squarely on the chest. 

"You impress me, Mew.", he said somewhat weakly as he used Recover. "You are much stronger than I first thought." 

"As are you.", she replied, zooming down and streaking inches above the tall grass on the ground below. 

"Thank you for the compliment!", he said in a rush as he brought his hands close together. From the space between them, a powerful Flamethrower blasted forth. Mew swerved out of the way; however, the plain below her burst into flames. Using his psychic power, Mewtrix directed the grassfire as it traveled rapidly across the plain. Circling around Mew in a spiral, the flames closed in rapidly; she just barely escaped in time, and even then felt the fire singe her tail. 

"You are free to fight with all your strength- but I won't let you damage the island in the process!", she yelled out. Flying up, she spun and twirled elaborately in the air, and began to shimmer an aqua blue. Suddenly, from the dark clouds above came a clap of thunder, and shining blue rain poured forth. Mew was using Rain Dance, and the watery raindrops fell in sheets on the plain, extinguishing the wildfire. 

"I trust you know about Rain Dance's special side effects.", she chuckled. Spreading her arms apart, she emitted a mighty Thunder from her body. Any good trainer knows that Rain Dance makes Thunder almost 100% accurate, certain to hit its target. Such was the case here, and before Mewtrix could put up his Barrier he was struck hard by the powerful Electric-type attack. He fell from the sky crackling and landed on the wet ground with a THUD!  Mew flew over to him, where she hovered tensely. 

Suddenly Mewtrix's arm pushed out at her in a flash of purple energy. Caught off guard, Mew was thrown back by the Psychic, smashing through a tree and flying on. Leaping up, Mewtrix shot after her, extending his arms to fire two black Psychos. Now it was Mew's turn to sizzle as the Ghost-type bolts seared and burned her flesh. Curling up, she managed to focus her power enough to put up her Barrier, upon which the Psychos danced and sparked like a museum electricity exhibit. 

Raising a tiny hand, her eyes shone pink as she fired off a wide-radius Psywave. It traveled so fast that Mewtrix did not see it, and he writhed as the energy waves stretched and tore at his molecular structure. Finally free of the Psychos, Mew dropped to the ground as well, in perfect alignment with Mewtrix 100 feet away. Putting up their Barrier spheres, the two Super Pokemon struggled to a semi-upright position. Mew sat, Mewtrix knelt; both breathed haggardly as they used Recover, eyeing each other warily across the field. 
************************************************************************ 

Back in the great wind chamber, the fight between the good Pokemon, the bad Pokemon, and their Mantoid allies was fierce. Mewtwo tended to Ash carefully; his breath still came uneasily, his limbs still shook with weakness from his overuse of the Mark of Legends. On a sudden instinct, Mewtwo looked up. High above him, on the platform, Giovanni was conversing with several Team Rocket scientists. Bitter hatred burned in the Genetic Pokemon's eyes as he looked upon his creator. This has gone on long enough., he thought. I will end it here!! 

Putting a shield around Ash, Mewtwo flew straight up to the walkway, where he touched down, startling the humans. The scientists hesitated; with a wave of his hand, the Psychic-type scattered them like bowling pins. Leaving him standing there, with Giovanni. 
Alone. 

Narrowing his eyes, Mewtwo slowly approached the Rocket Don. "It is you, Giovanni. You created me; you created Mewtrix. You are the cause of all this pain, all this suffering. You are the cause of all my pain, as well. The pain I have borne all these years." 

"Do you want me to apologize?", the human said sharply. The Genetic Pokemon shook his head. 

"No; I would not accept it, even if it were sincere. You are the one who has made all of this chaos, all these nightmares, a reality. And now, you are going to pay." 

The Rocket Don mused for a few moments. "So... it has led to this, has it?  My first creation, my greatest enemy." 

"We both knew it would come down to this one day, Giovanni. Let's end it now; just you...... and me." With that, the Genetic Pokemon powered down his psychic field, and stood there, muscles tense, two feet from the subject of his longstanding hatred. 

"Sorry....... I prefer to let others do the fighting for me.", Giovanni said. Suddenly, he whipped his leg around in a swift roundhouse kick. Caught off guard, Mewtwo was hit in the chest; the force of the impact threw him off of the walkway. It knocked the wind out of him, as well; he caught himself just inches from the floor. 

Settling down on the empty area where he had landed, he looked up at the Rocket Don on the walkway below; he had what seemed to be yet another black remote control in his hand. "Coward!!!", Mewtwo screamed, almost sick with rage. 

"Perhaps.", Giovanni cried down. "Say, Mewtwo.... it has been a while, hasn't it? Tell me: do you know any....... Fighting-type attacks?" 

What kind of question was that? It seemed innocent enough; leastwise, it seemed like nothing the Boss could use against him. "No. No, I do not.", he answered truthfully. 

"Ah...... what a pity. Your loss.", he said. He punched a button on the remote in his hand. 

Behind Mewtwo, a small hatch blew open; the heavy tramping of many feet burst from it. He turned around slightly, to get a glimpse at this new devilry that approached him.   He needn't have; they circled so tightly around him that escape was now impossible. There were 30 of them- huge, hulking, strong, powerful...... sickly green. They looked at him with black senseless hatred, the kind that exists for no reason, and is merely directed at the nearest available target. 


Tyranitars. 


They snarled ferociously, their armored bodies glistening ever so slightly. Giovanni smiled wickedly. "Yes..... Tyranitars. I had them bred myself; they are some of the biggest, strongest Tyranitars in the Pokemon world- I've got that on record. Your awesome psychic powers are useless against them, and their Special Defense is high enough to insure that none of your elemental attacks will do much damage. Mewtrix knows Fighting-type moves, the one element type that does anything significant against them..... but you do not. 

"They are quick, they are powerful, they are efficient, they are ruthless..... and they will kill you at the snap of my finger.", Giovanni said. He chuckled evilly. "I think I will enjoy this. Goodbye, Mewtwo." 


SNAP!! 


The Scyther charged, a green blur broken by the dance of light on its razor sharp blades. It rushed forward into the battle- 

And was suddenly engulfed in golden flames. Totally ablaze, the Bug-type collapsed, a terrible Burn continuing to sap away its health. 

Halfway across the floor, the same shimmering fire was unwrapping itself from around Typhlosion's- formerly Cyndaquil's- jaws. Eyes alert, the powerful Fire-type searched for another target. Suddenly, a huge shadow loomed over him. Spinning up and around, he barely leapt out of the way as a Gyarados crashed its bulk downward. Rearing up like a cobra, the Atrocious Pokemon roared a challenge; Typhlosion barked savagely in response. However, even though he shone with the Mark of Legends's power, this was not a fight he was certain he could win. Gyarados had the advantage in both size and type; a Hydro Pump from it at this point would probably finish him off. 

The Water/Flying-type must have come to the same conclusion. Water rushed up its throat, and it reared back to give more power to its blast as Typhlosion prepared to dodge out of the way- 

With a whipping sound, two coils snaked through the air and wrapped themselves around Gyarados's throat. Cut off from its water supply, the strangling Pokemon gasped roughly. Looking up in surprise, Typhlosion then noticed that the coils were not ropes at all, but..... vines? Sure enough, as the Gyarados was lifted into the air, he saw Meganium a ways behind it, the Vine Whips around the creature's neck coming from the flower around hers. With a quick smile at Typhlosion, Meganium then began to send waves down her vines, shaking the Gyarados violently in the air. Finally, with a mighty heave, she threw it down on the ground hard, finishing it off. She leapt over it as she retracted her vines. 

<Thanks, Meganium.>, Typhlosion said, wiping his brow. <I owe you one.> 

<Don't mention it.>, she shrugged. <Now come on; Bill's surrounded, and so are Jolteon and Umbreon!> 

Indeed, five Mantoids encircled the Pokemon researcher and his two Eeveelutions, their weapons out. However, he had the situation well in hand. "Jolteon, Pin Missile!", he cried. 

At that, the Lightning Pokemon fired hundreds of spikes into the air. They only just penetrated the armor of some of the robots; but it was enough for what Bill had in mind. "Now, Thunderbolt!!", he yelled. Jolteon launched the bolts of electricity in rapid succession- and to the surprise of Meganium and Typhlosion, the Mantoids with the Pin Missals in them were shocked very dramatically, their entire bodies lighting up in a sparking yellow. Smoke billowing from their torsos, three of the Mantoids fell to the ground. By penetrating their metal skin, the Pin Missiles had acted like many tiny lightning rods, allowing Jolteon's attack to go through the tough armor and fry the delicate circuitry beneath. 

The remaining two Mantoids immediately opened fire with both their gattling guns and their pulse lasers. Grabbing Jolteon's leg, Bill and his Pokemon leapt away with an Agility, and he cried back, "You know how to handle robots, Umbreon!" 

The shiny Dark-type narrowed her red eyes at her opponents. Suddenly, her sparkling blue rings started to glow, and her body became transparent, almost invisible; she was using Faint Attack. Umbreon leapt forward, her transparent body passing through the bullets and laser fire like a ghost. She leapt at one of the Mantoids- and through it! At her entry and exit points, there was a blue spark, and the Mantoid suddenly shut down completely, falling to the side. Though Umbreon could pass through most matter easily while using Faint Attack, she could not go through circuits without shorting them out. She passed through the second Mantoid, and it was incapacitated in similar fashion. 


Across the floor, Ash was finally beginning to reorient himself. Shaking his head, he rose shakily to his knees and looked out. A battle of epic proportions greeted him. In the air above, Crobat and Noctowl fought with Fearows, Pidgeots, Ledians, and almost every other Flying-type imaginable, Kandra's Magneton pitching in. Above that, a vicious dogfight was taking place between Bill's Skarmory, Avatar, and Giovanni's savage Aerodactyl; both suddenly slammed each other, a CLANG!! ensuing as rocky flesh met armored metal. 

Below, things were no less hectic. Directing Golem and Forretress, Brock was assaulting a group of 30 Pokemon, their ranks also shrinking from quick strikes by Kabutops. 

Giovanni had a disproportionate amount of Rock-types; Misty dealt with those: "Starmie, Surf!! Golduck, Ice Beam!! Seaking, use Waterfall, and keep lashing out with Horn Drill!! Vaporeon, you're taking too much damage- bump up your Defense with Acid Armor! Politoed, confuse them with Swagger, then go for the kill with Body Slam!" 

Not too far away, Kandra had, along with her own creatures, taken charge of Ash's Feraligatr- previously Totodile- and Heracross. The golden light had turned Heracross's Megahorn into a railgun-like projectile weapon, and the Bug-type made good use of this as he blasted Mantoids, occasionally ripping into them personally with his mighty horn. Smashing the ground, Feraligatr sent up a furious Rock Slide, destroying a group of five robots. Kandra's Ursaring, meanwhile, tore apart Mantoid after Mantoid quite savagely, sometimes Slashing, sometimes Biting, sometimes Hyper Beaming. Pinsir took out whole ranks of Pokemon with his stunningly-accurate Guillotine. Miltank played the double role of warrior and nurse, both fighting hard with her Body Slam and Rollout, and administering her Milk Drink to the wounded. 

Suddenly, a Mantoid broke through the embattled ranks and was over Kandra. She felt the danger in her mind seconds before; however, on impulse she had mistakenly moved into the onslaught. "AAAA!!!", she yelled in pain as the robot sliced through her jacket and the back of her shirt. The robot was about to finish her off when Ursaring ripped off its upper torso. Terrified, Miltank and Pinsir ran to their trainer; however, struggling to a standing position, Kandra flashed them a thumbs-up. 

Feeling much stronger, Ash was about to go and help her, when he realized something- he hadn't seen Pikachu yet! And what about the Scizor, Wraith? Where were they?! 

As if to answer him, there came a mighty "CHUUUUU!!!" off to the right. Turning, Ash was astonished to see his close friend and Wraith facing down almost half of the remaining Mantoids- and going through their ranks like hot knives through butter. Wraith fought like a demon, his whole body one deadly blur. Using Agility, Pikachu ricocheted off targets like a bullet, delivering a Thunderbolt with each impact. Ash considered going to their aid, but thought better of it- Pikachu, he saw with a smile, had the situation well in hand. 

So what was there to do? Everyone he saw was occupied, and though the battle was fierce, his side seemed to, just barely, have the upper hand. But what about him? He should deal with- 

-Giovanni!! Ash's eyes narrowed in anger as the realization dawned on him. Giovanni would try to sneak away in the commotion, that was for sure!! Well, not if he could help it!!! 

Noticing Meganium and Typhlosion together, just getting out of a fight, he ran to them. "Meganium!!", he cried to the Grass-type. "I need to get up to the walkway!! Can you lift me?" 

"Megaaaaaanium!!!", she cried happily, extending her Vine Whips. Wrapping around Ash, they raised him skyward quite swiftly; before he knew it, he dangled inches above the walkway. Meganium released her vines, and he stood firmly on the metal- just as Giovanni, from the platform, set foot onto it with a brisk pace. 

He was headed for the wind chamber's large exit, looking back over his shoulder the whole while. Suddenly, he heard a metallic (yet strangely harmonious) riiinnng!! directly in front of him. He whipped his head around- and just barely avoided skewering his neck on Lithuen. Ash held the tip against the Rocket Don's throat. "Surprise.", he said quietly. 

"Indeed.", Giovanni said, gazing down at the crystal-bladed sword, trying not to let his quickened heartbeat or fast breathing become obvious to Ash. "So..... young Ash...... it appears you have got me. Now, why don't you put that thing away....." 

"It is mine.", Ash said solemnly, an air of command in his voice. "I was given it. I fought for it. It trusts me. I trust it. You should trust it, too- it will not kill you unless I want it to." 

"Are you such a skilled warrior, then?" 

"I am a Sentinel, commissioned by the powers of the universe to defend all life from the blackness- even you." 

"That is an awfully big job for such a young boy.", Giovanni said. Despite how ludicrous it all was, he somehow believed every word Ash said. 

"Yes.", Ash acknowledged. His voice wavered, but only for a moment. "But it is my destiny." At the words, the Mark of Legends began to shine on his back, not gold, not silver, but white- pure, brilliant white. And not just his back, or arm, but his whole body was lit from within by the same shining white fire; even his deep black eyes glistened white in their center. Lithuen, in turn, sparkled as white as the sun. 

"I see......", Giovanni said, saying something, anything, to buy himself time to figure a way out of this peril. Then, to his surprise, he saw the steel leave Ash's gaze, replaced by..... compassion? What?! 

Sure enough, there was a sudden sadness in the young trainer's eyes as he looked on the man he even now wanted to hate. "Giovanni..... I know. I know about you. And Bill. And my mom. And my dad." 

WHAT?!, the Rocket Don screamed in his head. Despite his best efforts, he could not help showing a little emotion; nevertheless, he remained mostly cool and collected, with only the faintest hint of surprise. "I..... see. And how, praytell, did you come to learn of my connection to your father?", he said slowly. 

"I told him!", Bill's voice came from above. Looking up, Ash and Giovanni saw the Pokemon researcher fly towards them on Avatar; with the help of his trainer, the Skarmory had finally beaten Aerodactyl. Bill leapt off the Steel-type as it flew by, landing behind Giovanni on the walkway. 

"You?!", he said. 

"Yes. Ash deserved to know the truth, Giovanni. About me. About you. About all of us." 

Now it was Ash's turn to speak again.  All his raw emotion was gone now, and as Giovanni stood in awe, the young trainer spoke with a wisdom beyond his years.  "And I know the truth, Giovanni. I know how you and my dad were such great friends. I know how he died that one night. I know about your anger towards the world, specifically law enforcement, and how that fueled your desire to become powerful. To be certain, there is a power in might, in ruthlessness, in destruction. 

"But there is also a power in creation, and in mercy- and in compassion. My dad wouldn't have wanted you to come to this, Giovanni. You don't have to be this way. Let's end this- all of this," he said, waving his arm at the battle below, "before it's too late! 
“Giovanni..... please.", Ash said, literally pleading now. "Do it for everyone you've ever cared about. Do it for me.... and my mother..... and my father."  For a brief, tantalizing instant, that ever-present harshness left the Rocket Don's eyes. 

But only for an instant. "Who...... are you...... to tell me what to do with my life?! You think I didn't know your father, Ash?! He was my best friend!! You may be his son, but you never knew him, not as I did! And you think you can tell me what he would want of me?!" 

"You may know him, but he wouldn't know you; not now.", Bill said harshly. "Look at you, a slave to the corruption you always despised!! You're not the Giovanni I used to know!! Maybe he's buried somewhere in there, but he's far down enough that I don't see him- and, if he were here, neither would Rob. You're not Rob's best friend, and you don't run Team Rocket for him despite what you have made yourself believe!! You can't even use anger over his death as an excuse anymore, Giovanni; now you're just.... evil." 

Giovanni's rage burned like fire in his eyes.  “Evil?  EVIL?!  It’s the WORLD that’s evil, not me!!  My sins are nothing compared to theirs- sins of greed, apathy, corruption, and ignorance!  Rob was not of their ilk- so they destroyed him!!  But they cannot destroy me, because I AM THEM!!  I joined the ranks of villains and now tower over them!!  And they will suffer- THEY WILL SUFFER!!!  THEY WILL SUFFER FOR THEIR CRIMES!!!  SUFFER, FOR WHAT THEY DID TO HIM!!!”

“SHUT UP!!”, Bill snarled, his face coloring in fury.  “You have sullied my brother’s memory for the last time!!!  HOW DARE YOU USE ROBERT TO JUSTIFY YOUR VILLAINY!!!  You fiend!!!  YOU FIEND!!!”


“And how dare YOU!!  You don’t even care anymore you heartless worm!!!  HE WAS YOUR OWN BROTHER AND YOU DON’T CARE!!!  You’re no flesh and blood to him, you never were!!!  I was ALWAYS more like his brother!!!”


Bill lowered his head and narrowed his eyes.  “No,” he spat icily, “you’re more like your father.”


New rage erupted on Giovanni’s face.  Utterly furious, he twisted the head of his black cane until Ash heard a click and the scraping of metal.  Looking up, he jumped as he saw a long, straight blade in Giovanni’s hands, which he held by the head of his cane; the black exterior lay on the ground beside him.  The Rocket Don raised it swiftly, and Ash’s hand shot to Lithuen at his side.


Before Ash could draw his sword, however, Giovanni hesitated.  Surprisingly, he stepped back, and picked up the concealed sheath of his sword cane.  “No,” he said, sheathing the long blade once more.  “There’s no need for that.”  He locked the cane with a click and threw it over his shoulder; in the same motion he unbuttoned his pinstripe jacket.  “We will settle this the old-fashioned way: a Pokemon battle between friends.”


Bill raised an eyebrow.  “So be it.”


With that, both men flung away their jackets, revealing a full compliment of six Pokeballs. Their faces were pictures of rage. With his sword still in hand, Ash was ready to join the developing fight, but Bill held up his hand. "NO, Ash!! This is a fight between the two of us!!! STAY BACK!!!" 

Nodding, and somewhat frightened by Bill's rage, Ash backed away. Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye, he saw the movement of many large, green figures on the floor below. Something about the image worried him, so he looked down. 

His eyes widened, and fear overtook him. To his horror, he saw Mewtwo, bruised and bloodied, being savagely assaulted by a horde of Tyranitars..... 


"RGRRRAAAGGGGHHHHH!!!", Mewtwo grunted in pain as a Tyranitar snapped its jaws shut around his left shoulder. The black glint around its teeth meant the Armor Pokemon was using Crunch, the strongest of Dark-type attacks. Mewtwo writhed as a pain like nothing he had ever felt tore through his veins like acid. His eyes actually teared, so great was the agony. Like a vampire's fangs, the Dark energy of Crunch was draining his life force- ripping it from his body. The Tyranitar's teeth were like iron spikes driven into him, and the power of Crunch was thousands of silver needles piercing and penetrating his skin. 

Finally, the monstrous creature broke off its attack and fell back into the ring around Mewtwo with its brethren. Falling to the ground, the Genetic Pokemon gingerly felt his shoulder. The skin around the bite mark was still numb. In addition, the Tyranitar had bit down much harder than it had needed to inflict damage, and had actually broken Mewtwo's skin; blood trickled down his back. 

Applying his recovery powers to the wound, he struggled to his feet. Another Tyranitar moved forward, clublike arms ready. Prereacting, Mewtwo put up a Barrier wall just as the big Pokemon swung. Its fist caused the shield to crackle and flicker. Smiling for a moment, the creature delivered another blow that shattered the Barrier into nothingness and went on, hitting Mewtwo on his bitten shoulder. He flinched hard in the pain, and suddenly doubled over on his knees as the Tyranitar almost lazily kicked him in the gut. As he bent over, the terrible Rock-type slammed both its powerful fists down on his back. Gasping, Mewtwo fell to the ground, and winced in pain as the Armor Pokemon nudged its foot hard against his head. 

They're playing with me., Mewtwo thought; and he was right. His psychic powers were completely ineffective against the Dark-type Pokemon. Furthermore, all of his other attacks were either not very strong against the combination of Rock and Dark-types, or rendered useless by the beasts' high Defense and Special Defense. The only thing that would have helped him here was a Fighting-type attack, and he knew none. There was nothing he could do to seriously harm the Tyranitars- and they knew it. 

And now he was losing strength, each blow weakening him more and more. The creatures' Crunch attacks more than he could bare, and his Barrier was no longer adequate to deflect the attacks. He felt himself growing faint, darkness starting to creep into his vision..... and if he fainted, he was certain the Tyranitars would kill him. 

This time, two of the terrible Pokemon strode forward. As their hulking bodies loomed over him, Mewtwo finally admitted to himself that he was beaten; he could not win this fight. So, before the first punishing blow reached him, he cried out across the psychic field: Help! 
************************************************************************

With a frigid howl, the thousands of ice crystals that made up Blizzard swept down on Mew. They popped her bubble- but she put up her energy sphere at the last moment, and the oncoming ice coated the psychic shield. Undaunted, Mewtrix increased the force of the Ice-type attack. They had been fighting like this for over half an hour. Surely, by now, the New Species Pokemon had weakened some. It was only a matter of wearing her down. 

Soon, Mew's whole shield was one big sphere of ice, so thick that Mew could no longer be seen inside. The energy globe didn't move; it just hung there, stationary in the air. Mewtrix stopped his attack abruptly. By now, he should at least have seen the sphere twitch a little. What was going on? 

Unnerved, the Cyborg threw a blast of psychic energy against the Barrier sphere, causing the ice on it to shatter. Finally visible again, Mew floated in the center, drawing balls of white energy into her mouth- 

Mewtrix barely had time to be surprised before she launched a blazing orange Hyper Beam from her mouth. The mighty attack traveled very fast, and Mewtrix put up his shield at the last second. He struggled to keep the Barrier intact against the colossal strain of the raw energy blast; the white kinetic bolts that ran along the beam sparked and danced on the Barrier's surface. Suddenly, the shield could take no more. It shattered and disintegrated, and the Hyper Beam hit the Cyborg squarely in the chest. Thrown back by the power, Mewtrix was thankful his armor could withstand the strain. The beam's energy damaged him severely, but he had the sense of mind to Teleport away, freeing himself of the Normal-type attack and the painful crash it would have lead to. Reappearing high up in the air, he used Recover, and called down to his opponent: "You are not unskilled, Mew; clearly I misjudged you when we first met. Why not join up with me, with Team Rocket? With your power, the world could be ours!" 

Mew narrowed her eyes as she looked up at him. "Never. My strength is used for the good of the planet and its inhabitants, never for personal benefit. Why don't you join me? You don't have to be Giovanni's tool! You could be your own master, free to pick your own path in life!" 

The Cyborg was again stung by her referral to him as 'tool', but he hid his anger. "I should have known you'd decline- fool. Either you know something I don't, or you wasted a lot of time over your half-billion year lifespan. I'm betting on the latter. Regardless, I waste my time here!!", he cried, and thrust his arm forward; a purple aura surrounded his body, and his eyes shone bright violet. Mew's shield dissipated, and for a moment she too was enveloped in a purple haze. But before the Psychic attack could be implemented, she broke out and away. Her eyes glowed pink, and a pink aura exactly like Mewtrix's purple one surrounded her. She thrust her arm forward, fingers spread. Like her before, Mewtrix was momentarily surrounded in the same pink as her psychic powers churned. Also like her before, he wrestled free before the attack was launched. Mewtrix thrust his arm forward and again focused his power; Mew redoubled her efforts. 

Time seemed to slow down as each Super Pokemon battled for a hit on the other. Neither one seemed to have an advantage- they were too perfectly balanced. 

Help! 

From years of experience, Mew was able to maintain her focus even as she registered surprise and horror at the psychic cry. *Mewtwo!*, she thought worriedly. 
A quick search let her see all she needed. How could she have been so careless?! Mewtwo had no defense against the Tyranitars that assaulted him now. They would kill him for certain! *Stop it!*, she told herself. *Mewtwo is not an infant, and I cannot keep track of all his vulnerabilities. But he is in grave danger; he would not cry for help otherwise. I must hurry!* 

"I do not have time for this!!", she cried aloud in frustration. Suddenly, her power surged forward; Mewtrix was completely overwhelmed. Pink surrounded him, and with all her power, Mew threw him- hard.

Feeling like he had been launched from a catapult, Mewtrix was thrown all the way across the island. Mew watched him go for a moment, then turned around and quickly flew away. 
************************************************************************ 

"Jolteon, Agility!!" 

"Galya, Psych Up!! Match Jolteon's stat increases move for move!! Pyrus, Thunderpunch!!" 

"Dodge it, Vaporeon, and then Surf!! Flareon, use Flamethrower!!" 

"Ariados, web out of the way, then snare Flareon with your Spider Web!!" 

The battle between Bill and Giovanni, now down on the floor, had escalated to a raging inferno. Their respective lineups were powerful, diverse, and matching each other move for move. Bill had Flareon, Jolteon, Vaporeon, Espeon, Umbreon, and his Skarmory, Avatar. Giovanni had Persian, Ariados, Galya the Espeon, Pyrus the Typhlosion, Rhydon, and Gyarados. From the sidelines, Ash watched in amazement as the two Pokemon Masters vented their hatred for each other. The fury seemed mutual amongst their teams, as their Pokemon were attacking with previously unseen ferocity. 

Avatar viciously Steel Wing-ed Rhydon. Gyarados blew Bubblebeams at Flareon, disorienting her, and then tried to crush her with his bulk. Ariados used his blindingly fast web-zip abilities to stay one step ahead of Jolteon and her Thunderbolts. Vaporeon was murder for Pyrus with her Surf attacks, but his Thunderpunches caused her a great deal of pain as well. For all his speed, Persian just could not catch the Faint-Attacking Umbreon, even when she used Curse- which only added to the power of the Shiny Dark-type's Return move. And in a scene reminiscent of Mew and Mewtrix earlier, the two Espeons fought with dueling Psybeams. 

The young Pokemon trainer watched from along the wall; however, all the while, he was moving slowly closer to the embattled Mewtwo, careful not to alert the circle of Tyranitars to his presence. Having dealt with many of the Mantoids, Pikachu clung quietly to his master's shoulder. But even with the power of the Mark and Lithuen, and Pikachu along to help, he had no idea how he would defeat so many Dark-type behemoths. 
But he had to try; every time he caught a glimpse inside the ring, Mewtwo was more and more beaten down. Now, at the closest he'd ever been, Ash and Pikachu looked in and saw Mewtwo lying on the ground; he wasn't moving. Terror gripped them; was he dead? No, fortunately, for he stirred a little, but he was badly wounded, on the verge of fainting, and even then a Tyranitar kicked him hard in the ribs. Electric-type Pokemon and trainer looked at each other dubiously; it was now or never. Mewtwo would not remain conscious through another assault, and once he was knocked out, the end would be swift and brutal. Ash gripped Lithuen by the hilt- 

Suddenly from the sky a pink streak shot down to Mewtwo, scattering the Tyranitars in surprise. Looking in, Pikachu saw Mew, hovering over Mewtwo, her shield protecting him. Once their temporary safety was assured, she floated down to the Genetic Pokemon and stood by him. 

Anticipating the blows, Mewtwo was surprised that they did not come. Opening his eyes, he saw a small pink figure standing before him.... "Mew?", he said weakly. 

She nodded. "Yes, Mewtwo. I am here now." 

"Thank you.", he said, not knowing what else to say. He tried to get up, but she stopped him. 

"Stay where you are.", she said. "You need to focus your remaining energy, or else you won't be able to use Recover." 

"But..... what about..... the Tyranitars?", he managed to whisper out. 

"I will deal with them.", she said, angry now. Glowing pink, she floated out of the shield around Mewtwo, and spun around to face each Tyranitar one by one. "Dark-type Pokemon, Rock-type Pokemon, hear me and heed my words!! I am Mew; you should know that name. I do not ask for your worship or your scorn, though doubtless you give me some form of each anyway. My friend is badly injured, and needs a chance to recover his strength. I will not point fingers at his aggressors. But I do ask that you part your ring and let us by. Do so now, if you value your own skins!! I do not play games." 

The Tyranitars stood silently, regarding her for a moment. Then, one came forward slightly. <You do not frighten us, Mew. We are Tyranitar, the mighty Tyranitar Guard of our master, the Lord Rocket! We do not obey the great Psychic Super Pokemon. We laugh at you!>, and as the speaker finished, the Armor Pokemon suddenly broke into a chorus of throaty chuckling. 

"Then seal your own fates!!", Mew said. She closed her eyes, drew her arms inwards, and let her tail and feet hang limp; she seemed to be meditating. One of the Tyranitars, the one who had spoken, suddenly lunged forward. 

Faster than sight, Mew shot her right hand up. She put her index and middle fingers together and pointed them at the charging beast. 


There was a blasting noise. Suddenly, from her two fingers came a slim, focused beam of opaque, shimmering pink, sandwiched between two shafts of pure white light. The strange attack impacted the Tyranitar in the midsection. With a bellow of pain, he was blown backwards, landing with a crash some dozen feet away. The beast gurgled, struggled to get up, and....... fainted?! 

Ash and Pikachu were astounded. Even Bill and Giovanni took notice. Mew merely floated, meditating once again as if nothing had happened. Mewtwo looked up at her in amazement. "What..... was that?" 

"A little attack I know, which, from what I can tell, is unique to me. It's called Pink Ray. I made up the name myself.", she said, and giggled. "It's a Psychic attack." 

Mewtwo's amazement grew even more. "A Psychic attack?! But then..... how....." 

"Ah, you noticed.", and she giggled again. "Well, you see, Pink Ray works a little differently than most Psychic-type attacks. Unlike the other attacks in our type, Pink Ray can hit Dark-type Pokemon. In fact, not only can it hit them, but it's super effective against them! Neat, huh?", she finished. With a final giggle, she raised up again. Facing the Tyranitars, she put her index and middle fingers together in her left hand as well. Then, both hands in 'firing position', she pointed them in front of her like a pair of make-believe pistols and looked at the Dark-type Pokemon around her. 

"Now," she said, "who wants some?" 

Two Tyranitars leapt at her- and were deftly silenced with one blast each. Four attacked next, but Mew was an incredibly quick shot; four Pink Rays and they were down for the count. Taking out another five with a spread shot, she looked for an opening in the depleted ranks of Pokemon to get Mewtwo out. Noticing Ash near the wall, she lifted Mewtwo a few inches off the ground with her power, and slid him out to the young Pokemon trainer. 

Ash and Pikachu helped prop Mewtwo against the wall. "Are you okay?", Ash said to him. 

"Ugggh.... so tired.... I don't know...", he mumbled out. 

"Mewtwo, relax! Try not to strain, not right now!" 

<Mewtwo, please calm down!>, Pikachu said in his own tongue. <You have to focus your psychic powers so you can use Recover and heal yourself!> 

Reluctantly, he nodded. "Yes..... you are right. I must..... focus......" 

With that, he closed his eyes, relaxing his muscles. Pikachu and Ash stood back anxiously, waiting for something to happen. Finally, the Super Pokemon's body began to flicker with light, like sunlight dancing on the surface of a pond. Mewtwo's Recover was working. 

The buzzing of electronic motors caused the two friends to spin around, just in time to see Wraith slice apart a Mantoid. There were still four more, four robots hunting for targets that had happened to find some. 

Wraith saw the three of them there. <Pikachu!>, he called. <Forgive me! I did not mean to lead them to you! I was fighting them and found myself moving in this direction!> 

<That's fine, Wraith!>, the Mouse Pokemon called out. <We'll give you a hand!> 
Ash drew his sword. Rushing under a laser blast, he sliced the back two legs of the robot off, causing it to fall forward. Flipping Lithuen downwards, he then drove it like a spike through the Mantoid's upper torso, ending its operation. 

Pikachu fired a Thunder Wave, cutting his Mantoid's mobility in half. Darting away from the now jerky claw swipes, he leapt up with Agility to the top of the robot's head. Pressing his cheeks against the metal surface, the Electric-type loosed a powerful Thunder attack straight through the vital circuitry. The Mantoid belched smoke and collapsed. 

Wraith's Mantoid attacked him with both pulse lasers and gattling guns, both of which he flew away from very quickly. Coming behind it, the Scizor closed his claws, crossed his arms, and, like the scissors he took his species name from, 'snipped' his arms in a wide arc. The Mantoid fell into three large, sparking chunks. 

There was still one Mantoid left. But just as they turned to face it, a blue field surrounded it, and it was lifted off the ground. Taken by surprise, they turned back to Mewtwo. Still sitting against the wall, the Genetic Pokemon's arm was extended out, fingers close together, eyes and body burning blue. He moved his fingers ever tighter, and the Mantoid squirmed even more. Finally, he balled his fingers together in a fist, and the robot was ripped apart in blue burst of psychic fire. 

Ash ran to him. "Mewtwo! You're okay!", he said. 

The Psychic-type nodded. "Yes, I am fine. Still healing, but getting better by the second. If you would.", he said, extending an arm; Ash took it, and helped him to his feet. 
They looked over at Mew again. With a final Pink Ray, she defeated the last of the Tyranitars. Seeing Mewtwo, she floated over. "You're better. Thank heavens! I was worried I wouldn't make it in time." 

"You always seem to be right on time to me.", Mewtwo said, smiling. "Again, Mew, thank you. Without you, I'd probably be dead right now." 


Suddenly, a loud cry filled their minds: MEW!!! 

The whole room looked up as Mewtrix blasted down from the sky in a streak of purple. Touching down in the center of the great chamber, he pointed at Mew. 
"You.....", he trailed off icily. "You cannot just blow me off, Mew!! I have returned!!" 

"I apologize.", she said. "Other matters warranted my attention." 

"I don't care!!", the Cyborg bit out. "I am here to finish our battle!!" 

"It is finished. You have proven your point: you are quite powerful. In that sense, one might say that you won." 

"Don't give me that!!! You know I'm powerful but you still do not respect me!! I can feel it in you!! In time all will respect me!! No, fear me!! I am Mewtrix!!” 

"Perhaps, someday, that will come to pass. I cannot tell, for your future swirls so dizzyingly that I can make nothing out. But it matters little now." 

"We are not done here-" 

Mew was stern this time. "Yes, we are. I will not fight you, Mewtrix." 


"But I will." 


Ash, Pikachu, Wraith, and Mew turned around. Bill and Giovanni trained their eyes. Brock, Misty, and Kandra even heard it across the floor. Everyone followed the sound to Mewtwo, recovered and at full strength, standing solidly in front of the fallen Tyranitar. Moments earlier, his eyes had been warm and friendly. Now, however, they were cold, harsh, and fierce, as they sized up the Cyborg Pokemon. To Ash, they belonged to the Mewtwo of New Island- the bitter, angry, deadly Mewtwo. The Pokemon in their way quietly, quickly moved aside, leaving a long empty space between the two Super Pokemon. 

"Mewtwo.....", Mewtrix said quietly. But his voice seemed to echo across the room. 

"Yes.", the Genetic Pokemon answered. "I am here, Mewtrix, and quite alive, despite Giovanni's best efforts." 

"Actually, I'm rather glad my master didn't kill you. It would have left me upset." 

"I can imagine. But I am not here to converse with you, Mewtrix. I am here to finish this. All of this." 

"Are you, now? Well, there is Giovanni.", Mewtrix said, waving lazily over at the Rocket Don. "Your grudge is with him, is it not?" 

"It is- at least in part. But now is not the time for that. It is time for me to deal with you. Once and for all." 

Mewtrix narrowed his glowing eyes. "Really? What happened to your pacifism, your compassion, your reserve?" 

“I put it all aside when I think of you, Mewtrix, and malice enters my heart the likes of which I have not felt in many years.  I hate you, Cyborg- is that not obvious?  I haven’t hated anything new in a long time.  I forgot how.... enticing it can be.”


Mewtrix stood up a little straighter- he seemed genuinely surprised.  “Enticing?  That’s new!  Perhaps I’ve misjudged you, Mewtwo.  Perhaps the display of kindness you’ve put on all the time you’ve been here was just that- a display.”


Mewtwo took a step forward.  “Perhaps I don’t care much for these worthless humans after all.”  His voice was changing as he spoke, universal contempt saturating every word.  “Perhaps the only reason I’m here is to kill you.”


“I’m afraid you won’t find me easy prey, Genetic Pokemon.”


Suddenly, Mewtwo cackled, and soon burst into loud, unsettling laughter.  Ash found himself growing frightened; Mew cast a wary glance in the Genetic Pokemon’s direction, but otherwise remained impassive.  Mewtwo laughed on.  “HAHAHAHAHAHAA!!!  Easy prey- indeed!!  HAHAHA!!”

The good humor was draining from Mewtrix, his anger growing in turn. "Are you implying", he ground out, "that I am inferior to you?" 

Mewtwo was frigid: "I do not take innocent lives deliberately. I have repented for my crimes. You have not. So, yes, that would make me superior to you." 

Mewtrix's whole body flashed white like a strobe; his anger was radiating into the psychic field, where it heated the air around it. "You may harbor convoluted views of your own idealistic importance, but I care little for them!!! You have yet to prove your dominance over me in terms of sheer power!!!" 

Mewtwo's voice was strong and rich, almost a growl.  There was a strange light in his eyes. "You young, armored impudent!!!! The idea that you could be stronger than me!! I AM MEWTWO!!! If not the strongest born, than the strongest created, and certainly a match for YOU!!!" 

With a savage roar, Mewtrix's power coursed forth. A crackling purple sphere enveloped him- but within the sphere, a separate aura, white in its hotness, surrounded his body. His eyes blazed pure white, and so brightly that his visor shone like the sun. "You will not frighten me with your words, Mewtwo, but your actions. No more can be said here; all that is left is for us to fight." 

Mewtwo powered up to his highest level as well; a blue sphere formed around him, so powerful that it surged, and lightning crackled on it like a storm cloud. He was surrounded in a sun-white aura, and his eyes glowed of the same dazzling light. "Yes..... fight.”

"As we are destined to do." 

"As we should have done all along." 


The voices of the Super Pokemon seemed to shake the earth itself: 


"ENOUGH OF THIS!!! As I said once before, Mewtwo, TALK IS CHEAP!!! CARNAGE IS THE ONLY LANGUAGE WORTH SPEAKING NOW!!!!" 


"SO BE IT!!!! LET IT BE WAR, AND MAY THE STRONGER POKEMON BE LEFT STANDING!!!!!!" 


Not for the first time that night, the great wind chamber fell silent. The only noise was the crackling of power on Mewtwo and Mewtrix's psychic spheres. The two Super Pokemon stared at each other, unmoving, unspeaking. It was as if they were still talking, yelling back and forth at each other with their eyes. 
Suddenly- 

TSSSEAAAAAA!!!!!  Mewtwo fired a Psychic blast at impossible speed. Mewtrix did the same, almost at the same instant. The waves of power collided with each other, bending space and time in 3-dimensional ripples that dizzied all they passed through. As the impact waves died down, the two Pokemon still floated there, stationary a few feet above the ground, each one waiting for the other to make the first move. 

Again, Mewtwo was the aggressor. Collapsing his power field, he crossed the floor in a blur of white. Reaching Mewtrix, he leapt up and collected psychic energy in his fist, coming back down to backhand the Cyborg forcefully, leaving a blue impact ring and knocking him up and into the instrument-laden wall. The impact did not faze Mewtrix, however, and he leapt from the hole he had made and flew downwards, so fast that Mewtwo lost him for half a second- all that Mewtrix needed. Flipping around, he spun in the air and delivered a devastating double-corkscrew kick to Mewtwo's chest; he flew backwards with no wind in his lungs, bouncing off the floor and up into the wall. Mewtrix leapt up for another blow, but Mewtwo put up a concave Barrier in the Cyborg's path; ricocheting off it, he then bounced off the walkway above, which shuddered violently, so strong had his initial leap been. 

Catching himself in the air, Mewtrix instantly flung a volley of Shadow Balls that seemed to appear in his hands without being formed. Using Agility, Mewtwo dodged them with the precision and grace of a falcon, when they abruptly stopped. He looked around for Mewtrix- and found him as the Cyborg tackled him hard from above. Both Pokemon flew downwards, smashing into the ground with considerable force. Mewtwo kicked Mewtrix out of the hole and into the air, but Mewtrix gained control of his flight path and curved back over the platform and downward. Blasting across mere feet from the floor, he thrust out his arms and fired Psychos at Mewtwo as he exited the hole. The powerful attacks lashed the Genetic Pokemon painfully, and continued to burn him as he struggled to gain altitude. 

Desperate for respite, Mewtwo's eyes flashed as he tugged at the higher walls of the wind chamber with his psychic power. Suddenly, with a violent, terrible grinding noise, a massive chunk of the upper wall came loose and hurtled downward; Mewtrix looked up in surprise just as it slammed into him. Above, the gigantic hole- almost fifty feet across- burst into violent flames. 
************************************************************************ 

Back on the floor, Giovanni signaled for all the Team Rocket Pokemon to leave the area. Complying, they made their way back to the doorways from whence they had come, the stronger of them helping to lift the fallen Tyranitars. 

The Rocket Don then began returning his personal Pokemon to their Pokeballs. Realizing the danger their Pokemon were in around the battling Psychics, Ash, Bill, Kandra, Brock, and Misty did the same. 
************************************************************************

With a great purple flash, the metal wall was blown apart, and Mewtrix shot up into the sky. He blew a Psychic at Mewtwo, who dodged it. The attack hit another section of the wall, causing it to burst into flames as well; embers and small burning pieces of metal began to fall down on the floor from above. 

Mewtwo then came at Mewtrix extremely fast, but Mewtrix moved a few feet above him. As the Genetic Pokemon flew under him, the Cyborg dealt him a powerful blow with his tail that sent Mewtwo flying down to the ground, creating another crater. 
Flying down, Mewtrix was able to reach Mewtwo before he had a chance to get up on his own. Grabbing Mewtwo around the throat, Mewtrix floated them both out of the crater. Hanging in the air, the Cyborg then surged millions of volts of lightning from the psychic field into the Genetic Pokemon. The electricity coursed through Mewtwo's body, illuminating his skeleton in powerful flashes as he writhed in pain. Then, in a sudden burst of control, he summoned his own lightning. Bolts surging around both arms, he pressed his palms onto the Cyborg's cheek and visor. Now, Mewtrix convulsed with electricity. Losing control, he along with Mewtwo plummeted to the ground. 

Rolling to his feet, Mewtwo used his power to fling Mewtrix across the ground, smashing him into the wall. Palms flashing with lightning, he leapt in for the kill, but Mewtrix suddenly kicked him in the throat. Momentarily strangled, he fell back and down, trying to catch his breath, when Mewtrix delivered another blow with his foot. As Mewtwo tried to stand up, the Cyborg landed many quick kicks on his exposed torso, and as he himself got up, he used the momentum to land a tail blow soundly on Mewtwo's cheek, knocking him to the ground.  He coughed violently, blood splattering on the floor around him.

Stepping over him, Mewtrix picked him up with his power, and raised his arm upward, floating Mewtwo just over his open palm. Suddenly, his entire body flashed purple, and he shoved his arm upward.  Mewtwo was flung straight up into the sky. He slammed into and through the walkway as he went, causing it to twist off and fall, clattering to the ground with tremendous force; Brock and Misty had to dive and roll out of the way to avoid it. 

The force of the impact was enough to throw Mewtwo out of the wind chamber, and high into the sky. Mewtrix shot after him in a streak of purple. Seeing him coming, Mewtwo decided to alter their battle environment. Turning around, he flew out over the raging ocean, where Mewtrix's storm was still in full swing. Sheets of rain fell from the sky, and below the seas boiled, churning with gigantic waves as hurricane-force winds roared over the water; the flashes of lightning illuminated the tempest, and the booms of thunder were so loud they could be heard even over the sound of the waves. 

This storm cannot be your ally, Mewtwo!! I created it!!!, came the voice of Mewtrix in his ears. Suddenly, a concentrated blast of wind threw him from the sky; he tumbled head over tail into the raging water. A gigantic wave suddenly loomed over him. Glowing blue, he halted the wall of water in its path, and using his power lifted the wave's water up into the air, above the rest of the sea. Flying up out of the water, Mewtwo knew he needed to find Mewtrix. But where was he? 

There! His psychic strength shone like a beacon when Mewtwo closed his eyes. He hovered just below the clouds. Flying up, he aimed his vision carefully. Mewtrix, picking up Mewtwo, turned to him just as Mewtwo heaved his arms around, hurling the floating wave at the Cyborg. The wall of water traveled with the speed of a freight train, slamming into Mewtrix and knocking him even higher into the sky. 

Zooming up through the clouds, Mewtwo searched rapidly for his foe. Suddenly, what felt like a hail of needles began pelting his body relentlessly. It took Mewtwo a moment to realize that they were no needles- they were raindrops! Mewtrix was using even the rain as a weapon, concentrating it at him with terrible velocity. Putting up his spherical power shield, Mewtwo flew on through the machine gun-like fire of raindrops. A gigantic bolt of lightning careened from a dark cloud ahead of him, missing his shield by inches. Realizing the bolt had had more guidance than could be applied from far away, Mewtwo directed his power at the cloud. Mewtrix was ripped from his billowy cover, and taking advantage of his moment of control, Mewtwo slammed him with a powerful downward Psychic, sending him shooting right at the Genetic Pokemon. Mewtwo flew to meet him, elbowing him hard in the upper chest. Grabbing onto Mewtwo, the Cyborg swung his fist around, backhanding Mewtwo in the face. Losing focus, he fell- they both fell, kicking, punching, wrestling and strangling each other as they descended. Mewtwo concentrated some of the sea below him, and caused a massive column of water to shoot up at them, more specifically at the downward-facing Mewtrix. Catching sight of it, the Cyborg sent a Psychic outwards at it, vaporizing it into a massive pillar of steam that the two struggling Pokemon fell through. 

Feet from the water, Mewtwo kicked off from his opponent and flew away, back in the direction of Cinnabar Island. Catching himself, Mewtrix followed, blasting Psybeams from his visor. Mewtwo rolled over and fired his own Psybeams back at the pursuing Cyborg. Both Pokemon found themselves hitting and missing, as they shot through the sky. 

Finally, the two found themselves above the wind chamber, the two fires on its upper levels having merged into one smoking blaze. Zooming up and around, Mewtrix flew straight at his opponent, power sphere up. Mewtwo put his up as well, and it became a super-charged game of chicken. Inches from one another, Both Pokemon flew straight downwards into the chamber. A short distance from the ground, they rammed into each other, a white impact blast lighting up the room and sending the two Super Pokemon flying, smashing through the wall on opposite sides of the chamber. 

The wall-lining craters were motionless for a few moments, steaming and sizzling. Suddenly, Mewtwo and Mewtrix erupted from their impact holes at the exact same instant, having used the prior seconds to Recover and restore their strength. At full health once more, they touched down in the center of the room where they exchanged a blinding flurry combat maneuvers and physical Pokemon attacks too fast for any of the humans to see. Punch! Kick! Tail slap! Jab! Knee!! Elbow thrust! Headbutt! Mega Kick! Mega Punch!! 


Suddenly, Mewtwo launched a mighty punch with his left arm; Mewtrix did the same with his right arm. The two arms collided with each other. The hands, perfect duplicates upside-down, locked together like two pieces of a puzzle. For half a second, the two Pokemon just stared at the strange merging. Then, eyes flashing, Mewtwo coursed psychic power through his left hand into Mewtrix. The pain was tremendous! Mewtrix's eyes watered, and his knees began to buckle. Suddenly furious with himself, his own eyes burned purple as he shot his own psychic energy into Mewtwo. Now Mewtwo was the one in pain; his body seemed to weaken by the millisecond! Viciously he fought back with his own power, shoving at Mewtrix even as Mewtrix shoved at him. 

Amazingly, neither of them seemed to feel any of the other's power anymore. There was no more pain for either of them; just struggle. Try as they might, neither the Cyborg Pokemon nor the Genetic Pokemon could overcome his foe. 

Like lightning, Mewtrix suddenly whipped up his free left hand and shot it at Mewtwo. Mewtwo reached up his right arm, blocking it; once again, the two hands fit together perfectly. They didn't even need to think about it this time; both Psychic Pokemon channeled their power into their other arm. There was some momentary agony for both of them, but like before the pain was quickly replaced with exertion. 


Thus, they stood there, Mewtwo and Mewtrix, in the center of the wind chamber, hands locked, shoving against each other, eyes and bodies glowing blue and purple, respectively. 


Suddenly, Pikachu began to notice a faint shaking in the ground; Wraith picked it up as well. Ash, too, felt it, followed by Kandra. One by one, they all noticed a tremor- a tremor growing steadily stronger. Wraith unfolded his wings, and began to hover a few inches off the floor, but to his surprise, he could still feel the shaking. It was not just in the ground that the tremor existed; all the space all around them was shaking! 


Suddenly, there was a blue flash in the center of the room, then a purple one, followed by a massive burst of white light that blinded them all for a moment. 


ZZzzztzztzt!! Zzzztztzt!! Ztzztz- FOOOM!!!! 


The sound of an explosion above their heads made them all look up. All along the great, tall wind chamber, from where it rimmed the ground to where it opened to the sky, the instruments and circuitry that lined the walls began to surge and crackle with electricity. High above, some of the upper levels had already overloaded in a massive eruption of energy, and were now burning uncontrollably. 

Suddenly, a great ring of the wall in the middle of the chamber was torn apart without warning in a mighty explosion. The humans below yelled and screamed in fear as massive burning chunks of  metal plummeted downwards, falling around them inches away. 

Giovanni had had all of this he was going to take. "Mewtrix!! Enough of this!!", he cried. "Come on!! We're going!!" 

No answer; Mewtrix and Mewtwo still struggled, oblivious to the outside world. Now, the shaking in the ground had reached incredible levels, enough so that Ash and the others began to have a hard time staying standing. The great tremor in the air began to shake the whole island, so much that the humans wondered if Cinnabar’s volcano was erupting. But there was no great fire in the sky, no apparent signs of lava flow or volcanic activity. No, it seemed the seismic activity was originating right in front of them- right where Mewtrix and Mewtwo fought on. 

"Mewtrix!!", the Rocket Don yelled again. 

No answer. "Mewtrix!!!!" 

"MEWTRIX!!!!!!!", Giovanni yelled one last time. Giving up, he turned and ran, taking off down one of the openings to the rest of the complex. 


Ash, Pikachu, Misty, Brock, Kandra, Bill and Mew huddled together. "What's going on?!", Misty cried; she had to shout to be heard above the shaking and the flames. 

"Mewtwo and Mewtrix are trying to overpower each other.", Mew said, her voice perfectly audible despite the noise. "Alas, I fear they are too evenly matched. Their continued struggle, with neither of them gaining an advantage, is sending shockwaves through the psychic field. These shockwaves are bouncing off the other fields of energy, unsettling them- hence the eruption of all the circuitry, and the tremors in space-time. But as they bounce off the other energy forms, the psychic shockwaves also travel back inward into their own field. With nowhere else to go, they build up in a pocket of psychic energy- a pocket that can only remain stable for so long. Once it reaches critical mass, the pocket will burst, and the energy will spill out into space-time, destroying everything within its release radius. In short-" 

"This place is going to go Chernobyl!!", Bill cried. "We've got to get out of here!!" 

"We could fly out!!", Ash suggested hopefully. But one look at the chamber's fire-lined circumference ended any hope in that idea. 

"I know!!", Kandra suddenly exclaimed. "I still remember the way in- and, followed the opposite direction, the way out!! If we can get up there," she said, pointing up to the large hall that had opened onto the walkway, "I can lead us out!!" 

"I will lift you all up.", Mew said. "Now come!! Hurry!! We don't have much more time before the energy reaches critical mass!!" 


With that, they broke into a dead run for the ground below the hallway. Now, the whole wall from top to bottom on all sides was burning, the individual blazes having merged into one massive firestorm. They were almost there when Pikachu stopped short, a look of horror on his face. He turned around and ran back in the opposite direction. 

"Pikachu, no!! Come back!!", Ash cried as he ran after his friend. What was Pikachu doing? 

The answer became apparent when he caught up with the Mouse Pokemon near a pile of heaping debree. Wraith the Scizor, lay trapped under the flaming scraps of metal, struggling desperately. Pikachu cried out as he saw him. <Wraith!!! Oh no!!> 

<Rgggh!!>, the Scissors Pokemon grunted. <I cannot feel my right leg!!> 

<Hang on!!>, Pikachu yelled. He began pulling at one of the fallen girders, but it was clear that he would not be lifting any of the metal any time soon. 

<No. I am finished.>, Wraith said.  He looked up, his blue eyes weary and dark as he beheld the Mouse Pokemon.  <Go on, Pikachu. You have been a true friend, and a noble ally. May the blessing of my people go with you!! Now go on, and leave me to die!> 

<NO!!>, Pikachu screamed, tears running down his cheeks as he pulled with all his might. 

Ash was heartbroken; he knew neither he nor Pikachu would be able to help Wraith. Yet he hated to leave the Scizor here. Suddenly, Mew flew past him, glowing pink. She made a lifting motion with her hand, and the pile of metal suddenly rose a few feet above the ground. Looking up in amazement, Wraith, noticing he was free, crawled away from the metal with his claws. He tried to stand up, but fell down abruptly, gripping his right leg in pain. Ash and Pikachu were about to run to him when the Scizor opened up his wings; he could not walk, but he could still fly. And fly he did, up to the hallway where they were all attempting to go. 

Savoring the triumph only briefly, Pikachu and Ash ran back to the others. Mew then lifted them all up to the opening. Once safely up, they looked to Kandra. With her in the lead, they ran off, the wind chamber still burning, Mewtwo and Mewtrix still struggling against each other down on the floor. 

Kandra would never quite figure out just how she had managed to lead them all through the twisting maze of hallways, corridors, and passages at a truly breakneck pace, the tremor, noise, and heat growing all the while, Mew floating by her side, Ash, Brock, Bill, Misty and Pikachu running behind her, and Wraith flying behind them. 


But somehow, despite all that could have gone wrong, they burst out into the lobby of Cinnabar Labs. With a pink flash, Mew blew out the glass on all the doors. Finally, they all bolted out through the entrance. 


Just as the pocket of psychic energy, built up to unimaginable levels, reached critical mass. 


The explosion was cataclysmic. 


A flash of bright white light literally blinded them all. A flash so bright, it was visible on the mainland of Kanto, some 4,000 miles away. 


A column of white light enveloped them, enveloped the island. It spread out miles in diameter and shot dozens of miles into the sky. 


A sound like the end of the world filled their ears and minds to the point of madness. 



Then a massive shockwave laid them all low, and they remembered no more.


Am I...... alive......? 


I think I am..... 


Yes. I am. 


Lying face down on the ground, Ash shuddered subtly. A few moments later, a cough racked his body. Then, groaning, he opened his eyes. 

He had to blink a few times to reorient his vision. He had to blink a few more times to remember where he was, and what had just happened. Which only made him wonder more why he wasn't dead. The incredible release of psychic energy should have vaporized him..... 

Raising himself to a kneeling position, he looked himself over, brushing dust off his clothes. Lithuen was still snug in its sheath, and all six of his Pokeballs seemed to be present. Lifting his head, he took in his surroundings. 

It was like ground zero of a nuclear blast. The sky was gray with dust around him in three directions. Looking over his shoulder, he could still clearly see out over the cliffs to the ocean; Mewtrix's storm had finally abated, and the sea was calm. Small fires were scattered across an endless expanse of debree from Cinnabar Labs. The complex had been almost completely destroyed in the blast, with only the faintest outline of its foundations still peeking out of the dirt. The great wind chamber had been widened by the explosion into a massive, deep crater, for it had been below ground to begin with. Pieces of glass, shards of metal, slabs of concrete, insulation, and other unidentifiable materials littered the ground as far as the eye could see in front of him. Many of the trees in the area had been blown over and stripped of their leaves, branches, and bark, so that they resembled giant toothpicks. The smell of molten metal hung heavy on the air. 

Ash examined the space closer to him. Interestingly, there was a clear space, free of debree, around him, in a perfect circle. How had- 

Mew, he suddenly realized. She must've put Barriers around me- around all of us- at the last second. That's how we survived the blast. 

Looking down to his left, he saw Pikachu lying on the untouched ground within the circle. Ash smiled at his friend as he shook his head to orient himself, then rose to his hindlegs. The Mouse Pokemon looked up at Ash and smiled. "PiKA!!", he squeaked, and jumped into Ash's arms. 

Ash gave his friend a gentle hug. "Yep, Pikachu, it looks like we did it. We won." 

"That was some blast though, wasn't it? We're lucky to be alive." 

"Yeah, but I think Mew had a hand in that." 

"Incredible she is, that Mew. We owe alot to her." 

"You said it, Pikachu." 

Huh?! 

Pikachu leapt out of Ash's arms and backed away, staring up at him; Ash met his Pokemon's stare with one of his own. They gazed at each other in shock and amazement. 
"You just.... understood me now, didn't you?", Pikachu said- in perfect English. 

Ash nodded. "Yeah..... I did. This is weird! What's going on?" 

"I'm talking the same way I've always talked. So it's not me; it must be.... you.  Somehow, you can understand my Pokemon speech!" 

"But how? I've never been able to understand-" 

"Hey," Pikachu said, looking past Ash, "I think I see Misty!" 

Ash whirled around. Sure enough, some distance away, Misty lay on her back on the ground, in the same circular clearing of debree that surrounded Ash and Pikachu. Forgetting the strange conversation for a moment, the two friends rushed to her side. 
Ash knelt over her, while Pikachu stood by her head, gazing down intently. "Is she okay?", Ash asked. 

"I think so.", Pikachu said. "Wait- Look! She's stirring!" 

With a slight, almost sleepy moan, Misty's eyes fluttered open. The first thing they saw were Ash, watching her paternally. "..... Ash?", she said softly as she raised herself up on her arms. 

He nodded. "It's all right. I think.... I hope.... everything's gonna be fine." 

Rising to a kneeling position beside Ash, Misty gazed at him intently. Finally, she managed to work up the nerve to speak. "By the way.... thank you. For coming to rescue us." 

"It wasn't just me.... Kandra and Pikachu and Mewtwo and Wraith, and especially Mew, had a hand in it too." 

"I know. But you were awfully brave, doing what you did. All for us. I just wanted to..... thank you." She said slowly. Then, to both Ash's great surprise and her own, she leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. 

His eyes widened, eyebrows shooting up. Misty drew back slightly, her own eyes wide as well. "Oh my; I'm...... sorry.... I..... er..... I don't know what came over me..... erm....", she struggled for words, her face beet red as she smiled awkwardly. Ash fingered the spot where she had kissed him, his face still a mask of shock. 

"Chu?", Pikachu said, tilting his head as he looked up at them. 

Grateful for the distraction, Misty smiled warmly as she looked down at the Mouse Pokemon. "And of course, I couldn't forget you, Pikachu! May I say I'm very glad that you're safe. After all, we certainly went through a lot of trouble to rescue you. But looking back, it seems you did pretty well on your own!" 

"Pikachu!!", he said, nodding. 

"Is three a crowd, or can one more join in?", a voice behind her cried. Looking over her shoulder, she saw Brock striding towards them through the debree. His hair and clothes were somewhat whiter from the dust, but he was otherwise no worse for wear. 

"Brock!!", Misty and Ash both shouted as they got up and ran to him. Misty hugged him tightly, and Ash gripped his hand tightly.  Pikach jumped up on his shoulders. 

"Yeah, it's me. Everyone all right?" 

"We're fine, Brock, just fine!", Ash said with a laugh. 

"Glad to hear it..... by the way, thanks for coming to our rescue, Ash. And I mean that." 

"Don't worry.", Ash said with a laugh. "I've already been thanked quite adequately by Misty, if you know what I mean....." 

"Ahh.... say no more.", Brock said. He and Ash exchanged high fives. 

"Oh, HONESTLY!! You two are awful!", Misty said, but nevertheless laughed along. 

"Hey!!", A voice came from close behind them. Turning around, they saw Kandra waving at them from close by. 

"Hey, Kandra!", Ash said, making his way over to her. "How you doin'?" 

"Pretty good.", she said, smiling. "Oh, here. I think this is yours.", she cried as she tossed him his green backpack. 

Misty came up to her, and the two embraced warmly. "Oh, it's good to see you all right, Kandra." 

"It's good to see you all right, Misty!! And how about you, Brock? Still holding together pretty well?" 

"As well as can be expected.", Brock answered, smiling. 

She looked next at Ash. "And you, my brave Sentinel?", she remarked. 

"Oh, I'm fine.", he said, smiling. "I was fine once I was well enough along. I just needed someone in the beginning to show me the way." 

Smiling daintily, Kandra blushed a bit. Not understanding the private metaphor, Misty related it literally. "By the way, how did you know the way out, Kandra? You navigated through that building like you worked there!" 

Ash and Kandra looked at each other, then broke into laughter. "Oh, we'll explain.", Ash said knowingly. 

"Yeah.", Kandra added. "Somehow, sooner or later, we'll explain." 

"But in the meantime- BILL!!", Ash yelled suddenly, breaking from the congregation and running to where he had just seen his uncle walking through the debree. 

Turning at the noise, Bill had just enough time to smile before Ash barreled into him, hugging him tightly. "You're all right, Bill!- aren't you?" 

Bill laughed. "Yes, Ash, I am okay, thanks in no small part to you!" 

"That's what we've been trying to tell him, all along.", Brock said as he and the others ran to them. "He's being far too modest." 

"Don't be. Really. Your bravery and courage has saved us all, and maybe you have discovered something about yourself in the process. In fact, I know you have; I can see it in your face.", Bill said. "My dear nephew...... Your father would be very proud of you, Ash." 

"Yeah.", Ash said quietly. "I know." 


They stood there in silence, for a moment, looking at each other, the ground, and the terrain around them. Suddenly, from above: "Oh good, you're all awake!! I wondered how much longer I'd have to wait around!" 

They looked up as Mew drifted down from the sky, hanging upside-down until she was directly in front of them. "Now, how is everyone? No permanent damage, I assume?" 

"None here!", Ash affirmed. "All thanks to you, Mew." 

"Aw, shucks.", she said, kicking her feet in the air. "You did more here than me, Ash. I just gave you a little help when you needed it." 

"So, you can talk?", Misty said in amazement. 

"Of course. I've always been able to talk." 

"But then..... how come you didn't talk the first time we met you?" 

"Because I didn't feel like it, silly!", Mew said, then giggled. "Ah, there you are!! I wondered where you'd got to." 

Her voice was directed behind them, and turning around, they saw Wraith touch down just in front of them, his wings still beating to keep him from setting his right leg down; it was broken. Upon hearing Mew's voice he looked up. When he saw her, his eyes widened, and he quickly knelt down on one knee. Or at least, tried to; his broken leg made it very hard to remain upright, and he struggled with his wings to keep some kind of posture. 

Mew smiled as she shook her head. "First," she said to the Scizor, "let's fix that leg of yours." With a wave of her hand, Wraith's broken leg shimmered as she applied her Recover to it. Within seconds, the bone was set, mended, and healed completely. 
His leg once again perfectly functional, Wraith proceeded to go down on one knee once again. Remaining stable this time, he folded in his wings, and placed his left claw flat on his back, while his right claw was flat against his chest; he stared up at Mew alertly. It was a classic show of respect among Scyther and Scizor; one of submission with honor, and willingness to do one's duty. 

"You may rise, great warrior.", Mew said quietly. 

Wraith complied. "It brings great joy to my heart to see you, Mew. I am truly honored by your presence in my midst." With that, he bowed. 

"And I by yours.", Mew said, bowing in turn. "You have fought bravely for justice, Wraith, and now you have found it. When you are ready, I will take you back to your home in Johto; I think your confederation of Scizor will gladly accept you as their chieftain." 

Wraith smiled warmly at her. He then moved closer to the group, and spoke to Pikachu. "I could not have done it without Pikachu, my truest friend. I name you a friend of all Scyther and Scizor everywhere, and if ever you venture into my territory, at least, you will be treated with honor." With that, he turned to look at Ash, studying him intently with his bright blue eyes. "So, this is your trainer." 

"Yep; that's Ash.", Pikachu responded. 

"He is truly worthy of so fine a Pokemon as you. You, Ash Ketchum, have the courage of one many times your age. I am no psychic, but I think great things will come of you.", he said. He placed a claw on Ash's shoulder. 

Ash put his hand on top of it. "Any friend of Pikachu's is a friend of mine. I thank you for all you did for him, Wraith." 

For a moment, everyone stood in shock and amazement. Then, Mew giggled. "Ah, that's something I forgot to mention! As a Sentinel, Ash, you have the power to understand the tongue of all Pokemon. This ability will only bring you closer with your current Pokemon, and all others you may encounter in the future." 

"Amazing.....", Bill said under his breath. 

"And now we're all together!", Pikachu said happily. 

Suddenly, Ash's face became pained. "No.", he said, his head drooping. "We're not all here. Not all of us....." 

They all knew what he meant, and sadness came into their eyes. Only Kandra, on the verge of tears, was able to look up for a moment, out at the gently descending crater of Cinnabar Labs. 


Her eyes widened. Her jaw dropped. "LOOK!!!", she cried, pointing out into the wreckage. They followed her finger. 


No. 

Impossible. 

It couldn't be..... 


But it was, staggering forward, slowly but surely from the wreckage.... 


"MEWTWO!!!!", Ash yelled, running forward. 

At the sound of his name, the Genetic Pokemon looked up. He was scraped, bruised, burnt, blackened, and exhausted as he had never been before; but he was alive. 
With tears in his eyes, Ash barreled into Mewtwo, gripping him tightly in a warm embrace. Mewtwo was momentarily shocked at the display of affection; why would someone hug him? But then, a warm feeling that he had never really felt before crept over him. A smile came to his lips, the first true smile he had had in many a day. He wrapped his own arms around the young trainer, and the two friends hugged warmly. "I thought you were dead.....", Ash said, sniffling. 

Mewtwo had to fight down a few tears of his own. "My dear, dear friend...... I do not die that easily...." 

The others huddled closer around them, each wanting a part of the embrace. No one spoke for some time; all of them, even Mew and Wraith, savored the warmth, and the love, of their close friendship. 

Finally, Brock managed to say, "What about..... Mewtrix?" 

Mewtwo shook his head. "I do not know. The breakout of psychic energy blew us far apart. My shield collapsed, but I kept my aura around me; that, and my closeness with the psychic field, is probably what allowed me to survive. But Mewtrix...... I do not know. I do not care to speculate." 


Suddenly, from a ways down the island came the roar of jet engines. This caught all of their attention, as the airport had been shut down for almost a week now. In the ever clearing dust, they now heard a mighty blast as whatever owned the engines barreled down the runway and lifted off into the sky. Light was growing in the east, and with it, they could make out that it was a small private plane, but not too small, with a distinctive T-shaped tail. "A Gulfstream.....", Bill muttered. 


Then, from the runway, it shot straight up into the air, falling into formation beside the jet. 


A blazing purple streak. 


Mewtwo's eyes narrowed. "Mewtrix......", he whispered. 


Mew's head dipped slightly. "So. He has survived." 


Indeed I have. 


Mewtwo and Mew remained stock still; the rest of them whirled around in all directions, searching for the source of the sound before they realized that it had not been a sound at all; it had been in their minds. The Cyborg Pokemon was using telepathy to communicate now. As such, they continued to hear his voice in their heads, even when he was long gone from sight: 


Yes, I am alive. Like you, Mewtwo, I am not so easily beaten. 


I could come back, you know. I could turn right back around, streak back to the island, and continue our fight. But I have chosen, instead, to follow my master's plane. 


My duties now, Mewtwo, are to my master, Giovanni, and his organization. I do not intend to seek you out too much in the near future; I have tasted your power, known your strength, and that is enough for the moment. So I will use my psychic powers to aid Team Rocket, and explore my inner being, just as Mew would have me do. And, unless you come looking for me, or our paths cross on one of my missions, I do not think we will see each other too much more. 


But know this: it is not over. 


I still hold deep bitterness towards you, and now a special place in my hatred is reserved for you, who saw fit to try and destroy me. You who think you are strong. 


I am stronger than you. I will be the strongest Pokemon in the universe, no matter whom I must destroy along the way. And, sooner or later, that includes you. 


For we are immortal, you and I, Mewtwo. Do not try and argue; you know the truth. We have all the ages of the Earth in which to settle our dispute. 


In some other place, at some other time, under circumstances of my choosing, we will duel again. And I will finish the war we started here on this night. It will be the ultimate fight, the battle to end all battles, the greatest clash of Pokemon the world has ever seen. 


And I will destroy you, Mewtwo, Genetic Pokemon. Even if, in the process, I must destroy myself. 

Epilogue- The 3rd Guardian

THREE MONTHS LATER 


The sky above was perfect, a brilliant deep blue dotted with just the right amount of puffy white clouds. The green clover fields, rolling in beautiful dips and hills, extended out in all directions as far as the eye could see. Indeed, Ash could see no traces of civilization anywhere, save for the curious stone sculptures that dotted the terrain, and they were surely hundreds, if not thousands of years old. 

As such, he had no idea where they were. The stonework reminded him of the ancient masonry found throughout Europe. Maybe they were in England? Perhaps one of the nations of Eastern Europe? Again, he had no idea. And that was to be expected; after all, it was Mew who had brought him here. 

To his left, Misty tapped him on the shoulder. He turned back around; the ceremony was about to begin. 


They were all in one particular stone formation, the largest in the general area. It consisted of a ring of stone 'doorways', similar to those found at Stonehenge. In the center of this ring were many large, flat stones buried in the ground, almost like paving; these formed a circular area. In one part of a circular area, stone steps had been placed that led up a small hill, to another 'paved' stone area. This was where they congregated now. Ash stood in the center, in front of the steps; his black cloak was draped around his shoulders.  He held Lithuen in of him, pointed down; the tip of the blade skirted the ground, while the point of the pommel-stone was level with his collar bone. 

To his left, Misty stood about two feet away. Three feet to her left stood Wraith the Scizor. Four feet to his left stood Bill. 

On his right, again two feet away, stood Kandra, her gray eyes unusually bright. Three feet to her right was Pikachu, standing as tall as he could manage on his hind legs. Four feet from him stood Brock. 


In the center of their arc stood Mewtwo, tall and strong. In front of him, somewhat above eye level, three feet way, floated Mew. Behind her, mounted on the peak of the hill, were three tall stone pillars, of black granite. 


"Are all ready?", Mew said, looking around her. One by one, the humans and Pokemon nodded. 


"Then let us begin.", she said, turning back to Mewtwo. 


"Mewtwo..... Super Pokemon.....", she began, "you were not born under normal circumstances. Rather, you were created, created in a laboratory by those who sought to use you merely as a tool. The circumstances of your creation have often led you, and many others, to question your very existence. 

"I am here to say," she continued. "That they need not question any more. 

"Nothing in this great universe, Mewtwo, happens without reason. Even when we cannot see it, there is always a purpose, a grand scheme behind each and every action, each and every circumstance we face. Your special birth would never have come about- you would not have existed- if there had not been some reason for your being. 

"Yet I know that such condolences are never enough. Often times, you have asked yourself what your purpose is, just what it is you are; I have heard you. And while, ultimately, you must find the answer for yourself, I can tell you something of what you are. 

"You are kind. Your devotion to helping others less fortunate than yourself is truly wonderful. 

"You are strong. Your power is greater than any new Pokemon I have seen in a long, long time. 

"You are merciful. Time after time, you have had the opportunity to finish off your greatest enemies, but you have had pity, and relented- even when you did not want to. 

"You are diligent. When your friends were in danger, you kept watch for them, protecting them from horrors they scarcely imagined. 

"You are loyal. You have stood by those you are responsible for, even at the risk of great pain to yourself." 


"And you are one thing more.", Mew said. "You are a Legendary Pokemon." 


They were all surprised by that statement; too shocked, even to say a word. 


"Yes, a Legendary. You have been one from the beginning, even when you attempted to control the world. That is why I hesitated to finish you, that first night. I did not understand at the time, but I could feel that your destiny was tied with the destiny of countless others. You have only made me more proud over the years, as you have grown in power, but also in knowledge, wisdom, and compassion. Deep in your heart, you have always had the strength, the dignity, the majesty, the love of a Legendary Pokemon. 

"I waited for the time when you might truly be ready. Then, when you were forced into confrontation with Mewtrix, and reencountered Ash and his friends, I saw that, at long last, you had finally matured. Ash and his friends know all too well how Mewtrix manipulated them in your absence, twisted their wills and minds, forcing them right into his clutches. But he had the ability to do that from the very beginning. And he would have- if you had not been there. From the moment of your arrival, Mewtwo, you were protecting the free wills of the humans and Pokemon in your company. Such servitude, such dedication, such heedless love I had never seen in you before this time. 

"Your greatest challenge came when the specter of your old self reared its head in the battle with Mewtrix. At first, I was worried. I should not have been. You will always be a firebrand, Mewtwo, but you have tamed your rage, and turned it into energy to be used for the good of all. It was this, above all, that finally convinced me that you were truly ready...... ready to become one of us." 


Mewtwo's eyes twitched ever so slightly. One of us...... one of them. My purpose. At long last. I have found my reason for being. Tears sprang to his eyes, and he let them flow unbidden down his cheeks. 


Mew saw them, and she smiled warmly. "The only remaining matter was deciding just what you would become. But, after long, careful thought, I have reached my decision. 

"On Cinnabar Island, you guarded the thoughts of your young trusts tirelessly. You protected them from the dark influences of Mewtrix, and from all other forces that would seek to twist their energy for good into the servant of evil. You are a protector of the innocent, Mewtwo; it comes to you naturally. 

"That, and your incredible power level, made the choice an obvious one. It is a matter of harmony as well- Three, Three, and now..... Three." 


Coming close to Mewtwo, she placed both hands on his shoulders. Suddenly, where she touched, his body shone a glittering white. The white glow spread over his whole body. It was truly beautiful; the most beautiful thing any of them had ever seen. Mew took her hands away, and moved back. The diamond glow continued for several minutes. All of the humans and Pokemon began to cry; even Mew shed a few tears. 



Slowly, the glittering glow began to recede, inch by beautiful inch. Finally, it centered around Mewtwo's chest, outlining his beating heart. Then, concentrated there, it vanished. 


Mewtwo closed his eyes. A feeling he had never known, and could not identify, flowed through his body, lifting his spirit into the heavens. He felt strong, he felt loved, but more than that...... he felt right. Finally, after years of painful inadequacy, he was complete. He was whole. 


Suddenly, he got a strange urge to do something he had never done before. Lifting his eyes to the endless sky, he began reverberating and undulating his vocal chords. At the same time, he coursed psychic power through them, producing sounds that echoed through the air and across the rolling plains. Sounds that became a song. 


A unique song. 


A haunting song. 


Lugia's song. 


Ho-Oh's song. 


His song. 


The Guardian's Song. 


Mew smiled. "Yes, Mewtwo, because of your attitude, your demeanor, and your power level, I name you The Planet's Third Great Guardian- The Guardian of the Earth.  It will be your responsibility to safeguard all the creatures that walk on the solid grounds, for all time, from the dark forces that would swallow them up.  Additionally, you bear responsibility for the living earth, rock and stone, beneath your feet.  It now falls under your jurisdiction- and your influence.  Do you fully understand this gift, this curse, this burden, this duty?" 


Mewtwo nodded. "I do." 


"And do you accept it?" 


There was no noise for several moments. Finally, "I do." 


Mew nodded. "Very well; it is done. Now you join the ranks of Lugia, Guardian of the Sea, and Ho-Oh, Guardian of the Sky." 


"Stand tall, Mewtwo, and take the place you have so rightfully earned!!" 


At these words, the three great pillars suddenly rumbled. 


A shape appeared on the leftmost pillar, outlined in silver light. Ash recognized it as the ancient, pictographic symbol for Lugia. 


On the rightmost pillar, a light like liquid gold began to glow. It was in the shape of a great bird, with mighty wings, a splayed tail, and a high crest- Ho-Oh, they realized. 


The centermost pillar now began to shine, as well...... and to their wonder, there shone there, outlined in sky blue light, an eye. The Psychic Eye, the symbol of the Psychic-type. Mewtwo's symbol. 


Mewtwo stared at it for the longest time, no thoughts going through his mind. Just peace. Sweet, wonderful peace. 


Finally, with his telepathy, he reached out to Mew: 


Mew? 


*Yes, Guardian?* 


Thank you. For this opportunity. For giving me a purpose. For everything. 


*I gave you nothing, Mewtwo; I merely allowed you to realize it all. You did this, Mewtwo; it is your victory.* 


Nodding slightly, Mewtwo was silent for a while. At length, however, he spoke up again: 


Mew? 


*Yes, Guardian?* 


I had the dream again, last night. 


*Mmm. As did I.* 


I was not frightened, this time; at least, not of the dream. 


*Very good. Dreams are visions of things, not the things themselves; they are to be learned from, not feared.* 


But still, I could not help but fear what I think the dream says. All that I found out, while I was away from Cinnabar...... is it all real? 


*The Darkness? Yes. It is real. And it is drawing closer.* 


Ah. Mewtwo nodded. Very well, then; I am not afraid. But I wonder if, when it comes, we will be ready. 


Mew turned around from where she floated, gazing at the pillars. 


She looked at Mewtwo. 


She looked at Bill. 


She looked at Brock. 


She looked at Wraith. 


She looked at Pikachu. 


She looked at Kandra. 


She looked at Misty. 


She looked at Ash. 


She smiled. 


I think we will, she said with her mind. I think we will. 





THE END
