Quarantine

My eyes slowly opened from the rays of the sun beating down from through my open curtains.  I felt Pikachu by my feet, sleeping on the other side of my bed.  I rolled the covers off until they reached my waist, then I got up.  Carefully, as not to wake up Pikachu, I set the covers back.

I walked to my closet and pulled out my usual clothes- blue jeans, a black T-shirt, and the blue and white short-sleeve jacket.  I reached up at the small shelf at the top of the closet and got my hat.

I put it on while walking out the door, ready to start my morning routine in the bathroom.  Though at the same time, Misty ran out from her guest room still in her night clothes and with Togepi.  She glanced at me, then walked straight into the bathroom without a word.

I sighed, but for two reasons.  For one thing, I’d have to wait another thirty minutes just to take a simple shower.  For another, I like her.  I like her a lot.  Okay, I don’t like her, I love her.

I wish I could take her and smack her on the lips!  But I can’t- not with Brock and my mom here.  Brock would think I’m crazy, and Mom would probably scold me or something for doing such a thing.

I don’t even know she loves me.  Probably not… I mean, what are the odds of that?  You’d think that just because I love her, she’d automatically love me back.

I sighed again.  “Will this never end?” I asked myself out loud.

Just then, Brock walked out of his room.  Seeing me waiting by the bathroom door, he called out, “Is Misty in there?”

“I waited here first,” I replied to him.

“Gotcha,” he said pointing at me with both fingers and thumbs up as a “yes” and walked down the stairs.

After a while, Misty came out of the bathroom.  She glanced at me again, then went back into her room to change into her day clothes I guess.

I quickly walked in and took my short shower.

I came down the steps afterwards and into the kitchen where Brock was helping my mom cook breakfast.

“Good morning, sweety,” said my mom.

“Morning,” I said simply and sat down at the table.

After a minute or so, Misty came down the steps.  Her ponytail was back in its diagonal position and she wore her regular clothes.  I wish she could have her hair down, though; she’d look really pretty.  Oh well, it’s her life, I don’t control it.

Misty sat down across from me, waiting for her breakfast.  Around thirty seconds later Brock set down two plates in front of us.

I quickly wolfed down the food, enjoying taste, even if it didn’t last long with it going down my throat so quickly.  Suddenly the phone rang and my mom picked it up.

“Hello?” she answered.

There was a slight pause before my mom spoke again.

“Yes, she’ll be here in a minute,” she set the phone on the table and turned to Misty, “Misty, your mother is on the phone.”

“Okay,” she said and got up.  Then picked up the phone, “Hi, Mom… huh?  Why?  …But I… oh… okay.  I love you too; goodbye.”

Misty hung up and turned to us.

“I have to go to my house… and stay there,” she said slowly.

I felt my heart break open like an arrow shot through my soul.

“For how long?” I asked in a worried tone.

“I’m not sure.  I think only temporarily,” she said.

I sighed in relief.

“When are you leaving?” asked my mom.

“My mom is picking me up right away,” she said and her eyes begun to water.

“Oh…” said my mom sadly, “Well, we’ll miss you very much, Misty,” she said and put an arm around her shoulder.

Misty put on a half-smile and just replied, “Hm.”

She quietly sat down and continued eating her breakfast, which had become half cold during the phone call.

I quietly stared at her and thought to myself, ‘Why does she have to leave?  No!  This must be a dream!  It just has to be!  She can’t just leave like this- not now!’

My train of thoughts were broken when she spoke, “What are you staring at?!”

I snapped out of it and looked at her one more second.  That second she glared back at me with a stern look on her face, and I quickly looked down at my food and started eating what was left of it.

From the corner of my eye I could see her put on a sad face, then continue eating.

About twenty minutes later we heard the blaring of a car horn outside.  My mom looked out the window, seeing a green car.

“Misty, your mother is here,” she said.

At this Misty frowned, but not as much as I did.  She stood up, picking up Togepi and walked to the door with her backpack.

“Goodbye Brock,” she said to him, “Goodbye, Mrs. Ketchum,” then she turned to me, “Bye, Ash,” she said quickly and softly, making me look away a  little by the way she said my name.

“Bye, Misty,” said Brock and my mom.

I looked up at Misty, and she looked back.

“Goodbye, Misty.  I’ll miss you a lot,” I said and she seemed a little surprised at my friendliness.

“Well, I better go.  I’m sure I have to go home for a very important reason,” she said, opened the door and walked out.

She was gone.

“Just like that,” I said in a whisper.

“Did you say something, Ash?” asked my mom.

I shook my head and stood up, “No.”

I peered out the window and saw the care drive away slowly at first.  I could see Misty in the back seat, and she looked back at me, mouthing out the words, “I’ll miss you too, Ash.”

A tear escaped my eye and I quickly ran up the stairs.  Pikachu ran into my room before I could close the door.  I plopped down on my bed and gave a long, deep sigh.

“Pika?” said Pikachu and he hopped onto my bed and peered down at me on my stomach.

“Hi, Pikachu,” I said in a bored tone.

“Pikapi(Ash/Satoshi), Pi pikachu pika pi pika Pikachu(Misty/Kasumi) chu pika.(Ash, I thought you’d be happy Misty is gone.)”

“Me happy Misty is gone?  Yeah right,” I said and turned my head to the side.

“Pika pi chu pika pikachu pi pika pi ‘Pika pi chu pikachu’ chu pikachu pika pika? (Then why did you always say stuff like ‘Then why not just leave’ or something like that?)”

“Yeah, I did say that, now I don’t.  The only times I said that to her was when we were still traveling from place to place.  It was in the past.  Not a very distant past, but it was still the past,” I replied.

Pikachu put on a sly face and said in a sing-song voice, “ Pi pika pika chupika pi pika pi.(And now you’ve grown to love her.)”

“Well, yes,” I replied and he face-faulted from my confession instead of a protest.

Pikachu got up again and sighed, “Piiiii…”

I continued, “I just hope I can at least visit her or something.”

“Pika, pi pikachu chu pika pikachu pika!  Pikapi pika pi pika pikachu chu pi chu pika pi chu.(Well, of course you can visit her!  You’d think she’s just leaving us for no reason at all.)

Though the little chat never exactly helped, and I stayed most of the next couple of weeks locked up in my room.  When I got really hungry, I’d sneak into the kitchen and grab something that would last me the rest of the day.

Most of the time I spent in my room I’d be arguing the muffled voices of my mom and Brock on weather or not I should stay inside or not.

Though one morning, I guess my mom found out what was eating me.

“Well, Misty’s mother called in a few days ago saying you could visit her and-”

At this I immediately got out of bed and unlocked and opened the door so quickly it almost broke of the hinges.

“-maybe you can stay for the night since they have guest rooms.”

“Guest rooms, her room, I don’t care!  When can I see her?!” I asked frantically.

“Well, since you seem so anxious to go, you can visit her…” I put on a wide grin, “…right after you eat breakfast.  You’ve barely eaten anything over the past two weeks!”

At this I rushed down the stairs and curved into the kitchen with Pikachu a few steps away.

In less then five seconds I had poured cereal and milk into a bowl and ate it all in about one gulp.

I threw the bowl and spoon in the sink just as my mom finished walking down the stairs.

“Done!” I said.

She laughed a little at this and slipped her feet in a pair of sandals.

“Okay, into the car,” she said.  

She opened the door and I zoomed out into the front yard with Pikachu at my heels.

“At least he’s getting a little fresh air,” I heard her say.

I tried opening the front passenger car door, but found it was locked so I waited as patiently as I could for her to come and unlock it.

She slipped in the key, turned it, and as soon as I heard a “click” I zipped into the car and plopped down in the seat.

My mom laughed again and asked hypothetically, “What’s the rush?”

I waited for Pikachu to get inside, then strapped my seat belt on.

“Hey,” I said as she started the engine, “why isn’t Brock coming?”

“Brock needs to take care of the house a little bit more.  He said he’d be visiting Misty sometime next week.”

“Oh,” was my only reply, “So we’re going to the Cerulean Gym, right?  Isn’t that also Misty’s home?”

She shook her head, “No, Misty has her own house about a block away from it.”

After about thirty minutes of quiet driving, I saw a pale tan and brown house that I suspected was her house since we started slowing down.

“Is that it?” I asked, pointing to the house.

“No, it’s the one to the left of it,” she said.

I looked one to the right and saw a one-story house with white and gray paint that sat on a more leveled piece of land like some of the others.  I looked at the address and it read “26, Highland Avenue”.

My mom parked in an empty space on the street that was relatively near the house.

I got out of the car and Pikachu followed me up the outside stairs.  Pikachu sniffed the air, knowing Misty’s scent was here.  I got up to the porch and my mom hurried up.  She rang the doorbell and after a small pause the door opened and I saw who must have been Misty’s mother.

“Hi,” said my mom, “Ash really wanted to see Misty, is today okay?”

“Oh, why of course,” she replied, “Come on in.”

I guess since they ignored me and just headed into the living room, they left it up to me to find where she was.

I took a quick glance at what I could see first.  The floor was wooden when you came in and it and it went on to the living room and dining room on the other side.  In front was the hallway which had a carpet.  In the small area I stood in there was a cabinet and a picture of a stork hung above it.  I walked into the hall and saw light coming through one of the doorways which let to the kitchen.  I looked on the other side, seeing pictures of Misty, her mother and father, and her sisters either alone or grouped.  Most of the pictures of Misty smiling were her alone, when in a group, she frowned and was often pushed to the side.

I past the first door, which was open, and it was just the guest room which I was probably going to stay in since I was looking more forward to staying over night. 

The second door I saw was closed and had small bits and pieces of stickers and tape still stuck on it from over the years.  It must have been her room and since it was closed, she must have been in it.

I slowly opened the door with shaky hands from longing to see her so much.  I cracked the door open ever so slowly so I could just take a small look to make sure she was in there and was in the correct mode and position for me to be allowed to see her.  I peered in through a 2 inch wide crack and saw Misty on her bed.

I could see only part of her eye and saw it was open, so she wasn’t asleep, but she couldn’t see me since she was more focused on whatever was in front of her.  I could also see Togepi napping away in a small woven basket by her bed.

“Misty?” I called out her name timidly.

Her ears perked up a little and she sat up.  She turned her head and saw me.

I looked back at her, but she didn’t look the same.  She looked a bit… ill.  She looked a little bit tired, but maybe she had a nightmare last night or something… her arms, and I guess her legs if they weren’t still under a cover, had a slightly lighter tone of color and looked a little weak, but who wouldn’t if they were cooped up in a house for two weeks?  I seemed just as soft.

“Ash?” she said back and got off her bead.

We both smiled, glad to see each other again.  Though I was a little unprepared for what she was going to do.  Misty walked up to me, and I thought it was just to say a better hello, but instead she kept on walking and I backed a way a little, but not as much to seem unfriendly.  I knew what she was going to do so I just made more room.

She wrapped her arms around me and rested her head on my shoulder.  I wasn’t sure what was going on here, but my arms  instinctively did the same.  We both slowly made our way in front of the kitchen and soon I was leaning against the wall, hugging her.

Her arms were so thin, but so warm and felt familiar, unlike a complete stranger in which if you touched him or her, he or she’d feel a bit strange.

Soon some thoughts rushed in my head, ‘I don’t want to let go, but does she want to let go?  What if I keep hugging her even though she wants to stop hugging me?  If I hug her and she wants to let go, she might think I’m kind of weird or loves her and maybe she doesn’t love me.  Though if I don’t hug her and this is more of a I’m-just-really-really-happy-to-see-you hug then she’ll think I’m heartless.’

Well, I suggested to myself that if she wants to let go she’d indicate that by taking her hands away just a little, so to let decide, I’ll just lightly hug her, and so I did.

She still kept the side of her face on my shoulder.  This seemed a little strange, though.  It went on for quite a while and she didn’t try to let go- she seemed to be getting a little more cozy, actually.  With this happening, I decided to hug her a little more normally then the unsure light hug and to my surprise she responded with a small squeeze.

Now another thought entered, ‘She’s getting a little too cozy, and this hug has lasted quite a while, or at least it seems.  Does this mean she loves me or what?’

We both heard footsteps and saw Misty’s mother walking through the pre-hall in between the living room and dining room so we both stopped what seemed like an hour’s worth of that nice little hug at the same time.  We both went in to Misty’s bedroom without saying a word.

I saw a clock that caught my attention since I needed to know just how long I was hugging Misty.

It took me about a minute’s worth finding her and we came at 11:45 AM.  If it took a minute to get to her then it would be 11:46.  Looking at the clock, I saw it was still 11:46 so I sighed under my breath.  That eternal hug wasn’t as long as I thought.

“I didn’t think you’d want to visit me,” said Misty while she closed the door and then sat down on her bed.

“Well of course I’d want to visit you!” I almost felt like giving her an even bigger and longer hug, but remembered how her reaction might be if she didn’t love me.  “It’s not like I hate you.  It’s too bad Brock will have to come sometime next week.”

“It’s okay.  I miss him,” she paused as Pikachu hopped onto her lap and she chuckled, “and I missed you too, Pikachu.”

“Pika!” he said happily.

She looked over to me, “But I missed fighting with you a lot.”

I blushed a small bit, but she didn’t notice.  I knew it was just a joke, but the way she said it made me ponder more if she loved me or not.  Also, what she said about us fighting makes me wonder how we got this far in seeing each other without breaking into another fight.  And she seemed a little more timid and careful and well, not really the way she usually acts.  Oh well, maybe seeing a person you didn’t see in a long time makes you want to make the best of it.  She keeps looking at me strangely like I’m somebody else.

“So,” she said, “what’s been going on at your place that I’ve missed?”

Ack.  How could I answer this when all I did was stay in my room doing nothing?

“Well, nothing much.  But I can tell you it hasn’t been the same without somebody to fight with,” I replied.

“And it’s certainly hard not to pick a fight with you, Ash,” she said.

For a moment I wondered why she didn’t beat me up from the remark, but seeing her frail arms, I guessed why.

“Hey…” I said.

She laughed, and seeing such a rare Misty face made me laugh too.  Soon we were both laughing.

Then we heard the door open, seeing both Misty and my mom and we stopped laughing.

“I was wondering why I was hearing laughing instead of screaming,” said my mother.

The two started their own giggling and started talking about nonsense more, closing the door behind them.

‘Thanks for ruining the moment,’ I thought to myself.

The rest of the day we spent chatting, gradually getting to a different subject.  Lunch was brought to us, so we still talked while eating.

Then, right before dinner, Misty asked me a question a I was really not prepared for.

“So, Ash, are you going to be leaving today or staying for the night?” she asked.

I gulped.  I really, really, really wanted to sleep over with her, but saying yes might make her think I love her, and then we have the same problem again.  I had to take a chance- I just had to.

“Well, if you don’t mind, I was thinking of staying over night,” I said nervously.

I was extremely glad when she took it as I wanted, “Okay!  We have a couple guest bedrooms for you to sleep in.”

We both smiled as agreement.  I must have been the happiest boy alive!  Having a day of no fights with Misty was like catching all 150 pokemon.  No, maybe even better.  It was certainly an odd day for this to happen, though.

Just then, the door opened and Misty’s mother peered in.

“Dinner is ready, you two.  Can you come into the dining room?”

We both nodded and followed her down the hall and into the room across the living room.

“I guess my sisters will be here soon,” said Misty, a little sadly.

I looked at her, wondering why she said this so bluntly.

“They always come right before dinner,” she said after a small pause.

As if, well, almost on timing they came in as we entered the pre-hall.

“Like, hello everybody!” they all chimed in.

I sensed Misty backing over behind me.

“Hello, Daisy, Lily, Violet,” said their mother, “We have visitors today.”

They saw my mom smiling as a hello to them, and they immediately saw me.

“Why, Little Sister!  You’re boyfriend, like, decided to visit,” Daisy teased.

The other two giggled a little before Lily spoke, “Is he, like, going to be sleeping over?”

I started to get a little nervous by their teasing and giggling about it, but Misty became… almost became herself.

“He’s not my boyfriend!  And so what if he’s staying for the night, he’ll be in the guest room,” she said.

“Now, now, Baby Sister,” began Daisy, waving a finger.

“Don’t deny all of this right in front of him.  Now come on, we need to eat dinner before it gets cold,” finished Violet.

And with that they walked into the dining room talking about nonsense.

“Rrrrrrr…” Misty began to growl through gritted teeth and stomped lightly to her seat.

During dinner, my mom usually asked Misty questions and sometimes she was about to ask something about her staying at her own house instead of mine, but would abruptly stop herself.  This now made me curious of why exactly Misty was staying here.

“Well,” said Misty, “I’m done,” she said and put the plate and silverware in the kitchen sink, then headed into her room.

I felt a bit silly to just sit there without her if the main reason I came here was to visit her.

“Ehh, I’m full.  Can’t eat another bite,” I lied and went into the kitchen, scraped the food into the garbage disposal, set the plate in the sink and went over to her doorway with Pikachu perched on my shoulder.

I knocked lightly and said, “Misty, can I come in?”

“Hmmhmm; sure,” she called back.

I turned the door knob and when the door was open enough Pikachu hopped down and into her room.

I saw her on her bed, playing with Togepi with her back towards me.  When she heard my walk in, she stood up and set Togepi down.

I sat down on her bed.

“I have a question for you, Misty,” I said to her.

She sat down next to me and looked at me as a “what?”

“I was just wondering why you’re staying here in the first place,” I said to her, fidgeting with a loose thread that was popping up from the bed spread.

Misty seemed to look a  little worried, but answered, “Well, I suppose I should tell you, since there’s no meaning in staying here for no reason.”

“So?”

“Well, at first even I wasn’t sure why I was going to be ‘isolated from everybody’, as they said it, until I was sent to my doctor and he took a blood sample from me,” at hearing this I paid more attention.  A blood sample taken from you isn’t such a big deal, but the way she said it worried me.

“A few days later the doctor called saying I had this new unknown disease.  Well, it wasn’t that new, since people have gotten it before, but they never found out what it was, and the only known symptom is paled skin,” I glanced at her arm to see if it was really pale and then mine quickly, and I guess she noticed this, “It’s not contagious.  The people who have gotten it all live in different countries,” she gave a small sigh, “My mom wants me to stay at home as much as possible; it’s even recommended by my doctor,” then she looked me straight in the eyes, “and you can only visit me as long as it’s under their permission. I have been feeling a little sick lately.”

I looked at her with my eyes about to water upon hearing this.  She looked back, knowing I at least cared and wasn’t going to act heartless over what she just said.  No wonder she never tried picking a fight with me- you’d never want to fight with somebody if you were sick.

I wanted to say something in sympathy but instead, I did one of the most stupidest things I ever did in my life.

I put my hands on her arms, right under her shoulder, and I guess she thought I was going to just hug her by the look she gave me for the split second.  But, I didn’t hug her.  I leaned forward and pressed my lips against hers.

A second later I realized what I was doing and wanted to let go but I couldn’t.  Tears started welling up in my eyes from knowing she’d probably hate me for the rest of my life for doing this to her.  I waited for her to knock the lights out of me, but what she did surprised me more then what I was doing.  She held her arms around me and kissed back. From this I released her and she looked up at me with a smirk formed on her lips.  I moved my arms out more so it was more of a hug and now we were in the same position as when I got here, and again I wasn’t sure when she wanted to let go.  It took me a while to realize she didn’t want to let go, and neither did I.

Looking over her shoulder, I saw Pikachu and Togepi watching us with little smiles on their faces.

She sighed lightly, rested her chin on my left shoulder and I sensed her closing her eyes (because then she became more limp).

I looked at the clock, seeing time had went by very quickly for it was already 9:00 PM.  It was too late to really do anything but sit there more, and too early to go to sleep.  

‘Maybe both,’ I thought.

I carefully moved my left leg out and kicked the covers over a little bit.  Misty’s muscles tensed up a bit when she felt me moving.  She turned her head around seeing what time it was and knew what I was doing.

We both finally unlocked our arms and rolled the cover half way.  I laid down on my side and she faced me and pulled cover back over us.

She scooted in, getting kind of cozy.  She felt so warm.  Maybe it was a fever, or does she just have a lot of body heat?  I put my hand on her forehead, for a reason I didn’t know.  I knew people did this to check if you had a temperature, but she didn’t really have one.  I moved my hand down to her cheek, and could hear a soft sigh from her.

She certainly looked tired, and although she was warm, her skin was quite pale, maybe almost white.

It was around 12:00 that I finally found out she was asleep, and I scooted in a little.  Then, I leaned my head forward and kissed her on the forehead before falling asleep as well.

In the middle of the night, not long before I had fallen asleep, I was awaken by hearing the door open.  I still kept my eyes closed, to look like I was asleep.

“Well,” I heard a voice just above a whisper that must have been Misty’s mother, “looks like they got to bed by themselves.”

There were some mumbles and giggles that must have been coming from her sisters.

One of them spoke up, “Like, I knew he was her boyfriend.”  And they started giggling again.

I felt Misty’s arm twitch a little, indicating she was awake but faking her sleep too.

I… err, we heard the door close and I cracked open one of my eyes just a little, seeing Misty’s frown from her sisters’ comment.

I squeezed her arm a little and she shot her eyes open.

“Ash, you’re awake?” she whispered.

“No, Misty, I’m not,” I said with a chuckle.

The next thing I knew her fist was in my face.

“Eeeaaahhh…” I silently groaned from the pain.

“Be more serious!” she whispered, but in a harsh tone.

“…Okay…” I mumbled out before fainting.  (She sighed, but Ash didn’t know.)

“Like, wake up!  It’s, like, 10:00, you two,” I heard a voice.  With all the giggles in the background I knew it was Daisy.

I remembered I was sleeping in Misty’s bed and woke up with a blush on my face.  I opened my eyes and saw Misty’s face, who was also blushing.

“If you two stay in bed, like, your breakfast will get totally cold!” said Violet.

We both climbed out of bed, slumping through the crowd of giggles surrounding us.

“They look cute together,” on of them said as we walked out and Misty’s face twitched a little.

“Kitchen is this way,” she said and we turned to the right in the hall past a shelf of food, a stove, and through two counters. 

There was a small table big enough for five people, which was smaller then the dining room table which must have only been used for dinner and when there are more guests there.

There were already plates with scrambled eggs and bacon ready to eat.  My mom was already eating her breakfast, Misty mother was making extra food, namely bacon, and I guess Lily, Daisy, and Violet were on their way.

My mom was looking at us with a small smile on her face and I almost expected her to wink, but she didn’t.  She sat at the end, leaving us either to sit next to each other or across from each other.

Now what?  Sitting next to her will make her sisters tease us more- across from her might make her feel bad.  Maybe I can let her decide and sit down first… too late.  She already sat down on the front right side, so I either sat on the bottom right or top right.  I sat next to her.  No big deal, I guess.  Misty could take a few teases… I’m not sure if I could stand it because she’s so used to proving we weren’t a couple and might beat me up like before.  Then again she couldn’t use bodily attacks because she was so weak, so now she’ll just be humiliated.

But sitting across from her will make it obvious her sisters would say “You didn’t, like, break up already, did you?”.

I looked over to her as a question of this and I guess she saw it out of the corner of her eye since she nodded and even smiled a little.  I smiled too and began to eat the semi-cold breakfast.

I heard giggles and chattering coming towards us and Misty sulked, keeping her head as low as possible.  Her sisters came, and seeing us sitting next to each other made them go hysterical.  I sweat dropped; maybe if Misty and I could be alone in solitude… no, solitude is for one.  Dualitude… that’s not a word- even I know that.  If we were just alone (there! ^_^;;).

Her sisters sat down in the remaining seats and only ate half the food in a hurry.

“We have to get, like, to the gym, like, right now,” said Violet and she and the other sisters stood up.  They rushed out the door and we heard the screeching of a car.

Their mother ran quickly out of the door yelling and ranting, “Girls, you’re only 16!  You can’t use my car yet!”

After a while she dragged herself back in, sighing in defeat.

As Misty and I took the last bite of food, my mother spoke up, “Umm, Ash, I know you don’t want to leave, but after you’re done swallowing that food, we need to leave.”

Oh- ehh, did I mention I was choking on the last bit of bacon?  Well, I was, while Misty was hitting my back really hard since it was too low down my esophagus to be regurgitated.

There we were, going to say goodbye, standing in front of the open door.  Both of our mothers were looking at us, waiting for us to say goodbye.

I didn’t want to!  I REALLY didn’t want to leave her!  I wanted to plead for me to stay here and spend the rest of my life with her, but that wouldn’t be too good for both our sakes.

I at least wanted to kiss her goodbye, but then it would be our mothers’ turn to start getting that ‘look’ on their faces that embarrassed us most.

What was with this weird thing of hard decisions to make when you first love someone?  Well, at least in the position I was in.

Well, I guess we were both thinking of the same thing, since we both leaned forward and kissed.  We might as well have gotten over with the humiliation.

Now another question popped in my head.  Why did it always seem like time slows down when I kissed her, or hugged her, or anything like that.  It always lasts a few seconds but it seems so long.  I’ve always heard the saying, “time flies when you’re having fun”.  Well, this wasn’t exactly fun, but it wasn’t work either- well, you get the point.

“I hope you can visit soon,” said Misty, still with her hands on my arms.

“I hope you’re cured,” I whispered so softly in her ear you’d think it was the wind.

I took a second to study her face and remember that smile until I came back.  I never really took the time to notice it that much- I knew it was there- but I loved the freckles that were scattered over her cheeks and nose.  When she smiled at me, her freckles moved with it and curved to make another smile; and her eyes glistened with a look saying over and over: “I love you”.  Although not the most attractive girl in the world, there was something about her that just made me want to cry out words that told her I loved her more then life itself (and the rarest pokemon in the universe!).  Though I could find any words to describe that.

Well, the kiss and the smile were very heartwarming, but when the clock stroke 11:00 AM, I had to step out, back into my mom’s car, still looking at her, trying to study that smile as long as I could.

“Bye,” we both mouthed out to each other before I was driven away, but happily.

I patted Pikachu on the head in replacement of a pash with Misty.  As I ran my fingers through Pikachu’s short hair I thought of the first thing I’d do when I visited Misty again, and I kept thinking about this until I got home.

Out of the corner of my eye I saw my mom keeping a steady small smile, which made me get embarrassed.

I ran over inside my house, glad to be home (not glad to leave Misty).  Brock greeted us and jokingly said, “I see you were lucky, Ash.”

“Why?” I asked him, confused.

“Well, I don’t see any visible bandages or bruises anywhere,” he said.

It clicked in my mind: ‘He thinks we were fighting the whole time.’

“No…” I said, “We did other stuff.”

He got a look of disbelieve and squinted (if that’s possible.  Looks like he already is) at me.

“Hey, I bet you two spent the night…” I started to get a sweat drop, “taking a higher step in your friendship.”

I didn’t exactly get what he meant by this and replied with, “Ehh… yeah, that’s what we did… I guess.”

“Yes, you two are in love!” he said with pride; I guess he thought this for a long time.

I didn’t expect him to be meaning it that way and felt like a fool.

The next day it turned out Brock could go give her a visit, since she’d be spending most of next week at the doctor, trying to see if there was anything else wrong with that disease of hers.  I didn’t lock myself up at least- I spent most of my time training my pokemon.  I thought maybe when I saw her, if she was cured or at least lively enough, we could have a battle- just for fun.

Brock didn’t stay over night, and when I asked him why, he said, “I don’t know what happened between you two, but I don’t want to end up in the same position with her as you did.”

Maybe he didn’t know she had guest rooms.

Well, that day turned into about a week, and I had to wait another one.  They said I could visit her every two weeks or so, and when I woke up on Sunday the next week, I wasted no time urging my mom to drive me to Cerulean City, and if she couldn’t, I’d walk there myself.

Pikachu trotted closely behind a couple of steps, trying to keep up, but now wasn’t the time to think of Pikachu, now was the time to think of Misty!

My mom laughed a little at my excitement as she got into the car.  Pikachu hopped onto my lap and I scratched him under his electric sacs and he purred.

We drove a short ways (walking always takes much longer, duh!) and came upon Misty’s house.

I looked up at the door before going outside, but saw a small sign on it.  I squinted my eyes, trying to see what it said.  One of the letters on that chunk of wood nailed to the door almost made me pass away.
QUARANTINE!

Visitors may not pass

Tell me that wasn’t a dream!  No- not now- not right after fell in love!  I needed to see her again!

My mom rushed out, ordering me and Pikachu to stay in the car.  She knocked wildly on the door until Misty’s mother opened it with an annoyed face until seeing my mom.  While she was being told why (and I couldn’t hear a bit of it with the window closed) I looked to the large window that showed the living room, except the horizontal blinds covered it up.

Then I saw a bit of relief, even though it wasn’t much.  Misty slid in between the two blinds next to each other and peered out through a window pane.  She was so skinny and frail, and so pale, she was practically white all over except those cut freckles scattered over her nose and cheeks.  

She wore her night clothes.  It looked like a long white dress with an emperor waist line and lace at the end.  It ended right under knees and the sleeves ended at her elbow.  Her hair was down, but it wasn’t shiny like it was before, it was dirty and matted.  It was a few shades darker and didn’t look like the paler shade of leaping flames, it was now darker like flaring embers.

She must have escaped her bed, knowing what day it was too.

I pressed my nose against the car window, wishing I could open it, but with the engine turned off I couldn’t.

“Hi, Ash,” she mouthed out to me.

“Hi, Misty,” I mouthed back.

Pikachu wondered why I was moving my mouth but now sound was coming out until he saw Misty and pressed his face against the window too and we began a very, very short talk by mouthing out the words slowly.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw my mom going down the steps and the door closing.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you, too,” I replied to her.

“I’m sorry,” we both mouthed out at the same time.

This made her laugh a little.  Then it hit me.  I saw her flushing a little- a glint of hope.  There was some color restoring, or was I just looking at her freckles?  It looked like her own skin color to me.

Her smile faded and her paleness grew when we both noticed a hand on her shoulder.  Her mom’s hand.  She was pulled out of my site, and for a split second we both said, “Goodbye.”

I asked my mom why there was a quarantine on her and she replied, “Misty’s mother said that it was found out the disease may or may not be contagious, but it’s best they be careful.”

“I thought they said it wasn’t contagious since the people who got it all lived in different countries.”

“I’m not finished,” she said in an icy voice, “It turns out one of the people who had the disease lived with his wife and she got it too.  More then that, there were more found symptoms.  Not only pale skin, but soon their bone structure will fall apart, and maybe even…”

We pulled up at our house and at the same time she turned off the engine, she muttered the word (which to me sounded like a large blare), “Death.”

I felt like my own bones were falling apart.  Pikachu had a shocked expression on his face just as I did.

When I got into my house I went straight up into my room, not minding Pikachu with me, and locked the door.

I climbed onto my bed and dug my face into the pillow, crying.

“Pikapi? (Ash?)” said Pikachu hopping up onto my leg.

“Go away, Pikachu,” I said, waving my hand.

“Pi pika chu chu pika pi pikachu pi chu pika, pi chu pika pika pi pi pikachu pika chupika… pika pika pi pikachu pika pi chupika chu pi pikachu pika chupika!(I know you’re sad about the thought of her dying, but you don’t have to sit around here crying… you can go down into the kitchen and sit around there crying!)”

I turned my head up and looked at him. “You know, Pikachu?” I said to him happily and he started a grin of hope, “That must be the most pointless idea I’ve ever heard.”

I dug my face into the pillow again.

Over the days I noticed my pillow was full of more and more bed stains, and so was my face.  Once in a while I’d try sneaking into the bathroom without anybody noticing me or they’d make a big fuss about how I was out of my room.

One day I was heading over there and I saw my mom coming upstairs, so I rushed.  This just made more noise and when my hand was about to touch the doorknob…

“Ash, sweety!  I can’t believe you’re out of your room, finally!” she exclaimed with an excited expression on her face.

I didn’t say anything.  I pushed open the bathroom door, walked inside and gave my mom one last glance before shutting the door closed and turning on the sink water.

“Ash, please come out, please,” she begged, banging on the door.

I paid no attention and continued washing my face.

“Ash, if you don’t come out here right this minute, I’ll…” her voice trailed off and I decided to talk.

“Go away.  Just, go away,” I sneered and splashed warm water across my face.

I heard footsteps slowly walking away with a sense of fright too.  I guess it really wasn’t often I was mean like this, but I wasn’t thinking.

All through the week and more, I stayed in my room with food sometimes being slipped under the door if I didn’t fetch it myself, but it was because I wasn’t hungry, and I’d just keep the food until I felt good enough to eat.

Once I over heard the phone ringing, which was abruptly picked up by my mom.

“Hello?” I heard her muffled voice, “Sure thing, I’m sure he’ll want to go very much.”

I heard footsteps rushing upstairs near my room, and hoped “he” was Brock, but it wasn’t.

“Ash, I just received a phone call from Misty’s mother,” she said in a tone of voice that was neither depressing or happy, “She says she needs to tell you something about Misty.”

I opened the door frantically, “I can visit her again?!”

“Well, you see I’m not sure.  I heard these big gasps coming from her mother and I wasn’t sure if it came from crying or laughing.  Though we are going to Misty’s house.”

“That’s great, Mom!” I said an hugged her.

“Brock, we’re going to Misty’s house!” shouted my mom.

“I though it was under quarantine!” he shouted from downstairs.

“Not anymore, and her mother needs to tell us something,” she replied.

Pikachu was already darting down the steps, trying not to get behind me, but I zoomed down in front and out the door, waiting for my mom to unlock the car door.

After unlocking it, I rushed in, not waiting for Pikachu and just picked him up.  We drove for what seemed like hours, and the whole time I was looking at every turn that we’d be making like that would get us there faster (I had memorized the way to her house).

We drove past the sign saying, “WELCOME TO CERULEAN CITY!”.  We went through more twists and turns until I noticed the certain neighborhood she lived in.

“Mandana Boulevard…” I mumbled out, “Crocker Avenue… Wildwood Avenue…” I got a small view of this school by this street for pre-pokemon training.  I guess it was like Pokemon Tech but you go to it before starting your training. “Finally,” I said as we rode into Highland.

I pressed my nose against the front windshield of our car, just seeing Misty’s house.

“Pika!” exclaimed Pikachu, hopping out of my lap and on the small bit of flat surface above the airbag.

Past the first couple of houses I saw Misty’s house and her Mother stood in the front yard, waiting for us.  I couldn’t see weather she was happy or not, since she had her face in her hands, but I know people sometimes do this because they’re laughing and crying at the same time.

We rushed out of the car and ran up to her.

“What happened to her?” Brock, my mom, and I asked her in much curiosity.

She pulled her face and she was crying.

“What’s wrong?!” demanded my mom.

“Is she alright?” asked Brock.

“Misty isn’t dead is she?!” I asked worriedly.

She sniffed a little and shook her head, “No, she’s not dead, but… she will be.”

“What?!” we all shouted.

“They found out… this disease isn’t really contagious, but… it leads to death… and… they couldn’t cure her!” she broke into another sob, but quickly recovered into a steady quiet cry, “Right now she’s asleep, but she probably won’t wake up before she’s…” she couldn’t finish and broke into another storm of tears.

I couldn’t believe my ears.

“NO!” I cried out and ran up the steps and into the door, not minding the fact I slammed it shut.

I darted into her room, and saw a sight I didn’t want to see.  She laid in her bed like a limp doll on her back.  She was so pale… no, she was such a light shade of pink… white even, but enough color not to be dead.  Her skin hung off her bones, and even her bones were so thin and withered.  Her freckles were barely visible, her hair was not darker then before, it was lighter then before- almost blonde.  She laid under the soft blue covers of her bed, sleeping soundly.

“Misty…” I murmured out and a couple of tears escaped my eye.

I collapsed on my knees and dropped my arms over her chest and stomach, crying.

I looked at her face, frowning… making her freckles frown.  I leaned over and kissed her lightly on the lips.

“Mmm… Ash?” she mumbled out softly and her eyes opened.

“Misty?” I let go and just stared at her.

“We had a nice time a few weeks ago, eh?” she whispered very slowly.

“Yeah,” I said and there was a small pause before I spoke up again, “I’m so sorry, Misty!  Please don’t leave!” I started to cry a little with small tears dropping on her cover.

“Hey, hey, hey,” she said a little faster, “That’s not the pokemon trainer I know.  You’ve said goodbye to some very special pokemon you once had, and you got stronger.”

“Yeah, but, none of them ever died.  And I love you, Misty,” I croaked out through my clenched throat (from trying not to cry).

“I love you too, Ash, but you’ll have to go with it.  Please don’t cry,” she said and just barely lifted her hand enough to wipe off a couple of my tears.

Though more tears replaced those and fell onto her cover.  I looked at the salty tears, and then at her, and I then realized, ‘She’s leaving and there’s nothing I can do to stop her.’

I guess she knew that I knew too with the expression on her eyes that looked as old as the sea itself and I stopped crying temporarily.

“There’s my guy,” she said and smiled.

I chuckled a little at the comment but became serious again.  “I’ll miss you,” I said.

She was nearing death and now didn’t have much strength to talk. “I’ll miss you too,” she mouthed out.

That’s when I couldn’t take it anymore and burst out into more tears and dug my face into the sheets that covered her.

When she was just about to pass away she found just enough strength to say one, small word, “Ash.”

And then she died, but she died with a smile.  It had the words “I love you” spilling out of it, and there were only three smiles she ever gave me that said that, and those were the last three smiles she gave me.  But you know?  I still remember those three smiles with the freckles framed around it.

It’s said “a picture is worth a thousand words”.  I always kept this photo of us that was taken a couple years ago, and I think that this picture is worth a lot more than 1,000 words.

-End
