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A New Friend


It took me a while to realize that this was the worst way for Professor Rowan to wake up, so, still holding tight onto the egg, I walked around the shelves, looking through the assorted pokèballs. “Ah, here we go, let’s hope you’re in a good mood, for once…Machoke, up and at ‘em.” Pressing the button, and tossing the ball, a flow of white energy surged out, taking the form of a tall, muscular, blue Pokèmon known as Machoke.

The large beast walked over and stood next to me, standing almost as tall as I, “How you doin’, champ?” I looked down at the blue-fleshed Pokèmon, hoping it was happy, turned out that it was, “Ma-machoke!” The beast smiled up at me, “Well, I guess you’ve had a nice, really long rest, I am sorry about last time though…I need a touch of help, do you think you could carry the professor to his bed?”

Without a sound, Machoke walked over to the limp, unconscious body of Rowan, picking him up with ease and carrying him off down the hallway, “Wonder what made him so happy. . .” Walking slowly, I followed the Pokèmon into Professor Rowan’s room, tucking in the blankets around his form, before standing at the end of the bed, giving Machoke a quick hug, “Thank you.”

I was hugged in return, and it was surprisingly gentle for such a powerful beast, “Are you ready to go back? Or do you want to watch over the professor with me?” Machoke pushed me towards the door, grunting softly, “You want to be, alone?” Looking up, I received a nod in reply, “You sure you can take care of him without me?” Another nod, “Well, I guess, I do need to take the egg back. Are you sure you don’t need company, I could let Rose out, or maybe another one of the Pokèmon.” 


He pointed to the door as he carefully sat on a small stool, the wood legs creaking under his weight, “Oh, fine then, be like that. Take good care of him, I’ll be back in a bit.” The Machoke gave me a slight smile, and I walked out the front entrance, carefully treading the soft dirt, “I hope he wakes up soon, maybe if he learns I saved, his life, he’ll tell me what you are, little guy?” I let out a gentle chuckle, “No he wouldn’t, Rowan is stern in his ways, I can’t wait until you hatch.”


The egg shook weakly, forcing me to hold it a bit tighter, “Oh, come on now, don’t be like that. We’ll be back at the cabin in no time, and you’ll be right in your incubator.” Saying that, I spotted the wooden walls of the cabin, the dim light within, “Oh, did I forget to turn that off again?”


My hand grasped the knob on the door, and it pushed open without me having to turn it, “Huh?” ‘Maybe I hadn’t left the light on…but  no one else is around, who could’ve turned it on?’ The thought crept in my mind, and I took a peek around the door. With a quick glance around the room, I spotted no one. “Anyone there?”


A jet of water pulsed into my face, slamming me out the door and onto the ground. Within moments, a small Buizel jumped onto my chest, snarling. “What?! Where did you come from?” The otter-like Pokèmon pointed a paw at me, “Bui-b-bui!” Water rushed from its maw, slamming me in the face again. Doing what I had to, I rolled over, gripping the egg and pressing myself against the Buizel, “I didn’t do anything, and I don’t want to hurt you. This is my Cabin, now, explain yourself!”


The small Pokèmon whimpered, shouting in it’s strange speech, “Bui, b-bui, Buizel bui!” Though I couldn’t quite understand it, the growling stomach from the beast told me what was going on, “If you wanted food, you didn’t have to break in, you could’ve waited.” ‘Hmm…I wonder how it knew how to turn on a light…or open a door for that matter. Maybe it’s not a wild Pokèmon.’

I let myself up, and picked up the Buizel, “My name is Derek, sorry for that…But, you did attack first.” Carefully, I brushed off the dirt, and examined the Pokèmon carefully, which he didn’t seem to mind, “You’re fairly young, aren’t you? Brave, and intelligent, are you wild?” The Buizel raised his paw to his chin, tilting his head, “Bui?”


Letting out a slight chuckle, I led him inside, “I guess that answers my question…You seem quite used to people for a wild Pokèmon. And you seem to know how things work around here.” Pointing to a chair, I walked over to the incubator, “If you’d just wait a bit, I need to take care of this first.”


I heard another, “Bui?” sound from behind me, and though he was confused, the Buizel hopped up on the chair and waited. I took a quick glance back, before lifting the glass and setting the egg back in the incubator. With a grinding whirr, the inside of the device reset itself to best suit the egg.


Within the incubator, the egg gave a slight shake, and I heard a soft voice from behind me, “This one better not try to catch me too. . .” I gave a startled jump, glancing rapidly around the room. But, there was only the egg, the Buizel, and me…no one else. “Huh?” I scratched my head a bit, quite confused as I leaned back over the egg.


It gave another quick shake, the voice sounding again, “This human is really weird…kind of funny too. . .” This time my gaze went straight to the Buizel on the chair, “W-was that…you?” The Pokèmon tilt his head in confusion, letting out a gentle, “Bui?” I scratched my head again, shifting a bit closer, “I could swear…that voice came from you.”

A rattle echoed from the incubator now behind me, “What is this boy talking about? I can’t speak human…unless, he can understand me.” I creeped closer to the small otter-like creature, “Well, I can understand you…somehow.” I glanced back at the egg, where it lay motionlessly in the incubator…“A link…A bond…that’s what Professor Rowan said. Did he mean a bond between me, and Pokèmon?”

As I stared off in the distance, lost in thought, a gentle spray of water almost knocked me off balance. With a quick shake of my head, I came to, looking at the Buizel with a smile, “Thanks.” He nodded his head, “Bui.” The water jogged my thoughts, causing me to remember why the Pokèmon was there in the first place. I rushed to the fridge, pulling out a box of poffins, “Rowan made these, for when my egg hatched, but I guess you can have some.”

The egg rattled a little, less than normal, “Seems like it doesn’t mind. Come over and have some.” I poured some of the poffins into a small bowl, and set it on the ground, hearing a soft “Bui?” I let out a slight chuckle, “Now, I know you can understand me, you’ve obviously  been around people enough.”

 Somewhat hesitantly, the Pokèmon hopped out of the chair, slowly making his way towards the bowl, “Poffins are like bread, a more effective type of Pokèblock, made completely out of berries, I’m sure you’ll like them. These are specific to water-types, the Professor gave me a complete type assortment, likely so I couldn’t narrow it down.” As the Buizel sniffed at the bowl, I went over to unpack my bag, I had some food on the bottom.
Pulling the empty Pokèballs off the top of the back, a shot of water hit the wall in front of me, followed by the angry shouts of the Buizel, “Bui…Bui Bui!” He was pointing at the Pokèballs, which I quickly tossed onto the bed, “I’m not going to try and catch you…but now I know why you know about people, and understand us. I can only assume it’s happened a lot, trainers trying to catch you. I’m actually surprised you warmed up to me so quickly, trusted me.”

A rattle sounded from the incubator, the egg shaking rapidly, though, this time the air seemed to grow thicker. The Buizel sat down, watching me carefully, “Because, your voice was honest…when you apologized, it was sincere. But now that I know, you have…those, I’m not so sure.” I moved away from the bed, looking at the incubator, and the egg held within, “So, it is the egg. . .” 

My gaze drifted back to the Buizel, “Yes, I am a trainer, so I have Pokèballs. But, I would never catch you against your will. I always try and stop others from doing it around here. I’d prefer not to catch a wild Pokèmon, until they got to know me, befriend me. I thought you were going to be my friend, but now…you hate me.” 
I grabbed onto the incubator in attempt to stop the egg from shaking, I didn’t want to hear anymore from the Buizel. But, the egg wouldn’t stop, whatever slept inside insisted on us resolving this, “I don’t hate you…yes, I don’t trust you as much, but your words still speak true, can we at least, eat still?” I nodded towards the small Pokèmon, smiling weakly as I pulled the food from the bottom of my bag.

The sound of our voiceless chewing drifted through the cabin, an akward silence thickened the air, and the egg finally settled. I chuckled quietly to myself, ‘I just had an argument, with a wild Buizel…that’s, completely normal, isn’t it?’ After I had finished, I silently picked up a cloth and began to wipe the dust gathering on the incubator, not wanting too much heat to get trapped within.
I heard silence, as the young Buizel finished his meal of Poffins, followed by a soft clattering of claws on wood as he crept closer. When he neared, the egg shook weakly again, “So…what’s inside there?” The Pokèmon asked, about the egg of course. I had assumed he knew what the incubator was for, and I looked down at him, “Not sure…but whatever it is, it’s going to be my starter.”

The Buizel looked up at me, “Starter?” I chuckled, pulling a clean cloth out of my bag and wiping the crumbs off him, “I should’ve gotten one years ago, but something happened…A starter is a Pokèmon that a trainer begins their journey with. Usually it’s one of the three main types: Chimchar, Piplup, or Turtwig. But, apparently the Professor, he decided that I would start with this egg, I found it shortly after that…something, had happened.”
I gasped slightly, as the small creature jumped onto me, hugging me warmly, “I can feel sadness…I’m sorry for whatever happened. I’m here for you, but I must be leaving before sunrise, I have to make sure no one takes my den.” Carefully, I hugged the little creature back, “I’ll be here if you ever want to return, and remember, this can be your home too.”
“Bui…buiiii…” the Pokèmon sounded, the egg had stopped its shaking, inherently removing my ability to understand what Buizel said. I gave him a little smile, before he ran out the door, performing an aqua jet to rush across the forest, “Be safe…”

The sun peeked in warmly through the window, the day fading, and the night rising. I decided now would be a good time to get some sleep. With the incubator resting at the side of my bed, and the darkness creeping across the sky, I rested, wondering about my new friend, Buizel.
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