
To hundreds of thousands of people who were watching the news that night, a strange and unknown topic was being given an oddly high amount of priority.  To perhaps hundreds of people, the news came as no surprise at all.


“This week, the Pokémon League has convened with the governments of all major countries in this part of the world to address the concern over the effects of the ‘Orthan Pokémon’, created by Team Rocket and released back to the wild or to their trainers,” the news reporter read with eagerness.  The eagerness didn’t stem from the story, it stemmed from the fact that she had just been recently promoted from a reporter to an anchor.


“The growing numbers of abuse allegations from former trainers helped to influence the League’s decision,” she continued, “but the decision was only accepted and implemented by the governments of Kanto and Idama, while Johto, Orre, and Hoenn rejected the legislation.  The archipelago of the Orange Islands has remained neutral on the matter,” the woman ruffled the papers in her hand without meaning to, showing slight performance anxiety to the populace of no fewer than five countries.


She continued without noticing this.  “The Pokémon League’s proposed legislation gave the Orthan Pokémon the full rights and privileges of people, a matter that is even now sparking debate among conservatively-oriented governments across the continent.  The spokesman for Orre commented, ‘they are only Pokémon and should continue to be treated as such.  There are too few of these Pokémon to warrant changing longstanding laws.’  An international policy for Orthan Pokémon has yet to be decided.”


Giovanni switched off the television.  The news bored him; either Kenneth or Stein gave anything he needed to know about current events to him.  The only thing that piqued his interest was a curiosity to see firsthand what the after-effects of Orthan had been.


“My removal of Thompson was premature,” Giovanni thought to himself.  “Everything I have seen so far only strengthens Team Rocket’s image.  Even the rabble clinging to CIPHER’s name dare not touch us.”


Giovanni’s train of thought led him to an unusual worry.  He called Stein.


“Yes, Stein,” Giovanni said, “What is the status of our relations with CIPHER?”


“As bad as usual,” Stein said.  “They’ve made offers for our Orthan data but seem too afraid to steal it.”


“Good,” Giovanni replied.  “Have some of your men keep an eye on them.  After that incident with their stealing our Dark Pokémon data and claiming the ‘Shadow Pokémon’ were an original invention of theirs, we can’t be too careful.”


Stein chuckled.  Both men remembered the incident clearly.  CIPHER would have seen Rocket intervention had it not been for a defector from Team Snatch doing their work for them.  By an even larger stroke of luck, the CIPHER leader Evice had been taken down by none other than the legendary Houou.


Giovanni hung up and stretched out at his desk.  Orthan’s after-effects were nothing but positive, Tribo was growing well, and trade in rare Pokémon had only been increasing.  They’d even got the winnings from a Kirara Battle Tower finalist hiring a tracker from a Rocket cover organisation to find a rare wild Beldum.


“We don’t need to stop all this on my account,” Alex told Tschel.


“Your sister just got attacked and your father’s back,” Tschel replied.


“I… I know, it’s just…”


“You haven’t seen him in a long time.  The Neo League isn’t going anywhere, you don’t need to pretend your family doesn’t matter.”


Alex’s heart stung with that comment.  “That’s not fair.”


“Your sister has a Dragonite, they can circumnavigate the world faster than most planes, and she’d certainly have it come pick you up if you asked her.”


“You should go, Alex,” Marril added.  “He’s your father.”


“That’s what scares me,” Alex told the both of them.  “It’s not like I put the Neo League over them—heck, we can do the tournament next year if it comes to that, I don’t care, it’s just, well… what would I say to him?  He’s been gone so long, I mean, what if…?”


“What, you’re scared he won’t like you?”  Marril asked.  “You’re a great trainer, heck I know firsthand, and you’re a really nice guy.”


Alex sighed.  “I guess you’re right.”


Tschel hugged Alex.  “I’ll go with you if that’ll make it easier.”


Alex returned the hug.  “Thanks.  I love you.”


“I love you too.”


Marril groaned.  “I’d say get a room, but, well, we’re in one and I’m the third person.”


Due to time zone discrepancies and the rate of Gilgamesh the Dragonite’s flying speed, the three of them were at the Vermillion army base early the next day.  The officer on duty pointed them in Rei Megumi’s general direction.


Rei smiled when Alex walked into the room.  He wasn’t quite sure how he recognised his son, but he did.  Even more oddly, he didn’t think strangely of the pale young man who followed Alex in, or the woman who appeared to be an Orthan Marril.  He thought about waking Saturn, his Ninetails, but decided against it.


“Uh, hi dad,” Alex said, his voice unsure.  “Er, Mr Megumi.”


Rei stood up and extended his hand towards his son.  “Hi, Alex.”  Alex shook his father’s hand.  “You don’t need to call me ‘Mr Megumi’ you know.  I know your mom went back to her maiden name after the divorce so it must be awkward thinking of me as your father like Sam does, because your name hasn’t been Alex Megumi for so long.”


“No, not really.”


“That’s good,” Rei said.  He wasn’t quite sure how to break the ice with his son, as it were.  “So, you going to introduce me to your friends?”


Alex laughed slightly.  “Sure, why not?  This is Marril, she’s an Orthan.”


“Hi,” Marril said, bowing respectfully.  “It’s nice to meet you.”


Tschel rolled his eyes.  Of course Marril was polite to everyone but him.


“I’m curious,” Rei asked.  “You don’t need to answer if you don’t want to, but how old are you?”


“Well I was born about seven years ago,” Marril shrugged.  “As a human they say I look, oh, twenty-two or twenty-three years old.  Why?”


Interesting, Rei thought.  Orthan appearances were based off of relative age instead of real age, apparently.  “Oh, no reason.  So who’s this young gentleman?”


Tschel scoffed.


“He’s my boyfriend, Tschel,” Alex introduced him.


Rei’s expression turned a bit odd at being thrown into meeting such a late milestone as his son’s first—he figured—love interest, but he composed himself quickly.  “Nice to meet you, too.”


“You, ah, don’t mind that we’re…?”  Tschel asked.


“What, you think I don’t approve of my son being with another man?”  Rei scoffed.  “I don’t mind at all as long as you’re happy together.”


Alex smiled.  “Thanks, dad.”


“Well then,” Rei continued.  “The first thing Sam asked me was why I’d avoided you entirely and never even called.”


“Thought had crossed my mind,” Alex admitted.


“You have your mom to thank for that,” Rei said.  “Sorry, I apologise for that.  She, well, put a restraining order on me because after the divorce, I let you ride Saturn on one of my visits, and you fell off.  She got mad and claimed complete custody.”


Alex winced.  Saturn was his father’s Ninetails.  He remembered riding it when he was really young.  The nine-tailed fox loved children and he couldn’t imagine being thrown off on purpose.


“I just felt really ashamed,” Rei confided. “I went off and became a Pokémon Counsellor.  I felt that if I could help enough people through their problems with their Pokémon, it’d redeem me somehow.”


“You don’t need to apologise,” Alex told him.


“It was a noble thought at least,” Marril chipped in.


“He turned out well,” Tschel tried to comfort Rei.  “Everything’s good now, Team Rocket aside.  You don’t need to beat yourself up over this.”


Alex gave Tschel a look that suggested he’d been trying to say the same thing but couldn’t find the words.


“There isn’t even anything to forgive you for,” Alex added.  “We all make mistakes, and accidents happen sometimes.”


Rei afforded a smile.  “You’re a better man than I am, son.  You can let go of things, and that’s a real sign of maturity.  Has your mother found another husband yet?”


Alex facefaulted with the randomness of the question while Tschel and Marril had huge sweatdrops.


“No, nobody permanent,” Alex said.  “Guess me ‘n Sam are partially to blame, though.  Nobody she met was really ‘dad’ to us.  Anybody else, she just didn’t think was ‘the one’.”


Rei smiled sadly.  “Only asked because I still love her deep down.”


Marril slid over beside Rei and put an arm around his shoulders in a comforting fashion.  “That’s sweet of you.”


Rei broke from Marril.  “No, it’s not.  I just… I just can’t seem to let her go, and I wish I could.”


“At least talk to her,” Tschel said.  He glanced at Alex, and the other knew exactly what he was going to say.  “You never know what’ll happen if you just up and say something instead of keeping it in.  She probably doesn’t hate you.”  He didn’t feel like adding that it was because Alex did just that was the reason the two of them were together.


A tear shed from Rei’s left eye.  His breathing and speaking were a bit ragged as he said, “It’s childlike, but, well, I just don’t know what to say or expect.”


“Just try,” Alex assured his father.


It was midday the following afternoon that Rei finally mustered up the strength to call his ex-wife.


“How’d it go?”  Marril asked when it was done.  She’d shown an odd interest throughout.


“She doesn’t mind me being with you or Sam, Alex,” Rei spoke slowly.  “She didn’t much like my calling her, though.”


“What’d you do to split with mom, anyway?”  Alex asked.


“Marril, Tschel, if you don’t mind,” Rei waved the two out.  He waited until the two had left the room before continuing.  “It’s, well, personal, but she and I didn’t seem to share the sort of love that lasts for life.  After Sam was born—don’t tell her this, by the way, she might take it too hard, and I’m a counsellor, I’d know—but she, Beverly, your mother, well, we just didn’t get along very well.  Eventually we decided it’d be best for us to divorce, and we’d planned joint custody for you two, but, well, she got really afraid for you and Sam after Saturn tripped on the rug while carrying you on its back.”


“I see,” Alex said.  “So why doesn’t Sam forgive you?”


“She’s right here on base with that psychic friend of hers, you should ask her yourself.”


Alex nodded “hai” and stood up to go.


“If you want my opinion,” Rei called, “I think it’s because she doesn’t forgive me for never being there for her.”


Alex replied over his shoulder, “I’ll let you know.  But, hey, you’re the counsellor, you’re probably right.”


David, who was enjoying his newfound hobby of pokéball juggling, didn’t notice when all of his Pokémon popped out of their balls when he dropped them.  Even his Dusclops’ ability, Pressure, didn’t add enough to David to notice.


The presence was greater than anything he felt.  It was paralytic.  It wasn’t directed at him, instead it was he idly directed at it.  The mind was focused on one target, and that target too was a formidable presence, although the second was weaker his teacher Sabrina’s.  What shocked him most was that the second formidable presence was… embryonic.


Charizard shaking him broke the connection.


“Thanks, Charizard,” David said to the dragon.  The first presence was completely, overwhelmingly powerful and unreadable.  The second, however, wasn’t, and he got two words from the experience: Team Rocket.

