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Chapter 1 

What Time is it? 
 
Peering weakly between tired eyelids, Ethan recognised his mum’s silhouette 
blocking the morning sunlight.  
 
     “What time is it?” 
 
     “Ten,” his mum replied smugly. “Are you getting up at all today, or are you 
going to stay in bed and attempt an early rise tomorrow?” 
 
     “It’s Saturday…” the boy groaned in return. 
 
     “That doesn’t mean you can waste the whole day,” his mum finalised, “now get 
up, Professor Elm has been looking for you. He wants you to pop by his lab. I 
think you’re in for a surprise.” She smiled and softly exited the room. 
 
Jennifer, Ethan’s mum, took a sip from her steaming tea and replaced it carefully 
on the table coaster. Morning sun bathed the living room in warm light where 
Jennifer and her friend sat comfortably at the table chatting.  
 
     “...And so now she goes in there everyday asking what she can do around the 
lab.” 
  
The two women quieted to a silence as Ethan creaked down the stairs into the 
living room.  
 
     “Here he is,” said Jennifer warmly. 
 
     “Good morning mister,” said the woman sitting opposite. 
 
Ethan stumbled slowly towards the table and greeted his mum’s friend.  
 
     “Do you want some tea hun?” Jen rose to get a tea cup. 
 
     “I was just telling your mum that Kris is trying to get a job with Professor 
Elm’s lab,” said his mum’s friend. 
 
     “Hehe, I love her enthusiasm, she has always been such a go-getter,” chuckled 
Jennifer returning to the table with a cup of tea and a muffin for her son. 
 
     “I went and picked up your Pokégear from repair this morning, they fixed it so 
quickly! Here,” his mum said. 
 



Ethan took the thin phone-sized object from his mum.  
 
     “Thanks for picking it up,” he said. 
 
     “They said that your ‘contacts’ card was damaged, so all of your old numbers 
are lost,” said Jen. 
 
     “Ah well. At least I’ve got it back, now I can set my alarm!” 
  
Ethan scoffed down his muffin as his mum and her friend continued chatting 
about their children. He said goodbye and pulled open the front door, leaving his 
tea still steaming hot in the sun.  
  



Chapter 2 

A Favour 
 
Professor Elm leant in front of the table and surveyed the three Pokéballs sitting in 
front of him, twisting each of them to face perfectly forward.  
 
     “Which one do you think he’ll choose?” Elm yelled to his lab assistant who was 
sitting at a computer on the other side of the lab. 
 
Professor Elm was a tall attractive man in his mid-thirties; he had a minor receding 
hairline of light brown hair and enthusiastic but poorly functioning eyes that were 
magnified behind thick glasses, a trait that he shared with his lab assistant. 
 
     “Maybe Totodile: I know I would have chosen him as a kid...” Elm’s aide 
swivelled on his chair and smiled, “exploring the world with a newly discovered 
species, I don’t think the appeal of that has any age limit. It’s a very primal dream.” 
 
     “As is the will to discover the intricacies and extent of that world through 
science, that’s the dream I chose to pursue, and in its own way it is as primitive and 
powerful as the drive to physically explore,” Elm contributed. 
 
Elm’s thoughts descended from his passion of study and returned to consider 
which Pokémon he would choose.  
 
     “I think I would choose Cyndaquil: with such a high metabolic rate, timid 
nature and minimal energy output, I’m sure he would provide a powerful 
companion once he expressed himself.” 
 
Elm leant over and gave the Pokéball containing Cyndaquil a final wipe and stood 
back. 
 

*     *     * 
 

     “Hey, Elm just discovered 3 new species, did you hear?” Asked a grinning 
rotund man paused on Ethan’s driveway. 
 
New Bark Town has the smallest population in the entire Johto region; the closely 
knit citizens are friendly and maintain their social lives under full disclosure. 
 
     “Oh wow,” Ethan replied dreamily, he silently hoped that was the reason 
behind his request to visit Professor Elm’s lab. 
 



     “He wasn’t too subtle about his discovery either,” the man continued: “I think 
the whole town knows as much about the Pokémon as he does. He just asked me 
if I’d seen you around – you might want to drop by his lab. See you soon.”  
 
The big man continued awkwardly on his morning walk, his feet crunching pebbles 
with each trudge. 
 
Ethan buzzed with excitement as he considered being involved with the new 
Pokémon. He was initially reluctant to visit Elm as normally the professor would 
conscript the towns’ youth to help out around the lab with cleaning duties. Ethan 
began walking towards the lab when the thought of starting an impromptu 
Pokémon adventure overtook his composure and forced his legs to skip a step and 
break into a jog towards the lab. 
 
As the laboratory complex came into sight, Ethan slowed and spotted a shady 
unfamiliar character striding ahead. Ethan calmly ceased walking, and slunk 
towards the lab. The man slung a quick glance around the area. Ethan remained 
still and out of sight from his visual sweep. The shady man darted down a 
vegetated side path that ran down the length of the lab. Ethan paced quietly 
towards the lab and glanced casually down the path to monitor the character. 
Obscured by the foliage that climbed the side of the lab, the figure clambered onto 
an air conditioning unit and lifted himself to a window. The man checked back 
down the path and spotted Ethan.  
 
     “What the hell ‘you looking at!?”  
 
The guy’s voice bellowed powerfully but quietly down the side of the lab, sending 
Ethan’s heart pounding. Ethan continued forward, briskly hopping up the stairs of 
the lab.      His adrenalin caused his hand to tremble as he grasped the thick steel 
handle. He pulled the heavy lab doors towards him. 
 
     “Ethan! No worm for you today, eh? Not a problem, glad you could make it.” 
 
Elm placed his arm around the boy and walked him towards the table that sat three 
small Pokéballs comfortably in its centre.  
 
     “Come, come. Today could be a monumental day for Pokémon biology, 
yourself, and one other special individual.” 
 
Ethan had grown jaded towards the professor as his experience with him had 
largely been associated with washing test tubes and labelling sample jars. With the 
three gleaming Pokéballs in front of him however, Ethan could not help but feel 
very affectionate towards Elm’s enthusiastic disposition. 
 



Elm reached for the two Pokéballs to the left and middle; the smiling, slightly aged 
assistant retrieved the third ball. Elm’s thumb depressed the centre button of one 
of the Pokéballs. Blue light radiated from the open mouth of the sphere as it 
opened in a snap. A bright light struck outwards snapping erratically like sapphire 
lightning before grounding itself and forming the shape of a robust, thigh-high 
figure. 
  
The light dissipated. An aqua blue reptile remained in its place with its jaws wide 
open, displaying large teeth that glistened with saliva. 
 
     “This is Totodile, or Daknosuchus familiaris,” smiled Elm. 
 
Totodile made a squelching sound with its throat. The Pokémon stood at 2 feet, 
resembling a bipedal crocodile. It glared blankly at Ethan, and then realised itself as 
the centre of attention.  It squelched and shot a sharp glance at the trio of people 
causing them to jolt in shock. 
 
     “That’s his Leer attack,” remarked Elm, “he’s displaying his strength to us.” 
 
     “He’s a Water-typed Pokémon,” said the aide, “he currently doesn’t know any 
Water-type moves, however we can tell by his physiology that he is adept at 
producing large volumes of water instantaneously.” 
 
A young man with long, dark red hair hung from a window sill outside – peering 
into the laboratory, watching the scientists and the Pokémon. 
 
     “Totodile, return!” declared Elm. 
 
Totodile shifted to face the professor when the Pokéball snapped back open, 
engulfing the small crocodile-like Pokémon in red light before vacuuming the light 
and Pokémon back to the ball. 
 
     “The reason we asked you here today, Ethan, is that we need a favour of you. 
With the discovery of these three new species, the scientific world will be in a 
buzz. The problem is, we know very little about them besides the basic biology 
that we have ascertained through observation and superficial analyses.” 
 
Ethan nodded and awaited the professor to continue. 
 
     “We don’t know anything of their evolutionary forms, their capacity in battle, 
behaviour or intelligence – essentially nothing. We realise that you’re of an age 
when many young men and women choose to go on adventures with Pokémon to 
broaden their minds and experiences. That’s why I’d like to ask you if you’d 
choose one of these Pokémon as your first Pokémon partner.” 



 
     “Of course!” Ethan exclaimed, “of course”. 
 
     “Great, well, I was intending on producing a number of papers describing these 
species and presenting them at an upcoming conference. I have included many of 
my initial observations in the papers however it would be most helpful if you could 
provide me with anecdotal contributions in regards to your Pokémon’s 
development – whichever one you choose that is. Whenever you get the chance, 
just jot down which moves and other characteristics you observe from your 
partner, and then email them along to the lab!” 
 
     “Now, let me continue...” 
 
Elm depressed the button of the second Pokéball in his other hand. A flash of blue 
light engulfed the trio then diminished. The whirring sound of the light exiting the 
ball dulled leaving a quadrupedal Pokémon standing on the ground in front of 
Ethan. 
 
     “This is Chikorita, a Grass Pokémon,” Elm stated proudly, “we have named the 
species Herbsuavis acrophyllus, referring to the sweet herby scent this Pokémon 
produces, as well as the enormous leaf atop its head.” 
 
Chikorita was a four legged, pale green reptilianoid reminiscent of a miniature 
neck-less sauropod. It stood 3 feet in height and length, with a large, healthy 
tropical leaf on top of its head. 
 
Chikorita produced a greeting cry and began patrolling and smelling the area. Elm 
continued:  
 
     “She smells lovely. We suspect the aroma is dispersed from the small leaves 
around her neck. She has a mild personality and seems to be the most personable 
of the three. We suspect that the apical leaf can produce projectiles, possibly for 
the Razor Leaf technique.” 
 
Chikorita returned from her investigation and let out another cry before being 
sucked back into the red light of the Pokéball in Elm’s hand. 
 
     “What are you thinking Ethan?” Asked the professor kindly. 
 
     “I love them both!” Ethan exclaimed. 
 
The dull sound of concaving metal sounded from outside the lab causing the three 
to look inquisitively.  
 



     “I wonder what that was,” said the aide. 
 
After the overwhelming set of choices proposed by the professor, the memory of 
the shady red headed man down the side of the lab had been sent to Ethan’s 
subconscious.  
 
The three of them returned their attention to the table. 
 
     “And this is Cyndaquil,” smiled the professor’s aide, casting the final Pokéball 
into the air. 
 
The blue light caused the arcing Pokéball’s trajectory to accelerate downwards back 
into the aide’s hand. The two scientists straightened up in anticipation. 
 
A small echidna-like Pokémon lay crouched on the ground in the fading sapphire 
of the Pokéball light. The Pokémon made small murmurings that were barely 
audible as it buried its curved face into its forelimbs.  
 
     “I’ve nicknamed him Timon, for his species name ‘timere’, the Latin word for 
timid. I had a dream about the potentially awesome nature of his evolutionary 
form last night in fact; the temperature of the scene was reminiscent of lava. As 
you could guess, Cyndaquil is a Fire-Typed Pokémon. It has an extremely high 
internal temperature, and as you can see, he is the smallest of the three species. 
Those four smouldering patches on his back vary extremely in their temperature; 
we sampled the air around those patches and noted a number of highly flammable 
alkanes such as butane. We speculate those four patches are modified sweat glands 
which may produce flames later in the Pokémon’s development,” explained Elm. 
 
     “All three species are extremely precocious and are left by their parents to 
forage for themselves at an early age which makes them almost biologically refined 
to be a Pokémon trainer’s first partner,” the aide added with an optimistic tone. 
 
     “Which one would you like to venture with Eth....?” 
 
     “Tim...” Ethan interjected, “I choose Cyndaquil as my partner!” 
 
     “Great!” exclaimed Professor Elm, “I have already spent a great deal of time on 
the paper describing Dorsovulcan and cannot wait for you to elaborate on my 
findings.”  
 
Elm strutted around the office triumphantly, his mind whizzing around the 
biological possibilities that may be uncovered by the young trainer. He considered 
the fate of the other two species and began to imagine how he will discover more 
about the creatures. 



 
Elm passed by his laptop when a high-pitched ping emitted from the blank screen. 
He bent to check his email. 
 
     “Haha, oh great,” he thought aloud.  
 
Elm turned to Ethan.  
 
     “I have this nut north of Cherrygrove that feels the need to harangue me every 
time he learns something, as if each thing he learns is a great contribution to 
science.” 
 
Elm realized his tone, and how he must have seemed in front of Ethan. 
 
     “I mean to say, sometimes one needs rigour in such a field, if we are to proceed 
with confidence in the accuracy of our discoveries...his name is Mr. Pokémon after 
all.” 
 
Elm finished scanning the email, reading the final lines aloud: ‘this one is legitimate 
professor; I’ll be here all afternoon if you have time to drop by’.  
 
     “I really don’t have the time to ‘drop by’ every time he thinks he’s made a 
discovery...” Elm trailed off. 
 
The professor began meandering slowly away from his laptop. He paused.  
 
     “Ethan, would you be interested in visiting Mr. Pokémon as your first outing 
with your partner Pokémon?” 
 
     “Sure thing,” Ethan agreed enthusiastically. 
 
     “Great well, we’ll just switch numbers; let me just get my Pokégear...give me a 
call if anything comes up. You’re welcome to use our facilities to heal Tim if he 
gets injured, and.....we’ll see you soon!” Elm smiled, nodded and returned to his 
microscope. 
 
     Ethan, feeling slightly overwhelmed, turned to exit the lab. The professor’s aide 
intercepted the boy, feeling the obligation to justify Elm’s minor outburst. 
 
     “There’s only the two of us to run this whole lab and simultaneous 
experiments. We often get overwhelmed with the workload, and the professor 
occasionally gets irrationally frustrated with the towns’.....naivety, in regards to our 
studies. Here,” the aide handed Ethan a large bottle. “That’s a potion. You can use 



it to heal your Cyndaquil if it gets injured and you aren’t able to reach a healing 
facility. Good luck and thanks for your help.” The geeky man smiled reassuringly. 
 
Ethan heaved the lab door open, descended the stairs, and walked towards the 
route to Cherrygrove City – the nearest landmark on the way towards Mr. 
Pokémon’s house.  
 
Back in the lab, the aide walked over to join Elm. 
 
     “Let’s get a coffee to celebrate our new research collaboration, I’ll tell you 
about the conference details as well. It is a Saturday after all.” 
 
Professor Elm ceased peering down the microscope and nodded approvingly; the 
pair hung their lab coats on the hooks near the door. 
 
 
  



Chapter 3 

Mr. Pokémon’s Discovery 
 
Two men sat gazing at an egg resting on a wrapped up towel that resembled a nest. 
The pair was of a similar age: likely in their late fifties. One wore an aged hat and 
bore a healthy grey moustache.  The other was clean shaven with a relatively young 
and enterprising visage. They sat comfortably on an old dusty lounge, each with a 
mug of coffee and a plate of berries. 
 
     “What a fortuitous series of events that led to this egg being in our presence. I 
had always assumed viviparity, but never had such an exquisite structure entered 
my imagination. Alas, the surprises of Pokémon know no bounds. In a way, I 
would not have expected anything less astounding from those marvellous 
creatures,” said the youthful seeming professor named Oak. 
 
     “Too true my friend. I wonder if Elm is on his way to examine this specimen,” 
replied the elderly gentlemen in the decrepit fedora. 
 

*     *     * 
 

A bug catcher crouched in the long grass, with a camera in hand and Pokéballs in 
belt. He took tiny crouching steps forward through the still-moist vegetation 
looking for Bug Pokémon. The bug catcher initially feared for his exposed legs 
whilst crouching for often venomous Pokémon, but his fears had been overcome 
by his passion for the small and highly intricate world of Bug Pokémon – as well as 
the inherent complacency that comes with weeks of collecting. The boy had spent 
a number of weeks in the same area searching for rare bugs, as this was the only 
way to ensure the rarest species were discovered. The bug catcher lowered his 
camera as he heard approaching footsteps; he spotted another boy of a similar age 
walking triumphantly with a bizarre looking Pokémon at his side. The Bug catcher 
had learnt from experience that staying out of sight of onlookers was less time 
consuming then explaining his motives behind crawling around suspiciously 
amongst the grasses. 
 
Ethan marched across the short grassy path on his way to Cherrygrove. He felt 
very cool and mature, his black and yellow hat was twisted backwards, his 3/4 
cargo shorts swayed as he marched. He glanced down at his new pal. Although 
newly acquainted, Timon was already walking at pace with Ethan’s strides. 
 
     “I’m glad you’re coming with me pal, what a beautiful morning it’s been,” 
Ethan joyously chanted to Cyndaquil. 
 
There was moderately thick canopy cover over Route 29 – New Bark to 
Cherrygrove. The midday sun shone through the leaves in patches, creating a 



mottled array of lit grasses and those covered by shadow. Ethan walked 
comfortably down the path as he spotted a wild Pidgey foraging for seeds; the bird 
Pokémon made small cooing sounds as it raked through the soil for nutrients. 
 
     “’You ready for your first battle Tim?” 
 
The red smouldering skin on Cyndaquil’s back grew red with embers, and emitted 
wisps of smoke – Cyndaquil gave an acknowledging peep. 
 
The Pidgey ceased foraging, looked over at the pair, and then emitted a powerful 
warning coo. The Pidgey paced towards Cyndaquil, thrust a few wing strokes, and 
picked up a low glide towards Cyndaquil. The Flying Pokémon ascended in an arc, 
peaked, and suddenly came darting downward towards the defending Pokémon. 
Metres before colliding with a Tackle, Ethan commanded:  
 
     “Timon, use Leer.” 
  
Cyndaquil thrust his head towards the Pidgey and yowled in its direction. Taken 
aback, the Pidgey pulled up its swoop, narrowly skimming Cyndaquil’s back. 
 
     “Cyndaquil use Leer once more, and then Tackle.” 
 
The Pidgey used a nearby tree as a pivoting point by circling sharply around the 
trunk and flying faster towards Cyndaquil. Timon emitted another shriek and glare, 
waited until the Pidgey passed narrowly overhead, then leapt from the ground, 
tackling the wild Pidgey from below. The Pidgey was knocked from its flight path 
– it teetered then landed awkwardly on the grass. 
 
     “Tim, use Tackle again!” Yelled Ethan. 
 
Although this was his first Pokémon battle, Ethan had watched hundreds of 
Pokémon battles on the TV and Internet, rehearsing many a battle on his way off 
to sleep. 
 
Cyndaquil pounced powerfully forward, slamming into the defensive Pidgey; 
Pidgey rolled backwards, glanced at Cyndaquil, weighed up its options and then 
took off on a wobbly flight towards another area of the forest. 
 
     “Yeeeeaaahh!!” Ethan cheered and jumped. “You are the best!” He yelled 
towards Cyndaquil. 
 
Cyndaquil lowered itself to the ground and rolled around in the grass in 
celebration. 



 

*     *     * 
 
The red haired man stood up from his hiding place among the lab-side hedges as 
he saw the two scientists leave the building. He withdrew a small metal rod, shaped 
like a baby’s rattle, from his pocket then climbed back atop the air conditioning 
unit. He glanced down the side of the building to ensure there were no observers, 
and then looked measuredly over the surface of the window. 
 
     “Cyndaquil, use Tackle!” Ethan exclaimed. 
 
Cyndaquil launched towards a bizarre pink marshmallow-shaped Pokémon that 
was hovering in the air; it glided swiftly to the side dodging Cyndaquil’s tackle. 
 
Ethan admired the agility and grace of the Pokémon. It was a Hoppip, a light 
weight Grass-Typed Pokémon with twin leaves emerging from its back, and dual 
tails that act as gyroscopes, moderating the Pokémon’s directionality. Its small, cute 
face perceived Cyndaquil’s advances accurately and dodged them smoothly.      
Ethan imagined that he would like a Hoppip on his Pokémon team once he 
obtained some Pokéballs of his own. 
 
     “Tackle, now.” 
 
Cyndaquil finished the battle with a direct tackle, knocking the Hoppip backwards 
into a patch of flowering herbs. The Hoppip curled its leaves and withdrew into 
the ground next to the vegetation. Cyndaquil walked triumphantly back to Ethan. 
 
     “Return Tim,” Ethan said kindly.  
 
The small fire Pokémon was withdrawn into the Pokéball.  
 
     “I just saw that well managed Pokémon battle young man, congratulations.”  
 
An old man walked slowly towards Ethan through a clearing in the trees.  
 
     “I’ve never seen such a creature; I assume you have just begun a Pokémon 
adventure.  May I volunteer a short tour around our small town? I imagine you will 
need to be well acquainted with the facilities in the average town.” 
 
Ethan sensed the old man’s sincerity, and what would inevitably develop into 
typical ‘old person insistence’ if he turned down the offer. 
 
     “Sure, first I’ll need a nurse to tend to my Pokémon here,” said Ethan. 
 



Ethan walked swiftly to meet the old man on the path. The two emerged from the 
forest, and Ethan saw the collection of buildings that was Cherrygrove City. He’d 
visited his neighbouring town countless times, however was not familiar with all of 
the buildings. 
 
     “First and foremost, here is the Pokémon centre, or Pokécentre. This is where 
you’ll undoubtedly spend many an hour. Every town has one of these institutions 
and you’d be wise to seek them out on arrival to a new place.” 
 
The Pokémon centre was a large modern looking building with a gleaming glass 
exterior. Its roof and eaves glowed orange. The glass doors slid open as the two 
passed the front of the building. Air-conditioned air swept from the room, cooling 
Ethan’s face, and feeling icy on his sweaty skin. He spotted a pretty nurse at the 
reception smiling at him from the centre.  
 
     “I’ll lead you back here shortly,” the old man reassured, “I used to be a 
Pokémon trainer. Man, I love Pokémon, and let me tell you – there is almost no 
finer way of experiencing them than being a Pokémon trainer. But, I’m old, and 
don’t have the bones to adventure anymore. Although I still enjoy observing 
Pokémon and noting exotic species...”  
 
The old man suddenly felt generic and so continued his tour.  
 
     “Next door is the Pokémart; this building will likely be second priority. This is 
where you purchase potions, antidotes, Pokéballs and the like.” 
 
The two walked along past the glass fronted Pokémart, down the loose-pebbled 
paths and towards an opening that led down a heavily canopy-covered path, not 
dissimilar from Route 29 – the route that Ethan had just emerged from. 
 
Ethan remembered his injured Cyndaquil inside his Pokéball. 
 
     “Excuse me sir, my Pokémon has just been in a number of battles and I think I 
ought to get him to the Pokémon centre,” said Ethan. 
 
     “This is Route 30. Many of the towns’ Pokémon trainers gather here and hone 
their skills; you can battle here after your Pokémon become a little more 
powerful.” 
  
The elderly man had clearly either not heard Ethan or had considered his plight 
not pressing enough. 
 



     “And to the west, you can see the sea – just between those buildings we have a 
small beach that opens to the ocean where you may find many mysterious and 
soggy Pokémon.” 
 
The old fellow walked as he spoke and seemed to be following a script that had 
gone down a hoot with previous audience members foreign to the town. He 
paused outside a small house.  
 
     “And, well this is my house. Here have this......” He pulled out what appeared to 
be a tiny SIM card and handed it to Ethan. “This is an exchange for relieving an 
old man’s day with something other than his own thoughts and ponderings. Have 
fun.”  
 
He smiled weakly and hobbled indoors out of the midday heat. 
 
Ethan suddenly felt aware of his lone presence in the town. He clicked open a tiny 
shoot in the side of his Pokégear and slipped in the tiny SIM card. His Pokégear 
dimmed, and then flashed up a striking screen displaying a map of the entire region 
as well as the geographical distances between each settlement. A pink message 
displayed: ‘Johto Map Card driver initiated’ a small hour glass rotated rapidly, 
‘software installed’. Ethan walked briskly over to the Pokémon centre. 

 

*     *     * 
 
     “I really must go.  I imagine I’ve eaten far too much into your berry stocks for 
one morning at least,” said Oak, pulling himself from the couch. 
 
A ring tone sounded - Oak lowered himself back onto the lounge momentarily. 
 
     “Excuse me Professor,” Mr. Pokémon apologised to Oak, lifting his chirping 
wrist-bound Pokégear close to his face, adjusting his glasses, “Good morning, oop, 
well, I guess it’s now good afternoon Professor.” 
 
Professor Elm’s youthful, pixelated face smiled from the Pokégear’s digital screen:  
 
     “Good afternoon Mr. Pokémon.  I received your email, and am sorry to say 
that I am currently entrenched in vast amounts of work, and so am unable to drop 
by your house this afternoon…” 
 
     “That’s very disappointing,” Mr. Pokémon replied, the dismay evident in his 
voice. 
 
Elm cut-in:  
 



     “I have, however, sent an enterprising young gentleman named Ethan to collect 
your oddity; you can expect him soon. Good day sir.” 
 
The Pokégear flashed red with an engaged symbol before Mr. Pokémon had a 
chance to offer his salutations. 
 
     “I would have gladly taken the specimen back to my laboratory, however I 
believe it’s safe to say that Elm and his aide are more than equipped, both in 
experience and lab equipment, to ascertain the origin of this egg and both its 
biological and evolutionary significance,” chimed Professor Oak humbly. 
 
     “And I surely would have granted you that opportunity had Elm not called that 
very minute,” said Mr. Pokémon. 
 
     “Well in that case,” Professor Oak said with a cheeky tone, “I might just stay 
another moment to meet this enterprising young gentleman.”  
 
He leaned forward and piled half-a-dozen berry slices onto his plate and relaxed 
into the lounge.  

 

*     *     * 
 
A beautiful young nurse emerged from a sliding door holding a tray with a single 
Pokéball.  
 
     “Here is your Pokémon sir,” she said sweetly, “thank you for waiting.” 
 
The woman had watery eyes, and soft strawberry-blonde hair. Ethan glanced down 
to the name tag pinned in her uniform. 
 
     “Thank you very much Nurse Joy, have a lovely day,” said Ethan. 
 
She giggled flirtatiously and exited back through the room she had come from. 
Ethan paused at the counter; a subtle note of air in Ethan’s direction carried the 
smell of the nurse’s flowery perfume as she disappeared. He left the centre and 
walked directly into the neighbouring Pokémart. 
 
A customer on his way out from the Pokémart noticed Ethan’s Pokéball. 
 
     “Hey man, if you’re looking to buy more Pokéballs, they’re fresh out of stock,” 
he said. 
 



The store merchant overheard the claim and nodded in agreement from the 
counter. Ethan grabbed 5 potions and handed a 1000 p note to the merchant 
across the counter. 
 
     “When are the Pokéballs expected in?” Asked Ethan. 
 
     “Oh, anytime between now and late this afternoon sir,” the shop assistant 
assured. 
 
     “Oh ok, thanks.” 
 
Ethan left the store. Just outside, he spotted a young girl with a furry, rodent-like 
Pokémon climbing up her side, and jumping from shoulder to shoulder. It had an 
enormous, striped bushy tail; it played in the girl’s hair. She was laughing 
uncontrollably as if she wasn’t in public. The girl spotted Ethan and blushed. 
 
     “Are you off to battle on Route 30? When you’re with Pokémon, going 
anywhere is fun,” she said. 
 
The fuzzy Pokémon sat on the girl’s shoulder and sniffed inside her ear; she 
shrieked and continued playing as if she had never spoken to Ethan. He smiled and 
headed optimistically for Route 30. 
 
The forested trail felt appealing to Ethan after his Cherrygrove venture. 
The afternoon sun provided a relaxing level of light and warmth. He heard excited 
voices ahead down the grassy trail. 
 
     “......Quick...” 
  
Ethan made out a call from a young boy ahead. He quickened his pace. He 
withdrew the miniaturised Pokéball from his pocket and pressed the button at its 
centre. The ball expanded in dimensions, quadrupling its volume. He clicked the 
button a second time. Sapphire light accompanied by a high pitched whirring was 
emitted from the ball.  
 
     “It’s a trainer battle, Tim.”  
 
Cyndaquil made small murmuring sounds as it waddled along next to Ethan’s feet. 
 
     “Rattata, use Quick Attack again.”  
 
Ethan heard the commands, now in ear shot of the battle. He saw a small picket 
sign with various small plants colonized around its border: ‘Route 30’. The path 
was largely grassy, with small crushed stone interspersed amongst the grass. Ethan 



walked up the path observing the small stones, ‘maybe this was previously an ancient 
river that led to the sea at Cherrygrove,’ he wondered. ‘Or maybe the rocks were dumped here 
to signify a path’, he considered. 
 
Ethan and Timon seemed to be following the only path available, however the 
sounds of the battle seemed to be growing dimmer. A young trainer came 
crunching down the path ahead of them.  
 
     “Hey, haha. You seem a bit lost. Where are you headed?” the trainer inquired. 
 
     “Mr. Pokémon’s house,” Ethan replied. 
 
     “Mr. Pokémon’s house? That’s just a bit further up this path, second shack you 
pass.  Keep on track and you can’t miss it.” 
 
Ethan and his Cyndaquil walked comfortably and independently through the 
forest. They spotted a small cottage with dozens of small trees and shrubs bearing 
myriad different coloured berries. Cyndaquil instinctively began trailing off towards 
the cottage with the fruitful yard.  
 
     “Tim…”  
 
Ethan jogged ahead and scooped the Fire Pokémon from under his belly. 
Although suspended, Cyndaquil continued the walking progression towards the 
berries; its small legs paddling through thin air. 
 
     “I’ll get you something to eat soon,” Ethan acknowledged. 
 
He placed the Pokémon against his side with his hind legs stationed rigidly on his 
hip. 
 
Just ahead, the pair noticed a small Bug Pokémon behaving strangely on the side of 
the path in the thicker grass. It made bizarre sounds, weaving between clumps of 
grass. It was comparable to a foot-long green caterpillar; it had large lifeless eyes 
and a protruding pair of red antennae. Ethan was simultaneously concerned and 
uninterested with the strange behaviour and so arced his route around the small 
Pokémon.  
 
He continued on, walking until he saw a small letterbox with ‘Mr. Pokémon’ 
stencilled on the side. He proceeded towards the house and knocked softly on the 
door. 
 
     “It’s open!” a muffled yell exclaimed from inside. 
 



Ethan walked inside and was momentarily taken aback by the two elderly 
gentlemen seated comfortably on a lounge, observing his entry. 
 
     “Well hello there,” said one of the men. 
 
     “Take a seat Ethan,” said the other, who wore a worn out fedora and thick grey 
moustache. “This is what you have been sent to collect,” said the man with the hat, 
motioning towards the egg on the table. “It’s a Pokémon egg,” he added with a 
grin. 
 
Ethan saw the egg, it was white with strange red and blue patterns spaced 
sporadically over its surface. Ethan was nonplussed with the specimen. He wasn’t 
aware that Pokémon produced eggs; in fact, he had largely not considered either 
end of a Pokémon’s life cycle. He also considered the possibility of the egg in front 
of him coming from another source or being a fake – like a movie prop or 
something. The tone that Professor Elm used to describe Mr. Pokémon indicated 
to Ethan that any of those possibilities were equally likely. 
 
Ethan took a seat facing the gentlemen and shifted Timon onto his lap. Mr. 
Pokémon lifted himself from the lounge and walked to the kitchen. 
 
     “What a creature you have here, young man!” Oak exclaimed. 
 
     “Yes! This is a Cyndaquil; Elm discovered this timid species just recently.  His 
discovery hasn’t had the chance to get through the science community. As you 
might guess, he is a Fire-Typed Pokémon.”  
 
     “I can tell,” nodded and smiled Oak. 
 
     “We don’t yet know how many evolutionary stages he has.”  
 
Ethan awkwardly retrieved a folded piece of paper from his pocket.  
 
     “Dorsovulcan timere, or ‘Timon’ for short,” Ethan said. 
 
Cyndaquil rested on Ethan’s lap. The mention of both his Latin and nickname 
caused his head to lift in inquiry. 
 
     “Ha, a volcano on his back has he, eh? I can already tell that you two are going 
to be great partners, considering you have known each other less than a day and 
this supposedly timid Pokémon is sitting comfortably with you; this says many 
things.”  
 
Oak looked away from Ethan and munched pensively on a large piece of berry. 



 
     “...The egg came from the couple working at the day-care centre,” echoed Mr. 
Pokémon’s voice, increasing in clarity as he re-entered the room from the kitchen.  
 
     “The couple knew me as a phenomena aficionado and knew no one else in the 
biology field. I instantly knew that this was part of Professor Elm’s research and so 
contacted him as soon as I received the specimen,” informed Mr. Pokémon. 
 
     “Yes, Elm’s expertise is becoming quite renowned, especially after his last suite 
of papers. Elm presented a number of striking, testable hypotheses for the trigger 
of Pokémon evolution and made some thought provoking, albeit speculative, 
claims as to the origins and purpose of Pokémon evolution. What’s more is: he 
suggested that Pokémon species that do not explicitly evolve may potentially 
undergo discrete, developmental changes earlier in their development – possibly in 
a previously unobserved stage. This egg may hold the secret to a more complete 
understanding of Pokémon development and may even shed light on the 
metamorphosis of Pokémon species that do not normally evolve!” exclaimed Oak. 
 
Through his obvious excitement of this new field of study, Professor Oak had to 
compose himself. 
  
Mr. Pokémon set a small plate-full of Pokémon food onto the ground. 
Cyndaquil made small whimpering and grunting sounds in response to the food. 
He jumped from Ethan’s lap and hopped to the floor. 
 
     “Thanks!” said Ethan. 
 
Mr. Pokémon handed Ethan a plate with a croissant cut in half that steamed with 
heat. 
 
     “I heard you were running this errand for Elm so I thought I’d stick around.” 
said Oak. 
 
     “Elm must have known that you would train this Pokémon in a natural setting, 
and I can see he made a wise choice; you seem to be very dependable. Would you 
like to help me out too? This is a Pokédex.” 
 
Oak withdrew a small electronic booklet which shone metallic red and seemed 
brand new. Various green and blue lights adorned the outer face of the machine, as 
well as a distinct speaker on the front. 
 
     “...It is essentially a high-tech encyclopaedia. Professor Elm’s dream is to 
understand Pokémon evolution more completely. My dream however, is to learn 
about the diversity of Pokémon, and to catalogue the vast number of species that 



inhabit this world. That is why I invented this. I would like you to travel with 
Timon and catalogue all the Pokémon you meet – this machine will capture lots of 
data and transmit it to my laboratory for analysis.” 
 
Oak handed the Pokédex to Ethan.  
 
     “I’d love to!” Said Ethan emphatically.  
 
     “Fantastic! Well, I really must be going. This is my second goodbye, another 
plate of berries later.  Thank you Mr. Pokémon – I will be seeing you soon I hope, 
maybe you could drop by the lab,” offered Oak. 
 
He stood and smiled at Ethan.  
 
     “...And I hope to get data of some marvellous Pokémon – I’m counting on you. 
I’m off to do my radio show at Goldenrod later this evening.” 
 
     “Are you going back to Professor Elm’s right away Ethan?” Asked Mr. 
Pokémon. 
 
     “Yes,” said Ethan. 
 
     “Great, well I’ll quickly heal your Cyndaquil.” 
 
     “Return Tim,” Ethan withdrew the Pokéball from his belt. 
 
Cyndaquil lifted his head from the plate before becoming engulfed in the crimson 
light of the Pokéball. 
 
Mr. Pokémon took the ball from Ethan. He placed it in a machine on his desk 
which began to hum. He walked Professor Oak to the door and spoke to him at a 
volume inaudible to Ethan. 
 
     “Goodbye, nice to meet you Ethan,” Oak called as he began to walk down the 
driveway. 
 
Mr. Pokémon returned to Ethan with Cyndaquil’s Pokéball. He also held a large 
glass box with various gas exchange apparatuses attached to the lid. He gingerly 
picked up the egg from the table and placed it within the glass egg case; the lid and 
base firmly clamped the egg securely inside the container. 
 
     “I’ve been working on this contraption ever since I first laid my eyes upon this 
egg,” explained Mr. Pokémon, “it allows the normal inflow and outflow of oxygen 
and carbon dioxide as well as moderating the amount of light that penetrates the 



glass depending on the internal temperature and humidity. It’s also quite 
sturdy...but that doesn’t mean that you shouldn’t be careful with it. There may be 
an undiscovered species within this egg, but whatever it is; it’s still a fragile 
embryo.” 
 
Mr. Pokémon stood next to the door way holding Cyndaquil’s Pokéball and the 
egg case in arms outstretched. Ethan stood and slipped his shining new Pokédex 
into his pocket. 
 
     “Thank you for the croissant and Pokéfood, Mr. Pokémon.  I’ll get this egg 
straight to Professor Elm!” 
 
     “I look forward to hearing what he has to say,” smiled Mr. Pokémon, “have a 
nice evening Ethan – I’m sure we’ll meet again soon!” 
 
Ethan walked out into the afternoon air. The light was now tinged with orange and 
the air was thinner and cooler. He walked from Mr. Pokémon’s driveway. As he 
walked down the path he noticed a shining object in the grass. He approached the 
item and noticed it was a lost antidote bottle; ‘may as well’, thought Ethan, placing 
the antidote into his backpack. 
 
Ethan heard a shocking squeal up ahead through the foliage. A second cry got 
stifled by an aggressive hoot. Ethan began to run ahead. He spotted the confused 
Caterpie from earlier; it was spiralling around on the ground.  A dark streak came 
darting from a nearby tree branch and slammed into the Bug Pokémon sending it 
rolling through the grass. A carnivorous bird Pokémon landed near the injured 
Caterpie. It hopped over towards the foot-long Bug, loomed over it and began 
clicking its beak expectantly. 
 
Ethan remembered his task, he swiftly whipped out his Pokédex and flipped open 
its front face. The screen instantly lit up and came to life. Oak must have prepped 
the machine for a moment like this. Ethan aimed the Pokédex at the bird.      A 
robotic voice began:  
 
     “Hoothoot, the Owl Pokémon. Hoothoot stands on one leg, but uses both its 
powerful eyes to see clearly even through the darkest night.”  
 
Ethan flapped the Pokédex close. The bird Pokémon placed its single talon into 
the side of the injured Bug. A high pitched squeal blasted from the Caterpie. Ethan 
felt horrified imagining the scene about to unfold. He panicked and threw his 
Pokéball over to the two Pokémon and placed the egg case gingerly on the ground 
next to him. 
 
Cyndaquil shot out of the Pokéball in a bright blue light. 



 
     “Cyndaquil use Tackle!” Ethan commanded.  
 
Cyndaquil launched towards the Hoothoot without hesitation – the Hoothoot 
fluttered backwards away from its prey and let out a fierce screech. It leaned its 
head back, and then came darting towards Cyndaquil’s face with its beak. The 
powerful peck knocked Cyndaquil in the side of the skull and caused the small 
Pokémon to recoil in pain. 
 
     “Cyndaquil, dodge and use Leer!” 
 
Cyndaquil jumped backwards and got some distance before letting out a shrill cry 
towards Hoothoot. With the bird Pokémon momentarily stunned, Cyndaquil 
struck forwards – hitting the Hoothoot once more. With its sudden increase in 
dominance, Timon threw his body into the much larger Hoothoot again.  
 
Ethan noticed harsh smoke drifting from the fur on Cyndaquil’s back. Cyndaquil 
darted around the stunned bird, placing itself between it and the injured Caterpie. 
Timon turned and released a small plume of smoke into the face of the Hoothoot.  
 
Ethan could no longer see any of the Pokémon. The smoke sat low, obscuring all 
of the movement. An optimistically melodic tune emitted from Ethan’s wrist – his 
Pokégear lit up, ‘Professor Elm calling’. Ethan glanced down from the battle and 
pressed receive. 
 
     “Ethan, it’s a disaster, it’s all over! Could you get back here as fast as possible? I 
hope to goodness you know what’s happened...”  
 
Elm’s hysterical face on the Pokégear got Ethan’s heart pumping powerfully in his 
chest. The Pokégear screen dulled as Elm hung up erratically. Ethan quickly leant 
and lifted the egg container. He looked up at the Pokémon ahead; Cyndaquil was 
casually looking up into the branches overhead. In the direction of Cyndaquil’s 
gaze, Ethan spotted the Hoothoot perched one-footedly on a large branch with the 
lifeless Caterpie pinned under its talons. The Hoothoot bobbed its head down and 
up again – flinging a piece of Caterpie from its beak, through the air, and down 
towards Cyndaquil. Ethan quickly retrieved his Pokéball, returned Cyndaquil and 
began to run. 
 
The Sun’s light was diminishing rapidly as the boy ran through the forest towards 
Cherrygrove town. Through blurry eyes he saw the path fork slightly.  One of the 
routes was impeded by thick, thigh-high grasses and the other inclined slightly. 
Ethan bolted up the smoother path, launching his legs powerfully forward. The 
inclined route came to a jarring ledge – a 6 foot drop – Ethan had too much 
momentum to hesitate. He took a final fleeting step off the ground, embraced the 



egg container to his chest and leapt down the enormous ledge.  His feet slammed 
into the ground below. He felt the pang of nerves in his feet as he carried on 
jogging. The egg remained upright, secure in its housing.  
 
He saw the lights of the buildings from Cherrygrove up ahead. His Pokégear began 
to ring once again, it was his mum. Ethan ignored the call as he would be home 
soon anyway and had to reach Elm swiftly. He emerged from Route 30 and jogged 
swiftly through the town centre, en route to Elm’s lab.  
 
There was minimal daylight left as Ethan approached the entrance to Route 29, 
leading to New Bark Town. He slowed to enter the dark path when he spotted a 
figure approaching hurriedly in the opposite direction. Ethan slowed some more, 
the dim forest path required Ethan’s eyes to adjust after the bright lights of the 
town – the figure walked swiftly up to Ethan. He realised in a shock that it was the 
suspicious character from the side of the lab from earlier. A split second later, the 
man slammed both of his palms into Ethan’s shoulders, sending him flying 
backwards through the air. Ethan slammed onto the ground along with the egg 
case which rolled violently backwards. Ethan scurried to get up again, the sound of 
his heart pounded in his ears as his body fought to garner more oxygen. 
 
     “Giving a rare Pokémon to a weed like you...what a waste.” 
 
The man’s long red hair swayed as he walked towards Ethan. He lunged forward 
and twisted his fist around Ethan’s t-shirt collar and shook him. 
 
     “Don’t you get what I’m saying?” he said through clenched teeth, “give me 
your Pokémon or I’ll mess you up!”  
 
He launched Ethan backwards, leaned back for a millisecond before striking 
forward with a round punch towards Ethan’s head. The horrified boy ducked and 
narrowly dodged the fist. Ethan instinctively reached for his Pokéball and threw it 
at his attacker. The shining blue light radiated from the ball as a Cyndaquil-shaped 
silhouette landed on the ground. The moment Cyndaquil’s feet touched the grass 
he pounced upwards, striking the attacker under the ribs. The attacker stumbled 
back; a card fell from his top pocket onto the ground. 
 
     “Totodile!” He yelled fiercely.  
 
The aggressor threw his Pokéball towards Cyndaquil. 
 
     “Scratch!” 
 
The Pokéball hit the ground with a tink before cracking open and emitting its 
internal light. The small, blue crocodilian Pokémon snarled at Ethan’s Cyndaquil 



and stepped swiftly forward, swinging its sharply clawed arm down Cyndaquil’s 
side. 
 
     “Tim, dodge his scratches and use Tackle!” Ethan commanded – his voice 
trembled through adrenaline.  
 
Totodile stepped towards Timon and swiped again, Timon adeptly side stepped the 
attack and slammed his head into the side of Totodile’s jaws. Totodile squelched in 
shock.  
 
     “Tim, use Leer!”  
 
Cyndaquil barked ferociously towards the attacking Totodile, using the fleeting 
moment to strike forward again while the Totodile was stunned. The final tackle 
knocked Totodile whirling backwards in a spray of water. 
 
The red haired character stared shocked at his defeated Pokémon on the ground. 
Ethan, whose eyes had adjusted to the low light, glanced up at the face of his 
enemy. The man sensed Ethan’s glaring and looked straight towards him. 
  
     “I’m going to find and train the hardest Pokémon in the world, and then I’ll 
come and find you and anybody else who has messed me over. I’ll sort them out 
for good.”  
 
The low level of light produced plunging shadows on the man’s face, giving him an 
inhuman appearance as he threatened Ethan.  
 
     “Return Totodile!”  
 
Red light shot out to consume the still crocodilian Pokémon on the ground. The 
attacker stepped towards Tim and lifted his leg violently backwards.  Tim exploded 
a plume of smoke from his back and darted forward moments before the man’s leg 
came plummeting through the smoke with an intense kick. Having felt no foot 
contact with the small Pokémon, the attacker used the chance of the Smokescreen 
to dash from the scene in a mortified rage.  
 
     “You just saved my life, Tim!” Ethan said as he slumped to the ground.  
 
The boy sank forward onto his knees and began to cry in shock. Cyndaquil trotted 
towards his trainer, but was intercepted with the returning light of his Pokéball.  
Ethan sat in the darkness of twilight for a minute or two before noticing a small 
plastic card sitting in the soil near him. 
 



After he had summoned the energy to stand, Ethan trudged back through Route 
29 to New Bark Town with the specimen for Professor Elm securely in his 
possession. 
 
His hometown came into sight as he passed through the final bracket of trees. A 
flashing blue and red light rotated from Professor Elm’s laboratory. As Ethan 
approached, he noticed that a police car was parked in the driveway. Professor Elm 
and his aide stood speaking with the policeman. Elm spotted Ethan and walked 
briskly over to meet him. 
 
     “Somebody stole one of our newly discovered Pokémon…” he paused, “are 
you alright Ethan?” Professor Elm’s indignant tone melted to concern. 
 
     “I just saw Totodile. Some psycho has him and he almost bashed the crap out 
of me too,” Ethan panted through tired breaths. 
 
     “Oh my god!” Elm gasped, “what did he look like?” 
 
Ethan put his hand into his pocket and slid out the small card. 
 
     “He dropped his driver’s licence...” 
 
     “...I’ve never seen this man before,” said Elm concentrating on the photo.  
 
The policeman reached the pair and was handed the driver’s licence. 
Ethan handed the glass egg container to the professor’s aide.  Elm’s eyes had been 
fixated on the case since he realised its presence, and his stare followed the object 
as it was passed to the aide.  
 
Ethan heard dashing footsteps from down the road.  He looked passed the aide 
and spotted his mum hurrying over. 
 
The police officer stood taking notes from Ethan’s recollection as his mother 
sniffled and held him tightly. The rotating siren atop the police vehicle cast blue 
and red light on their faces as they huddled. 
 
  



Chapter 4 

The World of Pokémon  
 
     “What time is it?” Ethan asked as bright morning sunlight irritated his eyes. 
 
     “11 AM,” his mum assured maternally. She stood in the doorway. “I’ve been 
speaking to Professor Elm all morning, about what the criminal said to you, about 
your new Pokémon partner, and the Pokédex that Professor Oak gave you. I think 
you should drop by his lab when you get up, Elm’s,” she said sombrely with a 
veneered happy tone.  
 
She walked slowly downstairs. 
 

*     *     * 
 
Ethan walked up the stairs towards Elm’s lab. He heaved the doors.      
 
     “Ethan! This is most certainly a Pokémon egg, what a discovery!”  
 
Elm walked over enthusiastically to Ethan and placed his hand kindly on his 
shoulder. 
 
     “With this new discovery, we’re going to be busy for years! I hear Oak gave you 
a Pokédex; you are one lucky boy. He has a phenomenal talent for spotting 
Pokémon masters.” 
 
Professor Elm stepped back and surveyed Ethan over. 
 
     “You do, you most certainly do have the potential to become a great Pokémon 
trainer. What do you say, are you interested in challenging the eight gym leaders of 
the Johto region and becoming a champion? You can use Timon as your first 
partner; you may even encounter our Totodile again.” 
 
Although Ethan had arrived home the night before devoid of energy and fell 
asleep immediately; the mortal threat of his attacker had pervaded all of his 
thoughts and dreams up to this moment. Each of Ethan’s imaginary scenarios in 
which he encountered the man again ended horrifically. The only thought which 
made Ethan feel safe was his Pokémon: Cyndaquil. 
      
     “...And with your Pokédex,” Elm continued, “you can collect lots of 
information on all of the wonderful species you’ll encounter.” 
 
Ethan had already made up his mind. 
 



     “I’m doing it,” he said resolutely, “I’m going to become a Pokémon master and 
travel the Johto region.” 
 
     “I’m glad you said that,” smiled Elm, “we’re right behind you, make sure to see 
your mum before you set off,” cautioned Elm. 
 
Ethan turned to walk for the door. Professor Elm’s laboratory assistant dashed 
over to intercept him.  
 
     “You’re a brave young man and I envy the experience you’re about to have...” 
nodded the aide, “you’ll need these.”  
 
The man rolled 5 shining, compressed Pokéballs into Ethan’s hand. Ethan felt 
suddenly like an empowered man – he imagined the strength and marvels that the 
balls would come to contain.  
 
     “Good luck,” said the lab assistant before striding back to his desk. 
 
Ethan opened the laboratory doors and stood tall, surveying his small town from 
atop the lab stairs. The sun shone bright and the crisp air blew against his face, 
Ethan smiled. 
 
 
 
 
 
 


