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     Aftermath
Meowth woke up with a start. That was the third time this week that he’d dreamed about them. He was sleeping in the grass, unable to be associated with Team Rocket anymore…..too many bad memories.  

“I-I can’t believe dey’re really gone.” Meowth said quietly to himself.  He meowed quietly and rolled over. “Dey were just destined for so much… dey could have gotten married and…and….well….” He remembered how he woke up on that fateful day…to the frantic last scream of Jessie, followed by James’s hysterical sobbing. And he remembered how James looked in his black attire. His face was so pale. And he remembered the way James kept his head bowed and his eyes shut for the whole funeral procession. The way tears were silently falling from his closed eyes, and falling on the already-rain-watered grass. Meowth held back a sob. He remembered how James called on the Gyarados. And he remembered….the last time he saw James….the way the insanity was flashing in James’s eyes as he surrendered his life to a pokemon with an unstoppable bloodlust….only to make the thing more bloodthirsty and cruel. Ash, Misty and Tracey saw that there was such a thing as a bad pokemon, sadly. He remembered how Misty had tried to catch it because it was a water pokemon. Then Tracey was next to be taken. And then….Ash. Ash. His new friend before that. After he had run away from Giovanni, Ash had taken him in, along with Weezing, Arbok, Likitung, and Victreebell. He was a good trainer. But not good enough…..

Meowth slowly walked to the fateful lake.  Weezing, Arbok, Likitung, and Victreebell were at his side in a small belt made just for him. The Gyarados reared its ugly head and spoke. 

“You’re back?! Haven’t you learned yet? You can’t beat me. No one can.”

Fresh tears stung Meowth’s sapphire eyes. 

“I will die if it is ta beat you, you vicious basted.”

“You can die, but I won’t!!”

“Go back ta yeh pokeball and leave da innocents alone!! You’ve already killed all my friends!! What more do yeh want?!” 

“Humans need to be punished! 

the blue-haired one.”

Meowth realised, that, after all this time..this Gyarados was…..

“NO! Ya mean James! Are you da Magikarp?”

“Not anymore. And now I have finally caught up with you.”

“Ya killed James!! What do ya want wit Jess and da odders? 

“All the people I saw that day, and their family and friends, they all must suffer for the terrible life that I have led.”

“Den you’ll have a get past me.”

 So the battle started. Meowth dodged every attack. He scratched one of the Gyarados’s eyes. It roared in pain and started shooting hyper beams at Meowth.  Meowth called out Weezing, Likitung, and Victreebell. 

“Weezing, smokescreen!! Likitung, tongue attack!! Victreebell, sleep powder!!” 

The smokescreen made it impossible for the Gyarados to see, the tongue attack paralyzed it, and  the sleep powder put it to sleep. Meowth took a pokeball, and captured it. He covered the ball in duct tape and glued it shut. He let Arbok out, then he took all the pokemon to the cemetary, where his friends were buried. He made Arbok dig a narrow, deep hole. Then he dropped the Pokeball inside and buried it. 

“Dere goes my next paycheck,” he said. 

Then he headed back to his campsite.

((It’s been hard, and it’s going to get harder. But I have pokemon that need me. And I’m sure my friends are all happy now, wherever they are. And no one else will ever be slaughtered by that vicious monster.)) 

The End.
